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““ Let’s see—what new work for the 
benefit of humanity can I—?” mused 
Wa 2s Fun. “Ha! Not long ago a fellow 

Sy OS BOA took a photograph ofa flash of lightning ; 
more lately still another fellow photo- 
graphed atornado in the United States. 
Yes. And when the police get hold of a 
criminal they photograph him in order that the j 
Virtuous may knowhimat sight and bewareof him. 
Yes. Two and two make four exactly. Why should 
10t I confer a benefit on the Virtuous by——” 
The rest of his soliloquy was lost in the din of 
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There was a stir of wild apprehension among 
the Baser Human Qualities as the good F'uN was 
seen approaching. 

‘“‘ He’s got a photographic camera !” whispered 
Pride, uneasily ; “what can he want this way ?” 

“T don’t like the look of it at all!” said Malice. 

“Pity he doesn’t keep himself /o himself; I 
never feel easy when /e’s near,” said Meanness. 























“No more do I,” said Hy- 
pocrisy, ‘‘and he’s coming 
straight towards us.” 


He was. As he set up his 
camera, and got ready, the 


Baser Qualities hastily drew 
their draperies over their heads 
and began to make off. 
“Take your photo, gents ?” 
cried Fun, “won't take a se- 
cond. Such a lovely group 
you'd make!” In vain they 
attempted evasion. In the (Ni | ial, 
twinkling of an eye he had the i 
likenesses of the lot all ready ye | J 
to be developed in his pages, { 
that the Virtuous (another ® Tl | 
name for the readers of | va 
Fun) may learn to know and avoid them as they 
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NAME! NAME! 
he Squire here, my | : 


Why should I 2” 


A SAD 


play big] in that drama Fate: 
h, if the tu Lk il tale I tell should 





hly perusing Almanacs, I shall 
lave written in val 


a poor, but honest youth— 


ill there came an evenit 


wered, ‘* Make it November | 


, 
mewhat perplexed 


MEMS. FO 





Boy.—‘* Yew won’t tell, will yer?” 
Boy.—‘* Then, they calls un a old skinflinty bagabones.” 


STORY. 


. . . . . r b] 
And exclaimed with joyfulness, ‘* Rapture ! biiss! that date is on Tuesday next!’ 


So, meantime, he went to a maiden aunt, (who lived many a league away,) 

To borrow the cash for the license and ring; and for days she compelled him 
to Stay. 

‘*No matter,” thought he, ‘*I will run up to town in time on the nuptial 
morn,” [ forlorn. 

Which he did; but on reaching the church that day, he found himself all 


? 


+ * * * * 


Ife waited and waited, but sZe came not ; 
so he rushed to her house, anon, 

Crying, ‘*‘Where is my bride?” And 
her father replied, ‘* On her honeymoon 
she has ot ne.” 

‘Wrat?’ shricked our hero. ‘* Why, 
yes,” said pa; ‘fon the tenth you ar- 


ranged to w ° 
So, yesterday, when you came n in spite 
} : 9 + ) 
he marr Sir Cl ye instead 


‘But the roth is Tuesday,” exclaimed the 
youth, ‘fas you'll see by this Almanack 
** Oho!” replied pa, ‘*T perceive you have 
got the Almanac for next year!” 
1 down on the doorstep our hero sank, 
with despair in his woeful glance, 
And he cursed all Almanacs (save friend ‘* Fun’s”) that are published so 
much in advance. 





THE MONTHS. 

May. 1.—May-day—you are supposed to have made-'ay while the sun shone. 
May 24. Fun dines with Her Gracious ma—but no matter, many happy 

returns of the day, and long may She reign. Derby Day at hand. Life is 

full of ups and downs ; now the *‘ Downs” prevail. TROPHONIUS begins to 





get turbulent about this time. Back his tips in Fun, if you don’t want 
° rorgr P ) Oe , ° y) e . od ° , 
towin! [JVecanmot a these personal slurs, Remainder of copy omitted. 
Take a month's notice. —ED, F. A.) | 
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FUN ALMANAC. 





THE MONTHS.—BY OUR SPECIALLY CHARTERED MANTAC, 











Hoar frost is merely frozen dew, I he »wdrop bur ts leafy cell, Chickweed’s silvery petals sprout, Gourmands walk arcund the mead, 
Infants squeal, grimalkins mew, Toothache r sweet f vel] Gu happed lips refuse to pout lo wat mint-saucy lambkins feed, 
And cold water is wisely avuided— And rei herrings are very frequently ripe And the rammiest of rams feels chilly And cooks are a good deal bullied — in 

in J ry — ua Fel ruary in March. April 
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Cowslips peep, primroses grow, Truants fish for sticklebacks, Fels eat flounders, dace, and bleak, The mus thie under id, 
Sweet soot the sweeps around usthr ws Tutors deal out stinging wha ks, Lute-voiced birds in leafage ik, Old-fas} ned gal! till wear the cle ud, 
Aczd twins are very apt to appear unexpe And crabs are worshipped by medical And hungry lion-hunters thrive very And young girls like Neapolitan ices im- 
y en—in June nicely —in July mens 1 August 


ted 


ly—in May. 
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A tnd rps y oerthe J The e ¢ t rears ks bread J ho, tally-} able shout, Yule logs gleam, and so do eyes, 
OCS are nes § Tra f f me ‘ . OSE « tallowed er: e lights are out, Mistletoe mes with savoury pies, 
4 y An re if A peppermint , e% are umed And goat’s-milk is digestible nourishment 
Le eT ; 













































































"ARRY “ACROSS THE WALNUTS AND THE WINE.” 

Host.—‘‘ So sorry !” 

In the words of the poet,.* Wait till 
[Left exploding. 





THe Lapies SANGAZUR (ensemd/e),—** Our hostess is rising, so we'll leave you !’ 
> ’ . . . : ’ ° ‘ » fina , , 
"Arry.— Yas! you'll leave us quite in mourning ; we shall ’ave to go in for weeds (’ee-haw-haw !), 


the clahds roll by, Jenny’ (’ee-haw-haw-haw-haw !)” 





An Eccentric Error, 
THOUGH on this task with zest you start, UN New Year’s Day some vow that they ’ll be wise, 
And show the most consummate art, And turning o’er ‘‘ new leaves ” they then commence. 
This is a foolish habit, I surmise— 


On Aimanac Making. 


You'll waste your force and wit ; 
And vain will be your toil and stress, For it is very plain to common sense 
Unless you happen to possess— That thus full many a man himself deceives, 
An alma-‘t knack” for it! For Spring’s the time for turning o’er vez leaves. 
PROBABLY if ’Arry were asked what Sabbath in the year is most to his |THE COMMONEST CAUSES OF ‘*C, SICKNEssS.”—Custards, cream, and con- 
fectionery. 


liking, he would answer, ** Low Sunday.” 











THE MATRIMONIAL YEAR 
“COMMENCED WHERE THEIR PARENTS LEFT OFF.” 
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FUN ALMANAC. 








To Find out the Duration of the ‘Dog Days” for 18835. | 


ASCERTAIN the number of dogs in the country on 3rd July, and the total | 
(seeing that ‘‘ every dog has his day ”) will give the required information. : 


How TO ALWAYS HAVE ‘REAL JAM.”’—Take a house surrounded ‘* by pre- 


serves. 





“ah vial steal! 
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“THE PLHASURES OF ENGLAND.” 


Notes at the Ruskin Lectures.—One of the greatest of these pleasures is that of listening to Mr. Ruskin, and so say all of us, 


€easonable Flowers. 


THE rose to wear at the Opera.—The ‘‘ front rows ” of the stalls. 
The rose to wear at the breakfast table. —Cods’-roes. 
The 

. 


The fisherman’s variety.—The ‘‘ rows ” of Yarmouth. 


A Positive Paradox (Comparatively Considered), 
HERE’s a notion—you'll find it short, 
Indeed it could not be shorter : 
They say that two pints make a quart— 
Yet one-fourth that amount is a quart-er. 











PREPARING FOR A RAINY Day.—Watching for St. Swithin's. 


Sharpered Old Saws, 


A © Srircu in Time” is enough to make the old gentleman go more slowly. 
Make your hay when the Silo 1s ready for its reception. 
ven the worm will ‘Sturn’ if you can make a lathe small enough for it to 
turn with. 








THE MATRIMONIAL YEAR 
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LINA, ‘SI hope the l right t vy dear: the ilkman came » late, I'd hardly time to make it. 
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Kast-end counter-jumper. 
FRANK—Wettings and whackings. 
MAMMA—BHad temper. 


suUTTONS—Nothing from nobody. 


Parpa—Empty pockets and rheumatism for life. 


' CHARLES (S/ootist)—Loss of one eye and other trifles. 





Kate—Capture of a real live nobleman, who turncd out to be an 
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HOMEWARD BOUND: THE RESULTS OF THH HOLIDAYS. 


Jack (Alpine Climbist)—A tumble and_two wooden legs. 


JINKS ( Yachtist)—Mal de mer. 
Mrs. J.—Ditto, and profound disbelief in Mr. J. 
Jim (Bicyclist)—Smashed machine and collar-bone. 


*"ENERY—Increased smoke, billiards, and B. and S. 
Mrs. CoppLE—Norfolk Howards and squalling babies. 


Etc. etc. etc. 
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Not all Given. 
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THIRD QUARTER.—Epvwin. 
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We have a grievance ’gainst old Time, ’tis clear— 
And this ‘tis now a fitting time to vent ; 

Allow me then to mention to all here, 

Time never gives the full amount of year, 
Because some forty days of it are Zens, 


ex 





Eome Chronological Problems, 


GIVEN the four quarter days—to find what are the hind-quarter ones. 
Given a Leap-year—to find how far it leapt. 
Given that Lady Day falls on the 25th of March—to find what bones her lady- 
ship brokc. 





Lorry LopGincs.—The moon’s ** quarters.” 
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** Just met George, dear, and borrowed a bob 
ANGELINA, 
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» SO here’s some slices of ham for supper, 


so glad—one does get so tired of bread and cheese 
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FUN ALMANAC. 





THE FESTIVE SEASON. 
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1. ** Wishing you a happy new (y)ear.” 
5. A Christmas diner. 


a Selanesapanhantomastninneneaaiisunsnsuanndeanecss a 
us Know ? 


Ports speak of the ‘‘ falling dew,” with glee, 
And of it they take a romantic view ; 

But the best sort of falling dew, you ’ll agree, 
Is when you find dividends ‘‘ falling due.” 





THE Best *‘ CALENDAR ” MONTH.—That in which Fun Almanac i antl 





2. Christmas Eves. 





3. Christmas weights. 4. A Christmas din-ner, 


6. The mistletoe bow. 





Cake-ology. 


Very “‘sappy ” young persons would seem to appear 
In numerous lots pretty soon in the year. 

I don’t think this notion is much a mistake, 

For e’en by Jan. 6 you will find the Twelfth **Cake.” 





THE SPORT FOR ** ALL THE YEAR Rounp. All. wegen” Rounders. #2 
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FOURTH QUARTER!!! 
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AN EMBARRASSMENT OF RIOHES. 


Yon girl who dances isn't ‘‘ green" ; 

But she who z fis ‘‘ blue,’ I ween. 
While the married lady looks more bright 
Taan does the spinster opposite : 


Apart from yon majestic flirt 

Are several who'd make Love alert ; 
To wit: that mischievous sly belle, 
That damsel so demure as well, 

And those athletic nymphs—each one 


Y 


Has gained the heart of Mr. ! 


With sketches of the Gentle Sex 

Our artist does our mind perplex ; 

Yon centre belle, in bright array, 

Sad havoc with all hearts would play— 
While yonder grim and ancient cames 


Are ‘‘dampers to Love's flickering flame 





> | 
As wedlock’s then the happier state, 
The-e here is scope to choose a mate. 


' 
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‘* Won't let you into the theatre nowadays, poor little thing?” said Fun, patting the head of the poor little outcast. ‘‘Come with me; we'll see if I can't get you in. 




















“ What ? mustn't bring in my little friend with me?” asked Fun, indignantly. ‘‘ Extremely sorry,” replied the management ; ‘‘ but we do not admit any HISS into the theatre now,” 
‘Oh !” said Fun, “I was under the impression that Britons never should be slaves but I find I must go home and dress myself properly for the theatre, , 





‘What's this?” 
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said he, returning. ‘‘ Why, on!y my theatre-going costume. The boy has a slave whip, and thumbscrews, and a gag in the bag, in case you should require 
for me or any others of the audience.” 












THE OUTCAST. 





















































14 ~ FUN ALMANAC. 
=r | PRICELESS PREDIOTIONS. 


SS Ss ~\ . 
POS SQ | JANUARY. 
SX | THE barque of State, held together by marine glue, 
™ SAN ’ | will be carefully steered through treacherous shoals. East- 
\ | end sausages will be served out to the police in the place 
SS ted | of revolvers. Used as boomerangs, and thrown with ac- 
\ \ \ curacy at the face, they are much more deadly in their 
\\\) \ , effects than firearms. popRUARY. 
\\ | Many fruitless efforts will be made to cure smoky 
chimneys and catarrhs. Pheasant and partridge shooting 
| will not end on the first of this month, nor on the twenty- 
eighth either. Shrovetide will appear at London Bridge 
and elsewhere, as usual. 
| MARCH. 
| More than one eviction in Ireland will take place. 
/ | Terrific outbursts of Arrah! Bedad! Shure! Be jabers! 
Jf | and Och, murder! will be heard in ould Erin. At least 
) two Frenchmen will continue to hold soap and water in | 


/ Yj : | supreme contempt. APRII 

| | 4 || FAR-SIGHTED persons will chatter about political events 
to barbers, and afterwards be advised to use specifics for 
baldness at top by their patient listeners. Gentlemen 


nightingales will arrive every morning ; moths will appear 
each night. MAY. 


Yi} => oe Epsom (as)saults will occur frequently. Macaroni will | 
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be eaten with relish in Italy, and a rich old lady will dis- } 
appoint_her relatives by not guzte choking herself with a 
farinaceous tube. A prisoner will inform a London ma- 
gistrate that he can do his sentence on his head. 

JUNE. 

FARMERS will grumble that Dame Nature is a decep- 
| tive flirt. Shepherds will use parliamentary language at 
their lot, and viciously prod the ewes that lose their 

| lambkins. A number of young people will suffer from 
| if hidden spikes of hayrakes. 
atl ff ff} JULY. 
Hy jp i) SEVERAL Socialists will settle the affairs of Europe in 
Ths] m/ Soho. Absinthe will settle the affairs of several Socialists 
AL if, At in Soho. Summer burglars will take pleasant walks 
= Hf | round the squares to sniff the flowers, and find out what 
Hi | | families have left town. 
| 5 I | AUGUST. 
! , AMERICAN oysters will be pronounced to be rather 
better than English natives by those who cannot afford to 
eat the latter. Cooks, housemaids, and scullerymaids 
ha will ride in their mistresses’ carriages. Trunks will be 
| y! stolen at continental stations. Foreign landlords will 
i | chuckle at ‘‘ Milors.” 
ib SEPTEMBER. 
| {) YOUNG men who have settled down will become ner- 
| Aili, | vous at finding bills have to be settled up on Quarter-day. 
ti | Hl LWALT Geese and gourmands will be stuffed. Partridges will be 
Lt | tl shot by politicians. Gladstone bags will be made—and 
aera! : ! _ OCTOBER. 
: ip WIveEs will make confidants of their husbands that 
~ — — ; if, new Winter bonnets and sealskin jackets must be thought 
——== SS Vs about. Domestic storms-brewing will be hailed with joy 
SS by maid-servants, who will, of course, side with ‘* missus.” 
: Mellowness will become apparent in fruits—and civic 


[= —— authorities. 


—_—$————__—— : - NOVEMBER, 

Ma!-de-mer will struggle for supremacy with gambling 
’ r > ma . 2 orc » ac r > icce " ‘ 
ENOUGH TO MAKE ONB PEN-SIVE! on ocean-bound steamers. I urses will be missed in public 
oat conveyances, wrong people will be accused of theft, and 

ALGERNON (0/ the Guards, to Ais COQUETTISH COUSIN, whom he has just met).—“*I called personalities will ensue. 
at your house iast night, and waited ever so long. Wherever did you get to?” | DECEMBER. 

C. C.—‘*Oh, we went to the Cattle Show, and couldn’t tear ourselves away from those MANY happy New Years will be wished by mortal 
dear, delightful, fat sheep. I had no time to think of young officers, sir !” enemies to each other, with strong mental reservations. 
Poulterers and police magistrates will become unusuall 
ALG@RNon,.—‘* Ah, the poet was right then, for on 6 “nen” was mighti . a _. “Sabonyppaqearlltted- , y 
Paper , | g , for once, The pen” was mightier than busy. Robins will devolve excessive friendliness, and 

1e sword, [But she was only teasing him d >x i 
° ustmen extreme attention. 
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“THE “CYCLOSTYLE”’ ) SAVE, WRITE TO =e m DRESS FART “Direct from the Loom to 
COPYING APPARATUS. Tes A D F- O FABRICS the Consumer.” (Regd) 





Unrivalled for obtaining at the shortest notice a considerable 


number of duplicates of writing, plans, music, &c., in inde- se ~ AC T 
ible black. No press, no washing off, no melting required. Ww . \\) By 
Those having hitherto used the ELECTRIC PEN, the € big Be ron gone wh MPAW NG 
’ y Ny 
b | 


TRY POGRAPH, the HEKTOGRAPH, &c., are respect- forward, post-free, a Sample Parcel of Patterns AN) 
fully invited to see the process at the with prices of all their Leading Novelties 








GENERAL COPYING APPARATUS DEPOT, for the Autumn and Winter Season. New 
16 Queen Victoria Street, Bank, London, E.C, Styles at Prices to suit all Purses. Carriage paid to any part of the Kingdom on BR A D FO RD 
j Price Lists, and Copies of Testimonials, sent free on H. oith E over {tin value. The Century Cashmeres, as exhibited by the B. M. Co. at the 9 
: RI rs MPLETE, ONI [INEA. Easi'y eaith Exhibition, are im ever increasing demand. Also send for Patterns of Pure Heart 
: = La ré and add? a fuii. Write at or and mention *‘ Fun” Almanac. YORKSHIRE. 
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THERE was a fatherly expression of benevolence on the face of 
Mr. Fun as a tastefully-dressed maiden wandered into his sanctum, 
and placed her delicate white fingers in the jester’s brawny hand. 
“‘Take off your bonnet, my dear, and make yourself at home,” he 
whispered, as he pressed her sweet almond nails to his lips, and 
hammered away at them gently. 


**T strolled in to ask a few questions, and not to have my fingers 
excoriated by your moustache,” said the damsel in a coy way. ‘Can 
you inform me, for instance, whether the state apartments of Windsor 
Castle are closed to the public because the bailiffs are in possession 
there? Is it true that Prince Albert Victor is so clever that he is 
likely to learn the fastest German studential manner of imbibing beer 
and fighting duels during the short space of two months’ instruction 
at Heidelberg? I wish to know if the illness of the late Prince 
Alexander of Holland was caused by the fact of his keeping sixty 
parrots in his bed-room or not? And really, now, do you consider 
the rumour that Madame Sarah Bernhardt is going to play Juliet to 
Mr. John Toole’s Romeo to bea correct one? You can calm my 
inquisitive sufferings by answering these few inquiries, kind sir.” 


** Tranquillise yourself, my darling young lady,” returned Mr, 
Fon. ‘‘I will answer all you wish in the course of a few months, 
Rest assured that most reports are untruthful ; but comfort yourself 
for the present by learning this veracious statement—viz., that half 
a million wise saw-mills are successfully driven by the refined, floating, 
ocular mixture which runs gaily over society from my laboratory.” 


“Pet jokist,” returned the lady enthusiastically, ‘*I believe you, 
Society should be thankful for the 


FORTIETH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES OF ‘FUN.’” 
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THE 


CaP. 


waist, the usual 
pointed and pleated 
apron and lateral 
bunch. Black velvet 
trappings, 


Things are begin- 
ning to get a bit 
tame (although 
Blakeley has told, in 
that way of his, you 
know, a_ comical 
story of a lady fas- 
tening a “* tall” boot) 
when Marius ap- 
pears, and we sit up. 
He’s the right man 
in the right place, 
and though the part 
is pretty much on a 





Criterion.—TuHe Pretry Litt. 
YANKEE DoopLe wHo came TO Town, 
AND DECIDEDLY PUT A FEATHER IN HER 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
pee — 


HE CRITERION.—The neat- 
handed parlourmaids who 
make up’ Mr. Wyndham’s 
numbered visitors and their 
seats into symmetrical pairs 
must have been thankful the 
other night when the curtain 
rose on Featherbrain (Mr. 
Albery’s version of 7é/e de 
Linotte). There was a full 
house, which seemed to arrive 
all at once; and it must have 
been a great relief to those 
young ladies when they could 
shut us all in and, retiring to 
some convenient staircase, sit 
in a thorough draught and 
pant. 





No sooner had we settled 
into our fair, pale seats in the 
Gilded Grotto of Piccadilly— 
and, oh! Messrs. Spiers and 
Pond, surely your lady visitors 
hate you with a bitter hate 
for providing them with sucha 


destructive background to their faces and finery !—than we found our- 
selves in possession of a baffling document of a deep, dark sepia-green, 


on which were imprinted characters in gold. 
of laborious experiment, it was discovered that these characters were 


decipherable by ‘‘ kitchin’’em sideways ” against the light. They proved 
to be the characters in the play. 


In time, and by process 


Much ‘‘ kitchin’” sideways, however, is provocative of a squint, and 
conducive to a crick in the neck ; so, in order to avoid risk of accidents, 
I learned mine by heart, and placed it for safety in my tail pocket, where 
I promptly sat upon and crushed it into a shapeless mass. 
dition I found I could read it much easier than at first. 


In this con- 


We were a good deal behind time in commencing, and the pit found 
it necessary to keep their feet warm pretty often. 
minutes, however, when the curtain did go up to discover the usual 
weakening of motive in process of translation (although personally I 
don’t care two pins for the motive in these pieces ; and I don’t think it 
matters, if it only results in plenty of fun). 
or so—during which we have some smart lines and funny incidents— 
reveals unmistakably that the clever Mr. Mackintosh is entirely out of 
his element, and that the new-come American actress, Miss Marie 
Jansen, is a Petite and pleasing lady with delicate comedy at her finger- 
ends, who, for want of the keynote, is playing ineffectively. 


It took about two 


Another quarter of an hour 


Miss Rose Saker is the next interesting incident, and soft voices around 
whisper as she appears, ‘‘It’s a pretty dress,” 
mostly blue, with lite-size roses sparsely distributed over its surface ; it 
wraps obliquely in a pleaty way over the chest, half concealing what 
looks like a black velvet shirt-front, and meeting, at the right side of the 


I’ll describe it. It’s 



































Tus Crrreraion.—Tue Princirat Point or Act II. 


par with the rest for humour, he plays it with a breezy zest that distances 
all competitors and makes us that Ao/ laughing ! 


After a wait of Spiers and Pondian duration we come to the second 
act—a piece of bewilderment best summed up in the word ‘stairs. 
the complications here are wonderfully ingenious and wildly funny, but 


” 





there is a want of ‘‘go” about it somehow—my goodness! why didn’t 
Wyndham play in it himself ?—for a night or two, at any rate, 


There is a deal of running up and downstairs and getting into wrong 
rooms—principally to the financial benefit of an unseen lady phrenclogist, 
—and a mixing-up of wives and tenants and visitors. Miss Norreys 
plays a milliner’s assistant very unnaturally, a tall American lady im- 
personates that character with perfect success, and Miss Saker slips 


and hurts her foot. 





The last act performs the duty of last acts, and settles matters satis- 
factorily—including causing me to miss my last train—and the curtain 
falls to a mixed verdict. Shorn of the inevitable excrescences and played 
by the right people, the piece is quite funny enough and quite strong 
enough to make a success—but it has the drawback of its first night to 
pull up against now. 


THE GRAND.—A piece called 7he Unknown was produced here while 
I was at the Criterion, so to me it is nothing dwt the unknown as yet— 
next week I hope to have something to say to it. 


GREAT ST. JAMES’s HALL.—Mr. Maccabe also seized the same 
opportunity of my back being turned to reintroduce after many years his 
entertainment Begone Dull Care. But I know it of old, and I mean to 
see it again some day ; meantime, those who went (or some of them) tell 
me that he has lost none of his cunning, and can truthfully exclaim with 
the Laureate, 

‘* All my many imitators (for these characters are meine) 
Are as moonlight unto sunlight, and as water unto wine.” 
Mr. Maccabe is an observer and an actor, and does not do his charac- 
terization at secondhand. — 

THe AVENUE.—Mr, James Mortimer’s farcical comedy, Gammon 
which was 
played at the 
Vaudeville 
one summer’s 
morn but two 
short years 
ago, and very 
well received, 
has been put 
into the bill 
here in con- 
junction with 
‘fan entirely 
new <dapropos 
travestie, 





called The 
Ar - Rivals ; THs AVBNUE.—THE—AwW !—RIVALS. 
or, A Trip 


to Margate, by Messrs. J. M. Banero and W. D. Pincroft. I was un- 
fortunately earning my living, a thing I seldom allow myself to do, on 
the evening of their production, and have not yet seen them, but I 
know the former to be a sufficiently funny production, and the latter has 
a subject with scope and promise of endless comicalities—it may do 
useful work, too, in aiming the shaft of ridicule at the system of 
carving a classic to fit upholstery—the modern development of the 
Crummle’s tub and pump. _I hope to see both these pieces anon, so no 
more at present from yours truly. 


Our artist has sent one of his sweetly fanciful sketches on the subject, 
though. He says ‘‘the majestic back view in the foreground will be 
readily recognised. Some doubt, however, may hover around the 
smaller front view in the background. This figure is allegorical, and 
represents the combined personalities of Messrs. Mortimer, Dowty, and 
Lee Balmaine.” I don’t know what he means by ‘‘ combined _per- 
sonalities,” but I am sure neither of the gentlemen named would be 
rude to anybody. — 


Nops AND WINKS.—About the middle of this month—as near the 
centre of it as possible, in fact—Mr. Charles Kelly will have a compli- 
mentary benefit given to him at ‘‘a West End theatre.” Think of that! 
How romantic—Kelly things happen, to be sure,—The production of 
Twelfth Night is postponed till next Tuesday.—Mr. Cecil Beryl says 
that he and Mr. Rogers witnessed the performance of My Sweetheart at 
West Hartlepool one evening, and ‘‘ applauded from beginning to end.” 
This noble self-sacrifice of the two managers in the exercise of their duty 
to their own wares leaves one in pleasing doubt whether to admire the 
continued effort of an evening most for its genial modesty, or as a speci- 
men of physical endurance.—Miss Jennie Lee has been playing in 7/e 
Ticket of Leave Man at Adelaide (Australia). She called the piece 
Sam! He! he !—Messrs, Willie Edouin and Lionel Brough will have 
charge of Toole’s during September (they’ve been there together before!) 
and produce Mr. Paulton’s Bades. NESTOR. 
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PITY THE POOR LAWS! 


GENIUus alone could have succeeded in straining the law in the direc- 
tion of futility so thoroughly as Mr. Hannay—supposing him to be cor- 
rectly reporled—did the other day at Worship Street. 

Most of our laws are sufficiently clumsily drawn to warrant the in- 
ference that they are loopholed in anticipation of future combats (the loop- 
holes, mark you, always serving the turn of the assaulters instead of the 
defenders) ; but, with the aptitude of some of our magistrates for widening 
a loophole until it is hardly distinguishable by unskilled eyes froma breach, 
the drawbridge might be lowered at once, and much trouble saved by 
surrender, A summons having been taken by the Metropolitan Board 
of Works to prevent the erection of houses upon the site of a burial 
ground—in which twenty thousand persons, including ‘‘an immense 
number ” of victims of cholera, had been buried—Mr. Hannay gave his 
remarkable opinion in this fashion :—‘* He had, after much considera- 
tion, come to the conclusion that the bye-law under which these pro- 
ceedings were taken was intended toapply toa state of things altogether 
different from that shown in the facts before him. The actual offence 
contemplated, he thought, was duzlding upon a site which had been filled 
up, or covered, with material impregnated with obnoxious matters ; and 
it was asked, could a dead body be described as ‘ material mixed or im- 
pregnated with animal matter’?” (Aut the coffins could, as Mr. Besley 
had said.) ‘* The bye-law was evidently intended to apply to instances 
where artificial rubbish” —(moz coffins, though ; coffins being the product 
of nature)—*‘ impregnated with injurious matter, had been employed for 
the foundations of houses or buildings. That would be so where dead 
cats” —(only cats, mind you; not dogs or any other bodies)—‘‘ cabbage- 
stalks, and other fcetid substances becoming mixed with the common 
rubbish and earth ’—(dut not decayed wood)—‘‘ were thrown in to level 
the site as a foundation. If, after that, houses were built upon the place, 
then there would be an offence which the bye-laws were drawn up to 
meet. He agreed with the counsel for the defence as to the proper 
definition of the term ‘ foundation’ being that given "—(affarently “‘ the 
space between the surface and the bottom of the foundation ;” these being 
the reported words of the counsel) * * * ‘£*The application of the 
bye-law to the case was perfectly impracticable.” 

So we glean that Mr. Hannay’s opinions on the subject are as follow :— 


1. A house may be built upon any obnoxious matter, provided the 
placer of the obnoxious matter did not say to himself when placing it, 
“*I place this here to be built upon.” 

2. The ‘‘ obnoxious matter” must, in order to come within the Act, 
be mixed with unobnoxious matter: unameliorated obnoxious matter 
doesn’t matter. 

3. Decayed coffins are not ‘artificial rubbish.” 

4. Anything dead, to be noxious, must be a cat. 

5. The ‘‘ foundation” is **the space between the surface and the 
bottom of the foundation ;” though whether that means the bottom of 
itself or of some other foundation which is not the foundation to be 
defined, is not explained. 

6. And, finally, the law was intended to be useless ; and its intentions 
ought to be carried out. 








Reckless Rosebery’s Revolt. 


UPON many a noble visage there was awful consternation 
What time the reckless Rosebery declared that there was need 
Of improvement in the House of Lords (¢he home of legislation), 
Yea, many deemed the noble earl a mutineer indeed ! 
Why, certain titled fossils with excitement fairly quivered, 
Salt tears suffused their optics, and with sighs their bosoms heaved, 
As the wicked earl so coolly his irreverent speech delivered, 
Ah, it seemed as though their eyes and ears could scarcely be believed. 


He dared to hint the Peers were not sufficiently respected, 
That they had slept instead of toiled, and so had not gained fame, 
He reviled the ‘‘ regular absentees,” who have their tasks neglected, 
And yet the reckless Rosebery betrayed no blush of shame ! 
He declared their ways were not beloved by popular opinion, 
And that the Peers should labour more and thus win greater pow’r, 
Good gracious ! who works harder, pray, in Industry’s dominion, 
Why, oftentimes their sittings last for nearly half an hour! 


But by Salisbury, etcetera, was the Upper House defended 
Lord S. declared the Commons never worked, but only talked, 
So Rosebery’s nefariousness was very quickly ended 
And the other lords rejoiced to see his vile endeavours balked. 
But so great was the excitement ’mongst these kings of legislation, 
That when rushing off to vote against the motion Rosebery moved, 
Some into the wrong lobby went—and all through agitation, 
At finding one who dared to say the Peers could be improved ! 





_ A NEWJOURNAL, called Zhe Honeymoon, is being brought out monthly 
in Belgium. We presume its editor and staff will all be Hy-men. 
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A “FLOOR-ER.” 


New Curate (to Pew-opener) —‘ DO YOU HAVE MATINS HERE 
EVERY DAY?” 

Pew-opener.—"* NO, SIR; BUT WE HAVE KAMTOOLIKIN 
RIGHT UP TO THE ALTAR.” 


For Our American Cousins. 


Ir appears that a considerable number of Americans are averse to the 
candidature of Mr. Blaine for the Presidency of the United States, 


To Fun this one notion is plain 

That if Yankees from voting refrain, 
With the pain of defeat they will /// Blaine, 

For if their support they withhold, 

’Twill leave him right out in the cold. 
And make Mr. Blaine quite a Chill- Blaine, 





A Liberal Offer. 


THAT what is enough for one is enough for two is a well-known 
maxim with which parties anxious for a precipitate rush into matrimonial 
felicity lay to their souls an encouraging unction. An ‘‘*Old Colonist,” 
who advertises in the daily papers, goes somewhat further than this. 
He is prepared to take out with him to Canada ‘‘ selected parties of 
gentlemen, who are treated as one of the family, as farm pupils or farmers, 
at premiums,” &c. we 

The notion of treating a party of gentlemen, even with a limit to their 
number, as one of a family is, to say the least, comprehensive. We 
suppose the party of gentlemen share together the rations of a single 
member of the Old Colonist’s domestic circle, and enjoy the advantages 
of one common sleeping and toilet accommodation. It does not appear 
that the advertiser’s terms are so inclusive as to ney his *‘ parties” with 
raiment. Possibly not, as it would certainly be inconvenient for a 
number of young gentlemen to be put collectively on the footing of one 
of a family in the matter of personal attire, As a principle of economy, 
however, the proposal of the worthy colonist deserves a respectful con- 
sideration; and no doubt many a thrifty paterfamilias in this country 
will be anxious to learn the secret of his system before he goes away. 





So far as we can judge, Middlesex has done nothing deserving corporal 
punishment, and yet the Liberal electors there are endeavouring to 


Caine it. 
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PURGATORY AND PARADISE. 


Mr. O'BRIEN, M.P., recently stated ‘‘ that Parliament was like Purgatory ; it was a state of punishment through which the Irish Nationalists 
must pass to earn the earthly Paradise of National Independence. 
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The Purgatory of the British Parliament. 


The Paradise of Irish Natioual Independence. 














THE MOST DIFFICULT FEAT OF ALL. 


SOME very interesting experiments in clairvoyance (unanimously con- 
sidered to put the recent thought-reading, and muscle-reading deeds, 
and the second-sightedness of the pit-boy ‘‘ Dick,” completely in the 
shade) took place the other day at South Kensington. 

The scene of the experiments was gained by entering the third door 
on the left in the Exhibition Road, proceeding from South Kensington 
Station, 

The experiments, which were conducted by Mr. Average Perception, 
had for their object the discovery of the place of concealment of the 
application to health in the Health Exhibition. The demonstrator, Mr. 
Average Perception, began by frankly stating that, although he enjoyed 
the power of seeing as far through a brick wall as most persons, he had 
as yet failed in all his attempts to hit upon the object which they had 
met that day to unearth. He then cast his eye round the room in search 
ofa sensitive ** subject,” and finally begged his friend, the British Public, 
to ‘‘ assist.” 

The British Public declared that it had been striving for several weeks 
to discover the thing which formed the subject of their present inquiries, 
but without anything approaching success. However, he considered it 
his duty to make a further attempt. Mr. Average Intelligence was then 
carefully blindfolded by Mr. Incongruity on behalf of the Exhibition, 
and connected by means of a bit of copper wire with the British Public. 
The former at once began to dart about wildly all over the place, banging 
his head with his fist, running his fingers through his hair, and tapping 
his forehead. Suddenly he made a dart at a sweetstuff stall, and 
screamed ‘‘ Here!” The committee hastily conferred together as to 
whether the guess could be considered as a success ; but it was at once 
decided that health would be likely to be as far from sweetstuff as the 
extent of the building would allow. 

The medium then darted at an ornamental beer-barrel, but the medical 
man on the committee promptly pronounced this a failure also, 

Still wildly plunging along, the medium led his subject out into the 
grounds, laid his hand on the band performing in the kiosque, and 
screamed, ‘‘I’ve hit it!” The committee, however, failed to see the 
connection between the band and health ; and the search was resumed. 

This time the medium made straight for the coloured lanterns, and 
shouted, ‘* Found at last!”” This, however, being adjudged as great a 
failure as any of the previous attempts, the medium rushed back into 
the building, and clutched at the tinned meats from America and else- 
where. Again there ensued a hasty discussion on the connection between 
tinned meats and health, and the committee decided that it was not very 
clear. It now became apparent that Mr. Average Perception had 
reached the end of his powers: he clutched at his considering cap, 
writhed, and finally, with a sudden and loud yell of despair, tore off the 
bandages from his eyes. 

“*I give it life moaned, sinking down on a cow in the dairy; ‘it’s 
one too many for mez,” 

**Would you allow me to make a trial in your place?” asked a party 
of the name of Superhuman Acuteness. He was then blindfolded as the 
other had been, and (after a toilsome search of a week or so) made a 
wild bound in the air, 

**T’ve hit it!” he yelled. 

In breathless attention the spectators gathered round him. 





** Nobody short of me could have done it,” he said. ‘* Average Per- 
ception wasn’t init. The only application to health in this Exhibition 
lies in———” 

** Yes?” we all screamed. 

‘*In the amount of mental and physical exercise you have to take in 

| trying to find it,” he said. He had hit it. 








The Coming Revival. 
(A LETTER FROM THE COUNTRY.) 


| MY DARLING OLD MADGE,—Have you heard the good news? 
My feelings are nearly seraphic, 
For joy I was ready to leap from my shoes 
When I read those remarks in the Graphic. 
To think that lawn tennis, for which all the world 
Has shown such a wonderful passion, 
Will soon from its haughty position be hurl’d, 
And croquet return into fashion! 


| 
} 
| 


I never cared much for lawn tennis, you £now, 
Though the Blake girls were always enraptured ; 

If you’re not a crack player its dreadfully slow, 
And very few men have been captured. 

You haven't a chance if you wanfed to flirt, 
(Which / never should, though I say it), 

And the men have become so absurdly expert, 
That there isn’t much fun if you f/ay it. 








The Blakes regard croquet with scorn, but you see, 

However, at tennis they ’re stretching 

Or twisting or running, or doing all three, 
They always look pretty and fetching. 

/ puff and get red—don’t look pretty at all— 
(Like a lobster to put the thing plainly) 

| And when I go dodging about for the ball, 

I do look so very ungainly. 


But croquet ’s another affair, so dear Madge 
| Make haste with your annual visit ; 
We'll try to get Charlie to offer a badge, — 
The look-out’s not bad for us, is it ? 
At tennis the Blakes may be—Bob calls it ** fit,” 
(Though fray don’t suppose that it rankles !) 
sut croquet’s a game, as I think you’ll admit, 
For girls with small feet and neat ankles. 


So bring some nice dresses, and I and the cob 
Will meet the down train from the City; 

We'll practise all day, dear, with Charlie and Bob, 
And if we don’t score it’s a pity ! 

With balls and with mallets (we ’ve got a new set), 
I think ’twill be your day and my day. 

So no more till we meet from 


Your Cousin, 
ANETTE, 
The Owlery, Ilkeston, Friday. 
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KNICKNACKS, 


A FRIEND of ours is sadly afflicted by swarms of flies, which flit 
about his palatial mansion in a most free and uneasy way, virulently 
attacking every- 
body and every- 
thing; nothing 
escapes their at- 
tention — boy in 
buttons, butter, 
baby; all suffer, 
Now, though 
generally stinging 
and worrying all 
the members of 
=~ his household im- 

~~ partially, these 
pests would seem 
to have taken a particular fenchant for the end of our friend’s nose 
during the night; their continuous visits causing him insomnia, lassi- 
tude, dyspepsia, and incapacity for work. Awake during the dead 
hours—hours silent, save for the buzz and hum of flies, and the unsup- 
pressed language of an injured man, our friend rises in the morning 
unrefreshed ; jaded he dashes to his office, makes grim blunders on the 
Stock Exchange during the day, and returns home charged up with 
melancholia to eat a dinner sauced by flies, and sauced with flies. 
Yearning the other day to get rid of the tormentors at all cost, he dis- 
patched the boy in buttons to the family oilman, with instructions to 
purchase a ream of the good old-fashioned ‘‘ catch-’em-alive ” papers. 
The page returned trembling violently, and in an awe-stricken voice 
remarked, ‘‘ Please, sir, Mr. Mops ses he don’t sell no ‘ketch-’em- 
halivers’ hany longer, for it’s wicked, he think, to torcher hinnercent 
insex; and he go’ed on horful agin cruelty to flies in particular, and 
sed people as cone sich, must have ’arts of stone.” Our friend felt 
the reproof, for he knows that Mr. Mops is a clever man of tact, who 
does his duty tenderly towards society by going with the spirit of the 
times ; especially in having a business-like fire every few years—invariably 
gaining his insurance and losing a child or two on such occasions, 





THE judgment of that dirt-throwing journal the Répudlic Francaise 
does not appear to mature with age; for it misses its mark more 
frequently than ever when shooting muddy refuse at the British nation. 
Our peers, paupers, red republicans, unread republicans, liberals, con- 
servatives, savants and sausage-sellers, all fervently wish that our Gallic 
neighbours were wallowing in the Egyptian enjoyments and advantages, 
in which the Répudlic Francaise perpetually persists perfidious Albion 
revels, 





THAT Dual Control should have been called the Duel Control—for 
it meant a struggle for supremacy between John Bull and Mossoo, The 
latter not being able, or not caring, to ‘come up to time” when called 
upon by his backers and seconds, retired sneakily from the field. 


LA BELLE FRANCE now dearly wishes to pose and repose in the 
Egyptian manger, after the manner of the selfish, snarling, fabulous 
dog; it might be wise to be vindictive and let her snatch the bone of 
contention away. 


LITTLE RANDY-PANDY cannot find out yet what kind of Parliament 
exists in Russia. Well! Randolph, let us tell you. The Nihilist 
members represent the people there, and you should admire them, for they 
possess wasp-like energy, and their measures, though not laudable, are 
strong, while their speeches excel any of yours in trenchant fiery abuse 
—but don’t blow us up for saying so. 


A YOUNG lady of title, who recently visited a fashionable photo- 
grapher’s, thought that her damask cheeks were too thin to come out 
fetchingly in a likeness; therefore, after being placed into position with 
the ‘* head-rest’”’ well screwed into the back of her neck, my lady 
padded up her face with French sweets. Only asecond before the critical 
operation came off one side of her ‘‘ goody” pads melted and touched 
upon a hollow tooth, and just as the camera’s instantaneous mysteries 
embraced her features, the other side slipped down her throat. The 
Dook (her pa) clenched his hands in mute agony as he gazed upon the 
proof of his daughter’s likeness. He said it reminded him of the Duchess 
when in a rage, 





THE startling suddenness of a recent death from hydrophobia seems 
to have had a terrible effect upon certain people’s nerves. Some persons 
evidently would desire victims in such cases to linger a few days in 
horrible convulsions and torture, in preference to their departing rapidly. 
If the victims had a voice in the matter, though, they might choose an 
abrupt “‘ peg out.” 











WARBLES OF THE WEHEK. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 
New Series, No. 28. <Air—*' Coming Home from Meeting.” 
VER there in Fleet 





And do their best to whip poor Will. 
Whip poor Will! 
Whip poor Will! 
Whip poor Will! 


Oh! its merry at the sea-side, and merry in the town, 


And merry on the purple-coated hill; 


Oh! it’s little Members reck of it—they do not care a brown 


As long as they can whip poor Will. 


Fancy Fairs may open—costume of the past, 


Scenery, and all complete ; 


Frenchmen on Monaco vengeful eye may cast, 


Where they’ve often borne defeat ; 


The elegant O’Brien may chatter, and be fined; 


And Spurgeon may his fifty years fulfil; 


But oh! the merry Member doesn’t seem to mind, 


If only he can whip poor Will. 
Whip poor Will! 
Whip poor Will! 
Whi poor Will! 
Oh! it’s no Select Committee shall st 
And lessons as to usefulness instil ; 


Oh! it’s nothing half so useful the range of things affords 


As trying hard to whip poor Will, 


Freedom of the City Shaftesbury receives— 
Ev’rybody says, ** Hooray!” 

Water in the river, Twickenham believes, 
Will pretty soon be all away; 


Parties sending papers bound for foreign parts, 


Say their friends receive just mi; 


But Members only, meanwhile, exercise their arts, 


Endeavouring to whip poor Will, 
Whip poor Will! 
Whip poor Will! 
Whip poor Will! 
Oh! it’s merry in the ocean, merry in the sea— 
We revel in the briny’un our fill ; 


But oh! those nagging Members, how weary they must be 


Endeavouring to whip poor Will, 


Cholera in Toulon’s giving ’em a scare 
(We trust they may be soon released) ; 


The Park Club’s judged illegal—a verdict right and fair— 


And our respect of justice is increased ; 


Some one say that ‘* scouts” at ’Varsitys purloin, 
And one of them defends himself with skill; 
But there are all those Members, who’d spend their final coin, 


If only they could whip poor Will, 
Whip poor Will! 
Whip poor Will! 
Whip poor Will! 


Ob! it’s hearty is the laughter, entrancing is the glee, 


And whistling is derisive as it’s shrill, 


To think that sundry Members so innocent should be, 


And fancy they could whip ‘* poor” Will! 


t upon the Lords, 





Street, stands 

a chair and 
desk, 
As lonely as 
they well 

can be; 

Far away their 
FuN, with 
attitude gro- 
tesque, 

Is plunging in 
the deep 
blue sea. 
Clerks are in the 
City broiling 
in the sun, 
And driving of 
the grey 
goose quill ; 
While M, P.sput 


their ques- 
tions, as ever 
they have 
done, 
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THE COMPLETE VESTRYMAN. 
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Perfectly daz d, the Ratepayer saw the long disused water-carts come out and lay the long unmolested dust ; saw the streets cleaned, the purposeless hoardings 


removed, the morasses in the pavement filled 


Going for his comfort! Suddenly the Ratepayer saw the reason of 


} 


it all 





lup! Like one in a wild dream he met the Vestryman at every corner, inquiring what else he could have the pleasure of 


there were new posters about that explained it. 
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THE EG’PTIAN “TRI-CYCLE.” 


STARTING FOR ATHREE AND A HALF YEARS’ TRIP. 


















































THE EGYPTIAN “TRICYCLE.” 
(See Cartoon.) 
THE “sociable” is an ingenious thing, 


As fit for a commoner as for a king ; 
’Twill carry a couple, 
Sufficiently supple 
Its cycles to trundle, 
As well as a bundle 


Attached by a strap or a string. 


Now brave Mr. Gladstone proposes a ride 


On this festive machine, with a money-bag tied 
To its frame, for diversion, 

To make an excursion 

Of lengthy duration, 


In fraternization 


With Egypt, who sits by his side. 


But this danger exists in a sociable spree— 


It is all very nice while the parties agree ; 
But if one should grow lazy, 
The other grows crazy, 


Then follows a squabble, 
They get in a hobble, 
And such things ought not so to be. 
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NOTION. 


Major Vernon (to the Ladi:s, sotto voce).—** OH, YES, IT’S BOFFIN, THE AWF’LLY RICH BONE-BOILER: HE’S—BUT HUS-S-S-H !—HE'S 


SPFAKING TO YOU.” 


Mr. Boffin.—** How po, LADIES? I WAS ADMIRIN’ THIS ONCOMMONLY PURTY BIT O’ FIGGER PAINTIN’ HERE. 


DooK TO GIVE ME THE ARTIST’S ADDRESS.”’ 


I MUST GET THE 


The Duke of Beckenham (loftily).—*‘ THaT Picture, MR. BOFFIN, IS BY TITIAN—ANOTHER OF MY ‘OLD MASTERS,’ IN FACT.” 
Mr. Boffin.—** WHAT !—ANOTHER ON ’EM? COME, COME, DOOK—WHY, WHAT A NUMBER O’ SCHOOLS YOU MUST HAVE GONE TO 


AS A Boy, TO BE SURE!” 








Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOFY.—CHIKWEED., 


EXPERENSE iz the skool to which boath man and beest go to be tort. 

The man who wood skorn to ask a favur of a woman iz not wurthy 
to liv. 

Owr rizabul fakulty iz an arbitrairy kuss, Thare iz nuthing park- 
kulerly humerus or wity abowt a man ora woomen gettin intu a fule bus 
and stumblen over the leggs ov hiz or her fello-passengers ; but whenever 
this iz dun, the larfter is pronownsed yet subdewed. 

Konshense, dewty, and kompulshun are the pigdrivers ot hewmanity. 

When ten men fale in bizziness, nine poot it down to the rong korz. 

Wen I feel the furst kold breth ov winter on mi cheek I think of the 
poor. 

The pomgranet is the sweatest frute, and the wornet the sweatest nut 
in kreashun ; yet the kernels of ech air assoshiated with a moast bitter 
elemant—like life, wen we larf wun minnet to kry the next. 

It iz best tew liv in the far-orf futcher, for to-morrer mai be sed to 
have parst before to-day iz yet opend. 

A reddy market meens a full purse. 

Whenever I am told a man iz striktly honoreble, I orlwais arsk 
unkonshusly, ‘* How mutch haz he bin trusted with?” 

a The truth iz a tenth part of whot we sea, and a hundreth ov whot we 
ere, 

Gowld to-day iz often silver tew-morrow, brass the next, ion the 
followin, and dross the suxessive. 

When yew hev an intervew tew kum orf, prepare yewrself for the 
okkazhun, and yewr speach for the man. 

Thair iz no okkazhun to withdror what haz not bin sed, and no hope 
“4 recall whot haz. A once-published wurd, gud or bad, gros long in 
the rutes, 


| 


Anne-tipathy. 

ACCORDING to a weekly paper, *‘ Queen Anne is not only dead, but 
her effigy at St. Paul’s is to share a similar fate to that of the Duke of 
Wellington, and a new statue is to be made.” Our contemporary seems 
to regard this as Anne instance of Anne-imosity; but we are of opinion, 
that it would be easy to improve upon the original effigy, Anne-y-how, 





THE Chicago (/llinois) Rambler points out, in speaking of the relative 
merits of the English Tory leaders, that Lord Randolph has evidently 
the sympathies of the mob, 

Oh, why is little Randy C, thus singled out for praise ? 
Can it be because he shows some versatility ? 

And why should all the mob evince delight in Randy’s ways? 
Perhaps because he e’er displays mob-ility. 

But if he to Chicago (Illinois) should go, forsooth, 

Methinks they ’d find our Randolph quite an (Illi)nois-y youth. 





Mr, VILLIERS STUART exhibited in the House of Commons, the other 
night, a knout, of the kind used in Egypt, for forcing the natives to pay 
their taxes regularly. (K)now(t) tell us, reader, do not those who use 
such cruel persuasives, deserve, as a yokel might say, “‘to get nowt 
themselves?” 





Wat-er Blow! 


A SCIENTIST has been writing to prove, that 75 per cent. of the human 
body is composed of water. Horrible thought! In that case, the rich 
and poor, the refined and ignorant, are all alike—/cau persons! It is 
probable, however, that few will acgua-esce in this notion, 
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A Henley Incident. 


I nowep up the stream of which Lon- 
doners boast, 
By Henley my boat I was steering, 
When I saw asmall urchin bestriding 
a post, 
And delightedly grinning and 
leering. 
Such excitement appeared on his 
seldom-washed face, 
That I said to him, ‘* What is the 
matter?” 
He answered, ‘‘ I’m only a-booking 
my place, 
For to look at the Enley Rigatter! 


‘¢T wants for to see all the swell-folks 
as flocks 
Down ere for their annooal rowin’; 
And I likes for to gaze on the beau- 
tiful froc ks, 
The gals (bless their ’arts) is a- 
showin’ 
My! some of them gownds is most 
orfully gay; 
Oh, mustn't they corst ‘em some 
cash, sir? 
And I’m thinkin’ that I, perraps, doorin’ the day, 
A neiress might manage to ‘ mash,’ sir! 











‘I ain’t a young covey as one ‘ud call plain, 
Though a bit out 0’ fashion my togs is ; 
And I reckon I’m quite as A 1 in the brain, 
As some of them swell jolly-dogs is. 

And if I don’t nobble a neiress of rank 
For a ‘ missus’ among these tip-toppers, 
Yet, after a seeing ‘em row from the bank, 
I may perraps earn a few coppers.” 


** Oh, boy!” I remarked, ‘‘ you are ragged and poor, 
rosperity seems to have missed you 

To witness such mis’ry I cannot endure : 
You move me to yearn to assist you. 

You 're a blot on this picture of pleasure and glee, 
Here's a florin—now hence with your squalor !”’ 

He took it, and answered, ‘‘ Wot! slope? No, not me! 
You wants my nice perch for to collar!” 





—-- — 


NEW LBAVES. 
** Joun Oldcastle’s Guide for Literary Beginners” (Vield and Tuer). — 
Literary beginners, like beginners in many other pursuits, are too apt to 
fancy they need no guide. A careful perusal of this book will guide 
them to a better understanding of their needs, 

** T’'recious Stones and Gems,” by Edwin W. Streeter, F.R.G.S., 
M.A.I. (George Bell and Sons).—Mr. Streeter’s thorough knowledge of 
his subject in all its details has enabled] him in this fourth edition to 
produce a book perfect in all its parts, and like unto the gems it treats 
of—for intrinsic worth, brilliancy, and polish. As a practical guide it is 
invaluable. 

** Scenes in the Commons,” by David Anderson (Kegan Paul, Trench 
and Co.)—Without a lengthened notice it would be difficult to express 
the keen interest this book not only awakens, but satisfies. It is the 
outcome of personal knowledge by aclose observer, who fitly says, 
** Everything in this book I have seen with my own eyes, and heard 
with my own ears.” 

** The World of Cant” (Walter Scott).—The arrant humbug of cant 
and hypocrisy as apart from real or sincere religion, is in this remarkable 
book scathingly and unsparingly exposed to richly-deserved scorn and 
contempt. ‘The story may be a little disjointed, but there is no lack of 
unity or strength in the forcible blows delivered against a widespread 
evil. 

** Scarborough asa Health Resort,” by Alfred Haviland, M.R.C.S.E. 
(Hamilton, Adams, and Co.)—The amount of information of every de- 
scription bearing upon the subject in hand, brought together and admi- 
rably arranged in this look, is astonishing. 

Sketches by Boz” (Goodall, Backhouse, and Co.).—There seems no 
limit to cheapness when we can have as in this instance, the whole of 
these inimitable sketches in one cover, printed in clear readable type, for 
the ‘‘small price of three-halfpence,”’ 


-- - - ~ 


lure ANGLO-Frencu AGREEMEN1 An ‘‘ Agreement” to differ, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To tue Epitror or “ Fun.” 














Sportine Sxetcu, No.8 ‘A Heavy Bert.’ 

S1r,—The pride of the person who is the namesake of the small but 
pungent-odoured article which first displaced the flint and steel for pur- 
poses of illumination, and the pleasure of the squeaky-voiced wife-beater 
of the intinerant show, are as nothing, Sir, to the pride and pleasure 
which are at this moment enjoying a joint tenancy of my manly bosom. 
What, Sir, has been my success throughout the present auspicious season? 

a season trying to tipsters, fatal to favourites, and bowling-over to 
bookmakers, What, sir, I ask, has been my success? Phenomenal. 
That ’s the word—phenomenal. Just look at my Waterloo Cup tip, my 
tips for the Spring Handicaps, my Derby tip, my Oaks, my Manchester 
Cup, my Lincolnshire Handicap tips. Look at them, I say—Get all the 
back numbers, and look at them, Look at my Northumberland Plate 
prediction last week. Who sent you absolute second bar none ? 

And as for this week, why, look at my 


TENTATIVE Tip FoR THE LIVERPOOL Cur, 


The Prophet is probably foolish and rash 
To give a selection a week in advance; 
But whether or no it will settle his hash, 

The Prophet’s elected to take his old chance. 
There’s Tonans, and Havock, St. Blaise, and the Jilt, 
And old Mother Shipton, are init, I think; 
And though over Springbok I p’r’aps may be spilt, 
I don't think the Prophet’s the fellow to shrink, 


The Prophet is ‘‘right off” with Tonans, somehow, 
And Havock his fancy but passingly strikes; 
St. Blaise will go quicker, I guess, than a cow! 
The Jilt can be winning, you know, if she likes; 
Then old Mother Shipton gives promise of joys, 
And so with respect of her chances we'll speak : 
But Springbok at present’s my fancy, my boys— 
We'll see what we think in the course of the week. 
I am yours, &c., TROVHONIUS, 








More Distinguished Potentates. 


Not only have we the Maories in London, but now we have also 
some Malay visitors. Their names are respectively the Kajah Dris and 
the Kajah Manser. 


** Are they nice?” you will ask, and we hasten to answer. 
** To British respect they have claims, 

You Ma-lay odds each Rajah’s a very smart Man-ser, 
Though there A’a-jah-ring notes in their names,” 


THe new term for political and practical theft is colonial extension.” 
The Italians advise the French to filch, because ‘it is a necessity at 
times to extend.” By the English law a man convicted of robbery with 
violence may be sentenced, not only toa term of imprisonment, but toa 
severe flogging in addition, Why cannot such a Draconian measure be 
meted out to the leaders and incendiary inciters of people who live but 
to spoil? The poorly-paid soldiers, engaged to plunder and steal get 
‘whipped ” often enough in their attempts, as every nation on this planet 
has found out to its cost, 


WHEN Twelfth Night is produced at the Lyceum, additional interest 
will attach to the production on account of the character of Sebastian 
and Viola, who are brother and sister in the play, being undertaken by 
Mr. C, E. Terry and his sister Ellen. The acting ‘s bound to be a 


relative success, and the situations, under the circumstances, Zerrybly 
intense, 
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Our Hero Again, 


RANDOLPH (/o7.)— 
On, Britain, rejoice 
That you've still an M.P. 
Who will lift up his voice 
In defiance of G.— 
Of course I allude to that Gladstone, 
A person distasteful to me! 


A night or two back, 
When Conservatives yearned 
For the Censure-vote ‘‘ tack,” 
They by Gladstone were spurned, 
When he spoke of that Conference-swindle— 
They all were snuffed out, but 7 burned, 


In my might I arose— 
/, alone, bear in mind— 
And, with tragedy-pose, 
fumed and threatened and whined, 
Worried the G, O. M. grandly— 
No peace I allowed him to find, 


I told him that I 
Didn’t know which to do, 
** To laugh or to cry 
At the ruin in view.” 
Then I wept for my country’s dishonour— 
A striking theatrical coup / 





And I howled about France 
[In a Jingo-like tone; 
’T was a capital chance 
To be ** noticed,” you'll own— 
For if I’m not noticed, I’m wretched— 
’Tis fame that I thirst for alone! 


And the Tories had been 
By G.’s artfulness wrecked ; 
Until 7 made a ‘‘ scene,” 
All their swagger was checked ; 
But even I failed to arouse them, 





























With all my dramatic effect. 


Yea, once more their chance 
Of obstruction was 77//, 
For the G. O. A7.’s glance 
Made our party feel iil. 
But ’tis well that this land should remember— 
She has Randolph to stick by her still! 








AN ‘* Eve” Orrner.—Mr. Gladstone’s rebuke ot Mr, 


| Ashmead- Bartlett, M.P. | 





BOUGHT LAST WEEK, WILLIAM. 
HE TOOK TIMBER SPLENDIDLY; AND AS FOR TEMPER, HE SAID THE 
HORSE HAD BEEN DRIVEN BY A LADY.” 

Head Groom.—‘* Wei, MY LORD, HE CRRTAINLY DO TAKE TIMBER, 
I PUT HIM AT THREE GATES THIS MORNIN’, AND HE TOOK THE TOP BAR 
OFF EVERY ONE OF ’EM3; AN’ AS FOR BEIN’ DRIVEN BY A LADY, AS A 
MARRIED MAN Your LORDSHIP MUST KNOW THAT'S THE WORST THING 
HOUT FOR THE TEMPER,” 


ACCOUNTING FOR IT. 
His Lordshi~.—*'I HAR YOU'RE DISSATISFIED WITH THAT Hack I 


Tut MAN WHO SOLD HIM TOLD ME 


[//ts Lordship winces. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAYS, ze tventy June.—Sapristi! I cannot believe my eye ven I 
hear zat ze noble Lords are zemself discussing zemself, and I demand of 
myself if it is noblesse obligé on the defbed penitence. Milor Rosebery 
to-night play Cassandra. Ma foi! I vas use to sink ze Primrose vas ze 
Tory badge maintenant, lots of ze Tory Lords say zis Primrose badger 
zem, Lord Rosebery tell me zat reform is purifying ; it is ze peers hope. 
I reply zat I use it myselves, and it is ver’ purifying, ze Pears soap, 
Cependant—to-night Troy is deaf to Cassandra alzo Achilles vares 
ze franchise at ze gate. Mr. Trevelyan introduce ze Common ze Sunday 
Closing Irish Bill, Ze majority of Irish gentlemans seem in favor; but 
ce cher Biggar sink it annozare injustice. Mr. Varton talk it out—and 
ze Under Secretary exclaim, ‘* Varton nuisance! 

Monday.—In ze Lords Earl Granville lay on ze table, and also ze 
Grand Old Man in the Commons—Vat? vare zey not vell? Not so 
much hurries. I go say zey lay on ze table papers relating to ze 
Conference. 

Tuesday. —Ze Lords pass ze Criminal Law Amendment Act. I know 
now vare ze Good Young Man who Died vent to—ze House of Lords. 
Mr. Ashley, in ze ozzare place, inform Sir B. Chicks- -I go say Sir Hicks 
Beach—zat ze Lankyshire Regiment, vit ozzares, 1s departed for Natal, 
and Mr. Oh! Donnell draw from him zat Messieurs les Boers, if zey 
invade the Colony, vill get vat is call ** Liverpool play.” Mr, Villiers 
Stuart demand if ze Conference will hamper ze Government. I rise—I 
say, ‘* Sir, it is not ze festive seasons, nor is ze Government von goose, 
for vy it sould be hampered? Ze Tories begin to badger ze vite vaist- 
coated Villiams. I say to zem zat, at any events—I mean at all rates— 
his party is not sending him vit a secret treaty in his pockets. 











| 


Vennisday—I meet in ze lobby ze Grand Old Man, vit care upon ze 
grand old brow, I demand vich is ze matter? Vat is up? Ile say 
Norscote have just been up to move Vote of Censure, I say, Qu importe/ 
mon ami! If zey had more sense, ve could have less censure, Come 
and have a sqvash of lemons—have a cooler. Ven ve go back, Mr 
Richard is reading ze Cemetery Bill. Ze subject is so grave, it is tomb 
much for me—I hook my sling. 

Sursday.—Ze Lords give notice of a row. Zey tuck up ze sleeve 
Milor Cainarvon give notice of Censure. Vait a minutes, milors, some 
von else is tucking up ze shirt of his sleeves. In ze Commons ze Grand 
Old Bill declare if ze noble Lords make it varm for leetle Franchise Bill, 
he vill make it varm for ze noble Lords. Achillis vakes—Troy! Zn 
garde! 





Is it true that two hundred and five poems, written on the beauty of 
Barnum’s ‘‘ white” elephant’s spots, are to be set to original music, for 
the purpose of being sung and played in the Yankee shows? Circus bands. 
as a rule, mix up the five or six airs they know into one curious impres 
sive harmony, but with two hundred and five melodies to choose from 
and shake together rapidly, the tone of music will become quite too 
Wagnerian. We trust the Barnum rumour is correct—in the interests 


of mad doctors. 





(K)nolens-Volens. 


An obstruction that was recently put up ina bridle path at Knole, 
near Sevenoaks, has been forcibly removed by the inhabitants. They 
evidently thought themselves “‘ bit,” and so were determined to endure 


it Kno(le) longer. 
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DOG DAYS. 
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DISTRESSING CASES OF GLADSTONEPHOBIA. RABID ATTACK ON THE G. O. M. 








cabmen., 


ANOTHER Fare Trade advocate.—Lord Rosebery, when speaking of | 


WHEN a young lady paints her face crudely with cheap rouge, surely 


it is justifiable to give her a few—just a few—delicate ¢-hints. 








A Gd. Packet ts 
sufficient for 4 
Pints. a 1s. 
Packet for 7 
Pints. 
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ng rite as smoothly as a 
nor spurt, the points being | 
Birm : rounded by anew process. Six Prize Medals awarded. Assorted 
sirmingham. Sample Box,6d ; post-free,7 stamps tothe Works, Birmingham 


Cadburys 


CAUTION.—If 


Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, its proves the 
addition of Starch. 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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QUEER FISH. 
Visitor ( just arrived from Town),—‘* Now, MY GOOD MAN, TELL US THE TRUTII, HAVE YOU GOT AN EPIDEMIC AMONGST THE 
MACKEREL OFF TIIIS COAST?” 
Ancient Mariner.—* Lor’, SIR! I COULDN’T TELL OWT BUT THE TREUTI EFI TRIED HEVER SO HARI). SEEN ANY HEPPIDEMICS 
) AMONGST OUR MACKEREL? Whuy, I GOT ONF IN OUR NET LAST WEEK AS WEIGHE]) NIGH ON TWELVF POUNDs,. JUST YOU AN’ 
| your Goop LADY LET ME TAKE YER FOR A SAIL, I’LL SHOW YOU HEAPS OF HEPPIDEMICs,” 
OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE CONFERENCE. Pacha, with use of laced diplomatic frock coat, fez, wig paste, and an 
You will not have forgotten, Sir, the ready ingenuity with which, at order of the Medjideh thrown in, — sum of £1 145, 9d, nett cash, 
the time of the Berlin Conference, I contrived to keep you well informed wo ng ee mind neater» be eae yt tbe wag he = Mal a 
of its sayings and doings by substituting myself for the official keeper of | MINS tO Dorcly ad tak ap cng - 24 if ‘hic te ase gts AP psicenesgeg “age 
the du/fet provided by the thoughtful courtesy of Prince Bismarck, who | "¢presentative, and take my Chance, But this project, as well as another 
knew full well what very dry work discussing and protocolling was which involved me passing far too many hours shut up in the bottom 
Equally determined to keep you au courant of the present Conference’s drawer of a big official press, I set aside in favour of my final plan, which 
proceedings and concedings, I was naturally disappointed to find, as the involved nothing more sensational than my arranging with a worthy 
pesuit of aay Gealieniaas dit lomatic inquiries. that there would be no subordinate member of the Foreign Office staff for my admission to the 
| official buffet it the Forel a Office the leaniceat deduction that it was | 2Partment immediately above the Conference room, which, as luck would 
Cities” uadne pte . sihaie t to keep it being inevitable. But have it, was devoted entirely to the storage of duplicate despatches from 
though thus ** buffeted ee ms mona = 4 first essay, I by an nee our Consuls at Pernambuco and the adjacent towns. A trusty bradawl 
jor m PP eenae My hiet sepadindl wee to wait boldly on Lord and a strong right arm achieved the rest, Sir, the result being, I may 
Booneuer’ ana i aa oint blank to attach me to the Conference as briefly state, that when the plenipotentiaries met for the first time on 
5 4 Mentions Expert a Think, my Lord,” I urged, “‘ how wearisome Saturday, the 28th ult., I commanded a complete bird’s eye view of the 
“ se e 5 ’ ’ sa y ~- ¥¢ 1? > ' ~ > 2¢ » 
your sittings, unrelieved by the varied waggeries 1 can guarantee, must gatherings through the numerous peepholes I had bored. 
become with the thermometer at eighty odd in the shade, and dear old The meeting, as you know, was a brief one, but not too brief, I was 
— Musurus Pacha in his highest and driest old diplomatic form.” amused to notice, for that veteran diplomatist, Musurus Pacha, to draw 
‘And then,” I went on, finding that the Earl seemed yielding, | outa bundle of proof sheets of his new translation of Dante’s ‘Il Pur- 
; Ae 9 
“fancy being left to the tender mercies of Blum Pacha, who makes, I | gatorlo "into modern Greek, and propose to read the plenipos, a few 
am assured, crusted old quips in Coptic; and Herr von Dehrenthal, | ¢xtracts. Lord Granville was equal to the occasion, however, and to 
— who will worry you to death with arithmetical problems, to be solved by his prompt motion that these fresh ‘* proofs of His Excellency’s good will 
mental arithmetic. Only introduce me, my Lord,” I added, ‘‘with a should be taken as read,” was put to the meeting and carried nem, con, 
semi-grand piano, and I'll guarantee you against a single dull moment. before Musurus could even protest. 
a Let me just give you a verse of my dfropos Topical Song bringing in the _My hint, too, about Blum lacha had not been forgotten by Lord 
names of all the plenipotentiaries.” , Granville, who, as soon as he had squelched the readings from the 
That verse would have clinched the business, Sir, but ere I could | ‘‘ Purgatorio,” kept his eye on the Khedive’s senior representative, who 
begin it M. Waddington’s name was brought in, and I lost a chance | was wriggling on his chair, as I could plainly see, like a man naturally 
| which never returned ; for next morning a special Foreign Service Mes- | would who meditated the perpetration of facetic: in a barbarous tongue. 
senger brought me a note from Lord Granville reluctantly declining my | Thanks to the Earl’s caution, Blum had only time to ask apropos des 
' offer. bottes, and in Coptic, remember, ‘‘ Why is the Patriarch of Magdala like 
I have before me as I write a memo. from a well-known London cos- | the apex of the Pyramid of Gizeh?”’ when at a sign from bis chief, Mr. 
' tumier in which he contracts to dress and make me up as an Egyptian | Childers moved the adjournment, which was carried instanter. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tie AVENUE.—What’s the use of making plans? I made a plan to 


see those Ar-Rivals here one night. On the night I made that plan 
for, those Ar-ki- 


vals were not to 
be found anywhere, 
They had gone, and 
we shall never see 
them more ; I don’t 
even know where 
they are buried; I 
can’t go and drop 
a tear at their un- 
timely decease in 


I’m getting quite 
sad about it, and 
worried, and thin, 
and I’m that mad 
with the authors. 
The subject was 
such a good one, 
and they’ve both 
I a so disappointed ! 





Tur Girour.—* Tue Private Secretary” anp ‘ Trt 
Cosy Cour.e.” 


had sufficient experience as comic writers. 


THE STANDARD.—<Aaz/, or the Love that Wins—A Widow with an 
Encumbrance, should be the full title of Mr. Mooney’s play, produced 
here on the 23rd ult. I don’t think it is much better or worse than any 
one of a thousand or so ordinary melo-dramas taken at random. Its 
situations are stirring, and if the constant self-sacrifice of the hero is 
somewhat monotonous, and too forcibly reminds us that ‘‘ excessive 
good-nature’s the stamp ofa fool,” the acts end effectively with good 
‘**situations,” and the pleasure of the audience is unmistakable. There 
isa good deal both of art and nature in Mr. E. Sass’s villain, Heartbitter 

a nice encouraging name for a man to have to carry about with him ! 

in spite of the excessive colour the part almost compels him to use. 
Mr. J. A. Arnold is robustly heroic as the gallant Karl, and as he and 
Miss Kate Monro are in the cast, needs not to say that there is singing : 
Mr. Arnold’s are but snatches, however, and Miss Monro’s voice I do 
not love. 





VAUDEVILLE (morning).—A wild phantasmagoria—a sort of comic 
nightmare—called a comedy, and entitled 4 Young Wife, by Gospodin 
A. Lubimofi, a gentleman evidently the subject of a misfortune in early 
life which cost him the usual ‘‘ handle” to his name, was produced here 
on Tuesday last by the author, This curious production was divided 
into four acts, labelled respectively, Plight, Flight, Fight, and Light— 
the result of its performance added a fifth act to its history, which might 
with some aptness have been similarly distinguished as Blight! A pitiful 
attempt to ward off failure—of which M. Lubimoff appears to have had 
not altogether groundless forebodings—was made by that gentleman 
inserting in the programme a deprecatory half apology for making his 
** first dedsit” (sic) as an author—long may it be ere he makes his “‘ second 
delit” !—which was a trifle ridiculous. A play must stand or fall on its 
merits (if it has any) and the intrusion of an individual opinion (probably 
given ina kindly and unguarded moment) upon an audience which is 
there to judge for itself, is an impertinence. Any attempt to describe 
the piece would be useless, Improbability was the lightest of its sins ; 
its construction was 
| bad, its story (if it 
jhad a story) was 
idiotic, its dialogue 
pointless, and its 
characterization 
conspicuous by its 
absence. 





Ys 
= 








Strange. inconse- 
quent, and inexpli- 
cable figures moved 
about the stage—a 
sollte voce colonel, a 
ghoul-like waiter, a 
wordy and self re- 
peating old gentle- 
man, a gaunt and 
close shaven, but 
subsequently _ be- 
whiskered and Germanized-for-no-reason-whatever figure, immediately 
recognized as ‘*Mr. Moody,” and a young lady from Paris who'd lett 
her French accent at home, were among the most noticeable of these. 
Among them all at fitful intervals appeared the author, whose principal 


THe Criterion.—"“ SomEBODY ELSE!” 





an appropriate spot. ° 





point appeared to be to wear a scarlet blouse and grow marvellously 
affected over a piece of the royallest bathos. M. Lubimofi's company 
—advertised as a ‘‘ powerful cast”—comprised only names as yet un- 
known to fame, but there were not wanting signs that several of them 
might have appeared to better advantage under happier auspices. _Miss 
Florence Haydon and Mr. W. Sant were of these, the latter in particular 


showing some consistent sense of character. 





Mr. Allen Thomas (by no means the best of actors either) exerted 
himself loyally (taking the part at short notice), and if anything could 
have saved the piece, his efforts would have done It ; for this he 
obtained the distinguished reward of having its failure attributed to his 
efforts by the author in a short speech before the curtain. In this, how- 
ever, M. Lubimoff was too modest, the entire credit of the fiasco (which 
was really a very complete piece of work as a fiasco) rests with himself, 





Tue Savoy (morning).—Miss Annie Rose gave a performance of Mr. 
W. S. Gilbert’s Broken Hearts here on the Ist inst. which was very en- 
joyable from the excellence of the cast. Miss Rose is not without the 
fault of most matinée givers in showing the vaulting ambition which 
o’erleaps itself by essaying parts beyond the reach of their powers, but 
her aim was not so far ahead of her accomplishment as it 1s in most 
cases. She shows scarcely depth enough for the character of Vavir, 
which requires delicate handling, and she is quite at sea in the manage- 
ment of her voice, but she looks the sweet and fragile Princess to per- 
fection, and some of the passages were given with considerable skill and 
perception. Mr. Herman Vezin and Mr. Kyrle Bellew played the two 
male characters each in his peculiarly excellent style, and Miss Nelly 
Bromley, except for a failure of memory at an important point, gave a 
noticeably good rendering of the part of Princess Hilda (I hope I am 
naming them correctly, a programme was unattainable). The two 
remaining 
small parts 
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drawing lots 
of Ellis D, This week Mr. Scudamore’s Rags and Bones are on view. 


Tue IMPERIAL.—Some things called Les Zuvisibles have been going 
on here. Naturally, as their title renders apparent, I have not seen 
them, so cannot express an opinion upon them. 


Nops AND WINKS,—The ballad concerts at the Royal Victoria Coffee 
Hall have finished for the season with a monstre one (though why not 
‘*monster,” who can say?) under the leadership of Sir Julius Benedict. 
—Some one says that Mr. W. Yardley has a burlesque on Called Back 
in hand for the Novelty, in which Miss Kate Vaughan and Mr. Harry 
Nicholls will appear; but then some one else says that La//a Rookh is 
to be withdrawn in consequence of the termination of Miss Vaughan’s 
engagement.—It is reported that Messrs. Shine and Hollingshead have 
gone into partnership over the Gaiety ; let’s hope they will have gaiety 
over the partnership.—On the roth, ‘‘ for six weeks only,” Mr. W. Terriss 
announces that the Augustin Daly troupe will take up their abode at 
Toole’s.—Some one sends me a musical criticism, cut from Zhe 7imes, 
wherein is chronicled the successful first appearance of a new American 
prima donna, I congratulate the lady, and feel much refreshed by the 
information, NESTOR. 











Men and Things. 


No apprehension need be entertained as to the safety of the country 
Jarmer when in town—he has always his wether-eye open. 

The grocer may likewise be trusted in perfect safety abroad—he knows 
his wezgh about. 

The «sthete, too, is tolerably secure from imposition—he knows how 
to put 400 and too together. 

Bob Acres, running after one of those busses that run from Char- 
ing Cross to the Bank for a penny, is pretty sure not to be over- 
charged—the busses being so full that the chances are he wont ‘de 
taken in,” 
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Un Canard. 


OH! it was a duck, a plump little duck, 
And he uttered a plaintive quack, 
While his yellow and slim 
Poor legs bent under him, 
And the feathers stood up on his back. 


‘Oh! what is it ails you, plump little duck ? 
Say what makes you sigh and groan ? 
Have you done something wrong ?” 
** Yes, I’ve read a new song,” 
Sobbed the plump little duck, ‘* by Jaxone.” 





**Oh! why has the reading an innocent song 
Keduced you to such a sad plight ?” 
** You don’t know,” he gasped out, 
** What that song is about, 
Or you’d well understand my affright !” 


‘* What is it about, O plump little duck, 
That song that has filled you with dread ; 
That makes your plumes rise, 
And your breast heave with sighs, 
And puts you quite off your young head?” 


** About ?—about ?” cried the plump little duck, 
His voice growing faint by degrees ; 
‘* Ah! ask me not that, 
When you see I’m so fat, 
And you know ’tis the season for peas !” 


He turned on his side, that plump little duck, 
And spent his last breath in a moan ; 
And I merely can guess 
Whence had come his distress— 
He’d ‘“‘A Dream of Peas” read, by Jaxone. 





THE Romeo and Juliet shown 
sy Dicksee has a taking tone, 
Displaying an artistic hand ; 
Especially when one thinks, you know, | 
That Juliet and Romeo 
Did not belong to ‘* Dicksee’s Land.” 
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PRACTICAL ILLUSTRATION. 
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Teddy (to his older brother Bob). —**1 TOLD You, Bon, THAT PA IS BIGGER 
THAN MA.” (Holds up Cabinet photograph. Bob is floored.) 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





CLEAR THE WAY; OR, AS IT OUGHT TO BE, 


‘Being asked by Mr. O’Brien whether it was the case that the luggage of two 
Irish Members of Parliament had been searched at Holyhead, notwithstanding that 
the officers were informed of the name of one Member, the Home Secretary replied 
that he could ‘answer the question with the sympathy of a fellow-sufferer,’ his 
luggage having been searched—and he having approved of it.” 

First TRAVELLER (at New York). Can ¢izs be the steamer that is 
to take us to England? We must have mistaken our boat. See—it is 
all decorated with green cloth, and has flowers twined up the masts, and 
the funnel is beautified with devices in shillelaghs and whiskey bottles, 
and there are golden harps embroidered on the sails (which are of green 
silk for the occasion); so there is evidently some person of importance 
going to travel in this steamer. 

SECOND TRAVELLER. It’s our boat all right; I’ve asked the man at 
the wheel. I wonder why there is a guard of honour on the gangway 
(which is covered with green plush edged with gold fringe). Here is 
the British Home Secretary coming aboard—perhaps all the fuss is for 
him. No; the guard of honour don’t present arms to him: they only 
nod and say, ‘‘ Howdee do?” 

FirsT TRAVELLER. Ah! here’s her Majesty the Queen: that’s whom 
it’s for then. I had no notion she—eh? No, it’s mot for her! The 
guard of honour don’t salute: they only say, ‘‘ Good morning, mum,” 
and go on chewing tobacco. Ah! mow the important * omg is coming. 
I hear a dozen bands playing ‘rin go Bragh.” Yes, the guard of 
honour throw away their quids, and stand up: they are saluting to that 
gentleman with the wild eye. Whoever can he be? 
SECOND TRAVELLER, Really, I can’t imagine. Look—the captain 
and officers conduct him to the state saloon, specially erected, and remain 
uncovered in his presence. , 
First TRAVELLER. I hear the boat is not to wait for the mails, as 
that gentleman with the wild eye is on board ; so we start at once. — 
The Queen and the Home Secretary are very glad, as they are anxious 
to get on. 
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SECOND TRAVELLER, We have sighted the English coast. . . Here 
we are, and here are the custom house officers coming on board, They 
are very particular about the luggage, in consequence of the dynamite 
outrages, How they are ferretting and fumbling in /Aa/ portmanteau! 
and how suspiciously they run their spikes through the shirts! Why, 
that portmanteau belongs to the Home Secretary. 

First TRAVELLER. And how dreadfully they are turning over the 
luggage of the lady in widow’s weeds! How unmercifully they drag out 
everything from the trunks! Why, it’s her Majesty! Ilow dreadfully 
distressed’ she seems! 

SECOND TRAVELLER. Of course it is; but they have orders to be so 
very particular just now: no exception is to be made in the case of 
anybody whatever; even the gentleman with the wild eye—eh? 

First TRAVELLER. What? Good gracious, why—— 

SHCOND TRAVELLBR. Dear me! Lor now! The gentleman with 
the wild eye hands his card to the chief customs-officer; and the officer 
bows reverentially, and instructs his men on no account to touch the 
luggage of the gentleman with the wild eye. Look there—there’s a 
customs-officer demanding the keys of the gentleman with the wild eye, 
He evidently hasn’t understood his instructions, 

First TRAVELLER. Poor fellow; I’m sure he didn’t mean to do 
wrong; but the gentleman with the wild eye has made a note of the 
circumstance, and also had the officer arrested. See—the articles out of 
her Majesty's luggage and Sir William’s have got mixed all about the 
deck, and they are both trying to identify their own things. It wasa 
shame to turn them out like that! There's the Queen’s crown rolling 
overboard. She makes aclutch at it just in the nick of time, as the 
gentleman with the wild eye is attempting to kick it overboard, Now 
the captain is remonstrating severely with her Majesty for her rudeness 
in thwarting the ger.tleman, Whoever can he be? He shoves the Queen 
and Sir William aside, and lands to a flourish of trumpets. 


Ld ‘ ” * 4 . 
SECOND TRAVELLER (in a hushed votce), No wonder they paid sud 


reverence to that gentleman—he’s an IRISH MEMBER, 
FixsT TRAVELLER (removing hts hat). Zs he, though? (Zhey fall flat 
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A PARTY HE HADN’T MET. 


“* A proposition is said to be on foot among the Irish dynamiters to drop dynamite upon London from balloons.” 
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The temperament of Pat from America was so bright and hopeful! 
which he wuld blow up London with balloons. 
agree with him. 


But somehow, when he wanted to realize, there seemed to be something the matter. 
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made right away from England ; then it woudd plunge into the sea ; 


customs officer ; *, when he Aad got it nicely deposited by the House of Parliament there wa 
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He would sit at a Paris café and chat with his old friend Imagination about the ease with 
And Imagination, with his ro<e-coloured spectacles and the great wings with which he took his flights, would quite 





the beast of a balloon woz/dn't rise without gas ; then, when it had gas, it 
then the rescuing captain made a fuss about that carpet-bag full of dynamite; and so did the fool 
s another obstacle ! 
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‘ Harp Fact.’ 
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THE CONFERENCE CLASS. 
(See Cartoon.) 

THERE, hard by Downing Street (which, by the way, 
Preserves a mein more desolate than gay), 
Skilled in the room of Conference to rule, 
The grand old master drilled his little school. 
Sternly he reared his collars high to view, 
We knew them well, and every nation knew ; 
Well had his fractious pupils learned to trace 
The day’s disasters in his morning face ; 
Full loud they laughed with unexpected glee 
Whene’er he joked, for sparse of jokes was he ; 
Full oft the buzz of turbulence was found 
To merge into submission, when he frowned. 
Yet he was mild, or, if severe in aught, 
’Twas when they would not follow what he taught : 
The country all declared how much he knew, 
’Twas certain he could write and cypher too ; 
Foes he could crush, and lukewarm friends assuage, 
And it was whispered— sometimes he could rage, 
While words of fluent strength and thundering sound 
Amazed the wrapt beholders ranged around, 
And still they stared, and still the wonder grew, 
How collars e’er could hedge in all he knew. 
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GETTING INTO FOCUS. 


‘‘ Emigration from Kensington is a phrase that will probably sound rather strangely 
to many Kensingtonians who believe that, if they want to see or relieve poverty, they 
must go to what is called comprehensively the East-End. Probably a good many 
dwellers in the West will be astonished to leara, from a speech of Lord Aberdare’s 
yesterday, that there is as much real distress in Kensington as in any parish of the 
East. Our West-End Lady Bountifuls may remember that there are want 
and distress nearer to them than Whitechapel or even Seven Dials."—S?, Yames's 
Gazette. 

SING hey of a man; and the man was poor, 
And lacking in things to eat, 

When he and starvation were on the tour ! 
The couple were sure to meet ; 

But he artfully said to himself, without 

The ghost of a sign of a shade of doubt, 

‘* There’s plenty of charity round about, 
I’ve only to seek its seat.” 


A lady she lived in the self-same town, 
And she was a millionaire, 

The Lady Augusta Fitz-Wilkins Brown ; 
And, as you are all aware, 

She ever was doing her best to meet 

With people who hadn’t too much to eat, 

And very good-naturedly standing treat 
When cupboards and things were bare. 


Sut oh! for the Lady Augusta’s sight— 
We do her no dreadful wrong 
In bringing this palpable fact to light— 
Her sight was extremely long. 
An object adjacent, at hand, or nigh, 
She couldn’t perceive with the naked eye, 
Or anything nearer than, say, the sky, 
New Zealand—the Poles—Hong-Kong. 


The party—the man who was poor, we mean— 
He cunningly went and sat 

(In order, you know, that he might be seen) 
On Lady Augusta’s mat ; 

He waved an umbrella before her nose ; 

He tripped her by getting beneath her toes ; 

H{e danced and he shouted. You might suppose 
She’d notice him after that. 


But no; she was blind as an easy chair, 
As blind as a four-post bed ; 

No ghost of a notion that he was there 
Had entered her mortal head ! 

And during the time she was sending neat 

And nice little packets of things to eat 

To people who lived in a far-off street, 
Of whom she had heard and read. 


Then he who was hungry improved in wit, 
And saw it was vain to stay 

So near to her vision ; and bit by bit 
He prudently edged away. 

Her ladyship, when he’d arrived as fur 

As Holborn, began to perceive a blur ; 

At the Mint he was passably plain to her ; 
At Rotherhithe clear as day. 


The beautiful packets of things to eat 
Began to be duly sent ; 

Then he who was needy (a now discreet, 
Experienced schemer) went 

And lived upon Luna’s reflective ball ; 

And as to the packets, he gets them a// 

And the chance of the paupers on earth is small ; 
But Charity’s quite content. 








Cheer-ing. 
Mr. JOHN Mor-ey recently alluded to the House of Lords asa **bleak 
and cheerless region.” 


This is hardly correct—it is strained, so to speak 
(FUN alludes to the error quite meekly) ; 
It is true, in a sense, ’tis a region that’s bleak, 
For Peers view many measures o-blique-ly. 
But they ‘‘ Hear, hear!” each other in manner most fearless, 
So ’tis hardly a chamber that one could call *‘ cheer ”’-less, 





GREED hunger is the only hunger we try in vain to assuage. 








WARBLES OF THH WEHEK. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
New Series, No. 29. Arr—* When Jam far away, my love.” 
little boy, career- 
ing by the ever- 
sounding sea, 

Come take this 
chair I’ve 
brought for you 
and listen unto 
me. 

I am a gay and 
gamesome 
man, and full of 
lightsome fun, 

(I think you will 
have proof of 
that before I’ve 
nearly done). 

My little boy, 
I'm as I say, a 
man of light- 
some heart, 

And all myaim’s 
to adequately 
play the merry 
part; 

And that is why I’ve read the daily papers through and through, 
And that is why I’ve come to talk about them all to you. 
Ah, do not run away, my lad ; 
Ah, do not quit my sight ; 
Twill only take all day, my lad; 
I'll go away at night. 
Her Majesty, whom all revere (I hope we ever shall), 
Is baok from what some Cockneys call her home at Balmova/— 
Nay, little boy, wherefore attempt evasively to roam ? 
I’m sure you must be glad to hear Her Majesty’s ‘‘ come home ”; 
And sure I am ’twill lighten much your ever-pressing cares 
To hear there is a Conference on Egypt’s pot affairs ; 
And much you will be satisfied, and possibly amused, 
To find the Vote of Censure has been crushingly refused. 
Nay, stay with me, ah, stay, my lad— 
To go were impolite ; 
’Tis only for a day, my lad; 
I'll go away at night. 
That Picton’s in for Leicester, lad—a Lib’ral stout and true, 
Will probably be very satisfactory to you ; 
That Muntz is in for Warwickshire—a Tory false and thin, 
Will doubtless fire your bosom with the bitterest chagrin ; 
That water in the Thames is getting very, very low, 
’T will certainly distress you very bitterly to know ; 
And, oh, I'd it hide if I could, I know ’twill give you pain, 
But that *‘ gonoff” Trophonius’s tip is wrong again! 
Nay, do not leave me yet, my lad ; 
I'll leave you when it’s night ; 
You mustn’t go and bet, my lad, 
Because it is not right. 
The Coaching Club has met, my lad, in Hyde's important Park 
(And met with great success, I may, in passing it, remark), 
The dinner of the Cobden Club was held with great ec/ét, 
And if you’d like the speeches read, why, bless you, here they 4h. 


* * 








a * + 
There, there! cheer up, my little boy—there—now you're fresh as paint; 
Whatever could have happened, lad, inducing you to faint ? 

There. Now you are all right, I think. I may proceed to say 
We've passed the anniversary of Coronation Day. 
It’s number forty-six, my lad, 
I hear the people say— 
Aha! you shouldn't mix, my lad, 
And then you wouldn’t sway. 


The Piper (Pied) of Hamelin who piped the bairns away, 
My lad, his something-tennary was held the other day; 
Lord Falmouth’s sold his horses, boy—’twill fill your soul with grief 
(They fetched some decent prices, to the best of my belief ;) 
The fair Princess of Wales ate laid a fresh foundation stone, 
And to the house, which lacked a name, she kindly gave her own; 
And it will interest you very much, my little friend, 
To hear another ‘* Bradlaugh case’ has come unto an end, 
Well, here’s the darksome night, my lad, 
I’ve nothing more to say— 
I say, that’s not polite, my lad, 
To fairly Jo/t away! 

















= 7 


sli 





es 





Staten aoe 





pa hs i tah as agate Mime meme i yng 


- 
MS i pan 
ae 


+ See 
ae ne rane 





1 A SEIN ea 





ashe 













ro 





FUN. 





JULY 9, 1884. 











KNICKNACKS. 


Tue British Government thinks about putting an Imperial and im- 
perious foot down in the Western Pacific, and then stretching out its 
elastic sides with the object of securing as 
much comfortable booty as possible. We trust 
the B. G.’s heels won’t be galled after the 
manner of Weston’s. In that gentleman’s last 
long stride after fame and lucre he suffered 
considerably, ‘‘ Sprinting” politicians col- 
lectively are very often as absurd in action as 
endurance men are individually. Oh! when 


portrait above.. 





WE venture to think the Egyptian hamper 
a sufficiently heavy weight for any respectable 
nation to carry at present. 








Mr. HEALY, M.P., kicks at the Government and the Opposition im- 
partially with the vigour of a Hampstead Heath—— well, never mind 
what. Luckily, his heels are not shod with iron, though, 


a es SED 


ONE of our few reliable contemporaries states that a son of ‘‘ Galopin 
and Peace” (no relation of the late lamented burglar) only cost Mr. 
Carington a ‘*mokey” last summer, We are a little doubtful what a 
‘*mokey” means in type. Possibly a ‘monkey ” in notes drifting to- 
wards our haven of intelligence, might have had a better chance of being 
picked up. It may be well to observe that there is nothing asinine about 
Mr, C.’s purchase. 





Dr. CAMERON, M.P., perambulates a notion that va/zona/ principles 
.should be adopted to check small-pox. He desires that the question 
| should be ventilated. Well! ventilation does nearly as much towards 
| checking the disease as vaccination. But every sane person should do 
his or her best to arrest the progress—for progress it is—of the perverted 
anti-vaccination ranters, and try to place a check upon the fanatical 
creatures who smirch the reputation of that benefactor to mankind, Dr. 
Jenner. These parties (when unpaid) show as little knowledge of the 
subject they are treating as the Yeomanry idiots displayed when cravenly 
bespattering and defacing the statue of Dr, Johnson at Lichfield, 





We have fairly untruthful reasons for believing that a new ‘‘ milking ” 
public company may shortly be started for the supply of artificial calf- 
sain 4 The dregs of fluids sold in music halls are likely to be used in 
the manufacture of the stuff, : 

OwING to Spanish quarantine precautions, several shiploads of garlic 
(anxiously waited for) have not arrived in the Thames, Terrible excite- 
ment is fermenting around Soho in consequence. Republican Rumbles, 
Ramps, and Riots, may roll round Baron Grant’s fertile grounds in 
Leicester Square at any moment. 








GALLIC noses are harder than one might think when a first sight is 
taken at them. Frenchmen often have a great bother in getting up and 
vermanently securing those soft, round, red and 
juicy bokular appendages which English citizens 
rejoice in—noses that almost invite a blow by 
hanging in aripe and tempting fashion. A French 
Ambassador once tried hard to cultivate a curiously 
British nasal appendage ; he struggled, wrestled 
with fate, but he won. No sooner had he done so 
than the Dey of Algiers, if you please, thought fit 
to strike the Ambassador’s carefully-painted nose 
with a fly-flapper, which is now exhibited in ‘* The 
Old Silver Show,” held at No. 30, Cadogan Square. 
The battered I. F. shows distinctly the indentation caused by the Am- 
bassador’s nose, and the mosquito squashed at the time of the Dey’s 
assault. The fact that the diplomatist, on receiving the blow, exclaimed 
**Oh! what a Dey I am having,” is creditable to his knowledge of 
worn out Anglo-American jokes, Looking at the fly-flapper intently, 
‘it suddenly struck us, just in a very thoughtful way, and a tender 
| idea sifted through our verdure-clad brain, that a small fortune lingered 
j Shout the fly-flapping instrument, when looked at from a “ connubial 
disagreement” point of view. 








Tue German Crown Prince is excessively annoyed. That daring 
man the Czar of allthe Holy Russias located on the face of this globe 
has absolutely declined to meet him at Dantzic. The G. C. P’s irrita- 
tion is easily accounted for, Gentle reader! from the blow of a side 
wind on the editorial ear, we learn that his Imperial Highness was going 
to make himself spruce for the occasion, 





shall we have a female Prime Minister? Ideal | 








| 























MY HEROINE! 


THe drama was doubtless well-written, 
’Twas a thrilling affair, I daresay ; 

But me it moved not—/ was smitten 
With a charmer I saw at the play. 


The love-scenes I heard many praising, 
And the comic scenes many thought gy : 
I heeded them not—/ was gazing 
On her I beheld at the play ! 


Her face seems to come to my view now, 
Oh, FuN! let me sketch it, I pray— 
See, her portrait! Come say, wouldn't you, now, 

Have been ‘‘ mashed” on that fay at the play? 





All at Sea Again! 

GLEEFULLY every Tory prepared over Gladstone to gloat, 

Like a Jack-in-the-box, all upspringing to shriek out a new Censure- 
Vote ; 

They didn’t quite see how to manage the downfall of Gladstone and Co., 

But to manage it they were determined, and so they with joy were aglow. 

Yes, although 

They had several Censure-Votes lately that somehow went wrong, as 

you know. 


But the G, O. M.’s hash ¢his would settle, although their ideas weren’t 
quite clear 

As to how they should set it in action; they knew, though, they’d gibe 
and they’d jeer. 

What matter if France they insulted, and called her all manner of 
names ? 

What mattered the needs of poor Egypt, so long as they spoilt Glad- 
stone’s games ? 

What were flames 
Of national strife and dissension compared with Conservative claims ? 


“Let us howl at this Conference loudly before we know what it’s 
about !” 

Exclaimed the Conservatives, eager to oust Gladstone’s Government 
out. 

‘* Here’s Bruce (he’s the Bondholders’ spokesman), he’ll do our new vote 
to propose, 

And ~— we en masse will support him, and maybe we'll vanquish our 
oes, 

5 And thus close 
The power of this tree-chopping tyrant who causes our party such woes.” 


But again the poor Tories were routed and filled with the bitterest gall, 
For the Liberals up and determined the vote shou/dn’t come on at ail, 
But pees than all, some of the Government (Gladstone and such) voted 
yy" 
And were willing the chance to afford them their new Vote of Censure 
to try, 
So they cry, 
Because they can’t drop upon G/adstoxe for knocking their plot all awry! 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE Fpiror op * Fun,” 


S1r,—I told you that my last week’s tip was only a pre- 
liminary one; so if you didn’t believe me (and as likely as not 
you didn’t, if you know anything about my character—I 
mean, if / know anything about yours—which I do, it being 
the worst I ever heard of !), you must take the consequences 
and this 


FURTHER TIP FOR THE LIVERPOOL Cup. 


It isn’t for me to get totting them up, 

And saying who'll collar the Liverpool Cup; 

It isn’t for you, if you’re happy and gay, 

To go and believe me, whatever I say; 

But here is the tip that your fancy should strike— 
You may take it or leave it, or not if you like, 


For Florence I care not so much as a snuff, 

And Tonans won’t win, though he’s far from a muff; 
Hesperian scarce will Hesperiance fame, 

And Alban will hardly accomplish the game; 

For Master Linnzeus I care not a cent, 

And as for Sir Hugh, pr’ythee rest in content. 


John Jones might succeed—such a thing mzgh? occur; 
Preferment is what many folks would prefer ; 
Prince Henry might claim a precedence, perhaps, {| 
While Somerton’s backed by a lot of sharp chaps; 
But softly; the cup of our prophecy’s full, 
And I think Theologian’s sure of the pull. 


With just a word for the Birkenhead Cup, which, I think, 
will go to the Lady Adelaide or the Duke of Richmond—and 
here's, hoping they may live long to let the old man drink 
their health out of it.— 

Iam Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 
A Political Panto. 

A DAILY paper alludes to the recent veto on the Vote of 
Censure as a ‘‘scene in a pantomime.” In a pantomime 
‘frallies” and ‘‘spills” are plentiful. The Tories certainly 
suffered the ‘‘spill’’; but we should think they will be careful 
how they ‘‘rally” the G. O. M. again, It seems as though 
they gene-‘‘ rally’ come to grief, and it is always through their 
** clowning.” 





Tue Marquis of Salisbury will shortly lend to the Health 
Exhibition a pair of hose worn by Queen Elizabeth, He 
doubtless considers it is a duty he hose to the nation, for the 
late sovereign’s stockings are probably of the ‘* Bess ’’-t sort. 





CAN’T ASK YOU TO LIQUOR, 
so I’vzE LErr MY PuRSE AT Home,” 

Jones (rising Artist on the Graphistrated),—"' Ha! 
JUST THE SAME, 
TA-TA! 
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THE BITTER CRY. 
Brown (of the Daily Chronigraph).—‘* WELL, GOOD-BYRk, OLD MAN; I 


I'M OFF TO ‘‘SLUM” FOR OUR PEOPLE, 


Wy, I’vz DONE 
I’M ON THE SKETCH FOR A FANCY FAIR, YOU KNOW, 


BgeTTER LUCK NEXT TIME,” [Zxeunt, 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


Fripays, ze 28 Junes.—Ze noble lords read ze Franchise Bill ze first 
time. Zey vill, sams doute, forbann ze bids, but not at ze first ask of ze 


Educations. His cry is ze same as zat of Mr, Stanley Leighton, only it 
is a later von. He complains of over pressure. Milor Salisbury join 
in ze attack. Hesink ze Board School have been ze ruin of ze boarding 
school. Maintenant, zere is nozzink but protest. 


ze House ze Agreement vit ze Powers before ze Conference. 
Chaplins, ‘* Look at here, old mans, you are sporting mans, and you 
know ver vell zat in diplomacy you must not show ze hand even to 
your partner.” He say zat is only at vhist, not diplomacy. I reply, 
‘*Zey are all bose ze sames, You make as much tricks as you can, 
and ze honour it is very easy.” 
contradicente, in ze record in ze journal of ze vote on ze Bill of Franchise. 
Sir Norscote back him up. I sink ze Tories are razzare vat you call 
fishery in zeir Latin, and sink it mean somesink to do vit Bradlaugh, 
Cependant zare is majority against zem. ; 
Monday ze Earl of Hollovay—I go say Gallowsvay—demand if Lord 
Granville have drop ze plan for ze evacuation of ze Soudan. Granville 
get athim. He say he sink zat no. He do not see ze plan hanging on 
ze floor. Ze Duke of Marlborough desire to know too much about ze 
Conference. Lord Granville tell him he is verse zan his leetle bruzzare 
Randy, and zat he vill tell ze Grand Ole Man if he is rude. I am 
afraid Randy have spoil his family. And ze Duke seem such a nice 
good young man too. 

Zare are larks in zeCommons. Ze membares do not catch zem; on ze 
hand vich is ze ozzare, ze Membares are caught. Lots of zem have 
made up nice leetle, and some not little nor nice, espeeches on ze Vote 
of Censure vich vas to come on to-night. Zey have repeat zem to ze 
bosoms of zeir family. I believe, at breakfast, Sir Lawson upset ze 





timing. Ze Earl of Varr pull to peace—I mean pieces—ze Act of | 


In ze Commons Mr. Chaplin demand of ze Premier vill he lay before | 
I say to | 


Mr. Pell object to ze vords nemine | 





| to the rescue of zeir comrades, and in zeir motion ze House, unlike ze 


| 
j 


teapot vit ze vave of ze hand, vich vas to bring ze loud and continued 
cheerings. Quel malheur! Forster and Goschen come back vonce more 


theatres, give precedence to ze Orders—of ze Day. 

Tuesday.—Milor Cairns say he vill be first to move ze Lords give ze 
Franchise Bill ze kick out. C'est /e premier pas kick out, he say to me 
in ver bad French. On ze ozzare side ze Premier inform Mr. Forster ze 
cruelty in Egyptian prisons reported by Mr. Lloyd sall be seen to, 
Malgré, Mr. Healy, ve all believe in Lloyds’ Dispatch. 

Vennisday.—Mr. Vitley sink zat Madame Justice sould have theatres 
in ze provinces, and not let ze country depend upon judicial strolling 
players. He Vit/ey say ze Assize is a size or two too small, 








A ‘Chant re Churchill. 


Lord Randolph was missing from the House during the last attempt at a Vote of 
Censure. . » A Tory journal says that Lord Randolph “ will yet regard his 
speech on the Franchise Bill with shame on his burning cheeks,” 

WHAT! Randolph missing when there was a chance 
Of flinging mud at Gladstone! Can it be? 
No wonder, then, the Tories were at sea, 
Had he been present, the bold withering glance 
And reckless statements of the young free-lance 
Would have struck terror to the Liberal crew, 
And safely brought that Vote of Censure through. 


Some hireling scribbler mocks at Randolph's speech, 
The speech in which he jeered the Franchise Bill 

(The speech that some have dared to call ‘‘a screech”’), 
And says that shame his burning cheeks ’twill fill, 

But, ah! that scribe to note we would beseech 

That little Randy’s method is unique, 

And he is famous for his “ burning cheek,” 
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AN EXCEPTION TO THE “LOVE” RULE. 


Miss Sisste Debonham.—“ YES; AND TELL ME, Mr, DARCY, PLEASE, WHAT IT WAS 
YOU MEANT WHEN YOU CALLED OUT ‘ THIRTY, LOVE!’ TO Miss DAWSON AT TENNIS 
jUST NOW?” 

Mr, Paul Darcy.—** THAT MERELY IMPLIED, MIss SISSIE, THAT I WAS THIRTY, 
AND Miss DAWSON WAS NOTHING—NOTIIING TO MY THIRTY, YOU KNOW,” 

Miss S. D. (demurely).—“‘ OU, THEN, WHEN You SAY ‘LOVE,’ Mr. DARCY, IT 
ALWAYS MEANS NOTHING, DOES IT?” 

Mr. P. D. (mashinely),—‘* INDEED IT DOESN’T, Miss SISsIz. IF I WERE TO SAY IT 
TO YOU, FOR INSTANCE, I! WOULD MEAN—WHY, WHOLE VOLUMES,” [Left scoring. 


A June Song. 
By A JUNE-IOR PORT. 


JuNg may be jolly with roses, 

| White ones, and red ones, and yellow ; 
| Delicate food for our noses, 

Sweet, and delicious, and mellow! 

June is the joy of a fellow 
Who may be wrong, but supposes 

He has the love of a ** Gell ”—oh! 
Should he mistaken be !—Moses ! 


That month our love should be JUNE-0! 
I shouldn't do for her lover, 
| Though she would save me, I do know, 
Heavy expense with a glover— 
| Her hand ne’er wanted a cover. 
But I expect I should soon owe 
Pounds for the eggs of the plover— 
Dinners and wine cost. Ah! you know. 


JuL(y)-1a—she will be better! 
Goddesses don’t suit my notion, 
Yes, I will send her a letter— 
Lay at her feet my devotion— 
Say it is deep as the ocean— 
Send her a ring as love’s fetter— 
Hope she will all other beaus shun— 
Don’t I just wish I may get her! 





A Gain for a Loss. 
Rondel, 
Ou, freely lose a golden youth 
To win a golden age! 
Food for old Time’s devouring tooth 
We hold our heritage. 
His bondsmen we—and as, in sooth, 
Our life is villanage, 
Oh, freely lose a golden youth 
To win a golden age! 


Death has no sympathy or ruth 
In paying us our wage. 
‘What hast thou done?”—and only truth 
Will figure on his page. 
| Oh, freely lose a golden youth 
To win a golden age! 


“This is not Sub Rosa.” 

Our sub, sub-editor declares that a Peer of 
the Realm absolutely managed to make a 
sensible speech last night at the Nevermind- 
where Club. The ducal oration was tersely 
delivered in aristocratically sonorous tones, and 
ran as follows: ‘‘ The fossils of the political 
past require regenerating. Radical jokes have 
been sprinkled on their bodies without satisfac- 
tory results, Rubbing and stimulating their 
bald heads with fresh raw onions has been 
proved to be an idle work of supererogation ; 
but, my lords and gentlemen, even these fossils 
might be galvanized into political life once 
more by the continual use of Rose’s Lime 
Juice Beverages. I generally blend them with 
spirits myself; but this, of course, is a mere 
matter of taste.” The cheers were positively 
deafening. 











THERE has been a great amount of secrecy between the Governments 
of England and France about various subjects. As soon as trouble begins 


out come the secrets. Politicians are but human after all. surgical knife. 


SERIOUS MEM.—Ata meeting of the Grand Loyal Orange Institution 
several gentlemen present did not peel off their opponents’ ulsters with a 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE FINANCIAL 
EXPERTS. 


I THINK Lord Granville was right, after all, Sir, in declining my 
services as ‘‘ Facetious Expert” at the Conference. Those ‘‘ Financial 
Experts” who have been meeting and discussing so assiduously during 
the past fortnight are, in fact, such mad wags themselves that the en- 
gagement of a professional joker was quite unnecessary. 

I never knew before what a rollicking kind of thing the study of 
Finance is. I have learned a good many things, in fact, thanks to my 
peepholes in the ceiling of the Conference Room, and I have come to 
the conclusion, Sir, that a Financial Expert earns his honorarium much 
more easily than the Extra-Special, who at this present moment, to in- 
crease his dissatisfaction, is suffering from chronic inflammation of his 
right eye, contracted—the chronic inflammation, I mean, not the right 
eye—in the service of a great, but somewhat exacting journal. 

You may have read in the papers, Sir, that the day after the first 
gathering of the Conference, the ‘‘ Financial Experts accompanying the 
various plenipotentiaries”” met for a preliminary exchange of views on 
the monetary phases of the situation, and to initially examine the fiscal 
proposals of Her Majesty’s Government. Well, Sir, I was an eye- 
witness of that meeting, and if I wished to describe its proceedings 
briefly I would say that it was devoted principally to chaff of Mr, 
Childers apropos to his debased half-sovereign. Blum Pacha, whom 
you ought really to get upon your staff, Sir, began it, and then M. de 
Blignieres and Tigrane Pacha chimed in till really our worthy Chancellor 
of the Exchequer was so sorely beset that I was much tempted to take 
up the cudgels for him and shout down appropriate repartees on his be- 
half through my peepholes. 

I made notes of most of the jokes, and I am bound to say that now, 
on writing them out, they do not seem very first-class, but at the time 
their effect was marvellous, and M. de Lion d’Airoles* especially was so 
tickled at his colleagues’ quips that he had to drink water and be patted 
on the back by a protoculist. 

Blum Pacha led off with a merry twinkle in his eye. ‘‘ No, no,” he 
said, ‘‘M. Schildairs he say he make de base half sovereign, but he 
nevare Mint it, nevare! nevare !” 

‘In that case,” put in Sir James Carmichael quietly, ‘‘ we might as 
well call our Chancellor ‘ Henry of Nev-vare !’” which would have been 








a better joke, Sir, had Mr, Childer’s initial ‘‘H” stood for ‘* Henry” 
instead of ** Hugh,” 

Then M. Barrére made the old joke about calling the proposed coins 
‘* Tilegitimate Childers; and Baron Von Derenthal, the German 
Expertist, suggested that if any one asked him if the current coin was 
worth /en shillings, he should reply, ‘‘ No—mein/” 

‘*Come, come, gentlemen,” cried Mr. Childers at last. ‘* Business, 
if you please! Remember we are here to settle what per cent. Egypt 
shall pay on her debt.” 

‘* Just zo,” retorted the irrepressible Blum; ‘‘and dat is why ve are 
all such very per-cent-able peoples, eh?” 

But enough, Sir, of these trivialities, which, I may tell you, were re- 
newed on Monday last, and have been going on more or less nearly every 
day since. Tigrane Pacha came out for the first time on Tuesday, 
You must remember Mr. Childers had said ‘‘ that we are met to con- 
sider how to relieve the Egyptian exchequer.” 

‘** Yes,” snarled Tigrane, who sits next to Blum, ‘I believe you are— 
to relieve it of the money it contains !” 

M. Barrére was quite ‘‘ huffy” at this, and wanted Tigrane’s words 
put down. 

‘*You can put me down too,” said the Turk, and there seemed a 
chance of arow. But Mr, Childers soon guided the discussion into an 
‘unified’ channel again. 

Really, Sir, there has been nothing else worth reporting so far; but 
my faithful, though inflamed, eye is still on guard, and you may rely on 
its watchfulness, 

* If I were a Cockney joker, which I am not, Sir, I think something might be made 
of this name, say a conundrum, for instance, such as, ‘‘ What is the diflerence between 
the second French Financial Expert and our Extra-Special? Amswer—One isa 
Lion of the Air-‘oles, and the other the Lion of the Peepholes.” But I only mention 
this notion to discard it.—Y.E.-S.R. 





x aac aa aed 





FisH seem to be having a terribly crooked time. We were eating 
grilled salmon steak and hot pickles the other morning, and glancing 
over a paper, when we suddenly came upon the news that salmon disease 
was rapidly spreading in the Dee. The climax had come. We uttered 
a big Dee, and have lived on oatmeal gruel ever since; but that paste- 
like mixture will have some complaint soon—we know it will. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HF. GRAND.—Geneviéve de Bra- 
dant is just the sort of piece that 
may berevived at any moment with- 
out much danger, consisting, as it 
does, principally of opportunities 
for the ‘cracking of topical 
wheezes ” and the singing of songs 
which are established favourites. 
It is a sime gua non, however, that 
Madame Soldene should be the 
Drogan, Genevie¢ves may come, 
and Genevieves may go, burgo- 
masters may alter, and Cocoricos 
may change, but this Drogan goes 
on for ever, and in any other shape 
he would indeed be strange. I’m 
afraid to think how long ago I 
first, or how often since, I have, 
heard the ample young baker invite 
his lady to *‘look down below,” 

but it has always been the same young baker, and it has always been a 

different lady. Well, it was in Islington they first saw light, all of them, 

and here they are again in their natal spot, to the rejuvenescence of 

Islingtonians, whom it is something of a euphemism, however, to call 

merrie—for in truth they are a sad-browed and fried-fish-eating race. 





THe GrRanp.—Tue BAKger BAcK-ER- 
GAIN, 


It is really not at all badly done at the Grand, albeit in these days of 
brilliant mtsse en scene, the weedy subordinates are hard to bear. Madame 
Soldene sings the baker-boy’s music with a fulness and sweetness of voice 
nothing seems to impair; at times she indulges in that ad captandum 
loud sostenuto to an extent which leaves her too breathless to go on with 
the next note gracefully—face what I suppose is called the ‘‘slumber song” 
in the second act; at times, too, she acts with irritating and pointless 
elaboration, as in the scene with the duchess in the second scene of the 
first act ; these and kindred faults no doubt arise from over familiarity 
with the part, and on the whole, it is very pleasant and enjoyable. 


Miss Rose Lee isa fairly efficient, though not very striking, Genevieve. 
She articulates with commendable clearness, but her voice has a hard 
resonance which is not altogether pleasant, and her pronunciation is 
unmistakably cockney every now and then—for instance, in the serenade 
duet, where she wishes to learn her serenader’s ‘‘ nime,” and deprecates 
being wooed to *‘shime.” Miss Maude Haydon looks as if she might 
do something as a pantomime hero (if she can dance); but she is quite 
out of place in attempting bouffe-music. It seems a tradition that 
Oswald (** the Duke’s peculiar page ”—and he is indeed a peculiar page) 
should always be played by a vapid young lady with as much wrist-on- 
hip and colourless insipidity as possible; and Miss Nelly Vesey does 


nothing to disturb the wisdom of ages. 


Mr. IF'rederick Eastman, as the Burgomaster, showed some skill in the 
manufacture of telling jokes; but neither Mr. H, Lewens or Mr. W. 
Quinton invested the parts of Cocorico or Golo with overwhelming 
humour—they will pass, however, they will pass. The two Gendarmes 
are as popular and interminable in their duet as ever, and the Eden 
Troupe of dancers (two Adams and two Eves, as appropriately costumed 
as the Lord Chamberlain will permit) dance a ‘‘ Neapolitan Pas de 


(Juatre.”’ It is an ice quadrille, but shows effort in execution. 





ST. GkEorGE’s HALL.—This classic spot 
was, on Friday afternoon the 4th, and Satur- 
day evening the Sth, the scene of a ‘* Grand 
Complimentary Benefit” to Mr. Charles 
Duval to celebrate his first London season. 
Suchanextraordinary thingas that could not be 
allowed to pass without celebration, of course, 
and so celebrated it was. A goodly show of 
kindly professionals ‘‘rallied round”; but 
the principal event was the production on 
Saturday evening of a little musical piece, 
by Messrs. Malcolm C, Salaman and Eugene 
Barnett, entitled Boycotted. Bright dialogue 
and pleasant though unpretentious music 
combined to secure a decided ‘‘ go,” 
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Tue Granvo.—Tuis a Rose 
—not A STANDARD Rosg, 


a Granp Rose. THE LycguM.—There be those who will 


' attribute it to the hot weather, and there be 
those who will attributefit to lack of perception on the part of the au- 
dience. ,, Phere be those, moreover, who will attribute it to mere “ cus- 
sedness,” but the fact remains that Twelfth Night, the latest Lyceum 
revival, though presented with all the usual taste and thoughtfully ela- 
borate care which distinguishes Mr. Irving’s management, failed to 














obtain that necessary ‘‘grip” of the house which results in unequivocal 
success. Mr. Irving, with a #aiveté which will probably amuse himself 
when he comes to think of it, professed inability to understand what he 
called ‘*a discordant element” in a Lyceum first-night reception. Of 
course we all know there is a sort of ‘‘ in- 
vited guest,” private-party aspect in the 
audience on such occasions, besides which, 
it is composed of individuals capable of en- 
joying to the utmost the beauties of the poet 
in all their minutze, and the skilful and ap- 
preciative rendering of Mr. Irving’s ‘‘ corps 
of earnest comedians” without the, to them, 
extrinsic aid of a closely interesting story. 
The pit and gallery, though, are indepen- 
dent of personal considerations, and require 
something of better workmanship—with all 
respect to the Bard—than the latter part of 
Twelfth Night (I’ve always had the impu- 
dence to think that this play was written 
under pressure of time and an importunate 
manager—there’s slap-dash hurry in its very 
title). Mr. Irving should ‘‘remember that 
he is mortal,” and it is ‘not in him to com- 
mand success,” though he may, and always 
does, *‘ do more Sempronius.” 
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THe GRAND. — CHARLES 
MARTEL; NOT SO BAD, BUT 
MIGHT HAVB& BREEN MADE 
MAR-TELUING. 


Don’t you jump to the conclusion, though, that there was anything 
like absolute failure, or indeed, failure of any kind; there were a few 
dissentients who very fairiy reserved the expression of their dissent until 
the final fall of the curtain—the larger demonstration was made by those 
who resented their unexampled daring, an unsuccessful dramatist in the 
stalls being particularly goading, but I do not think these can be taken 
as representing the general opinion, though they break the unanimity. 


Lovers of Shakespeare, admirers of beauty, and seekers after poetic 
grace and the skilful exposition of the actor’s art have as richa feast set 
before them in this revival as in any preceding one of the same series. 


Mr, Irving’s Malvolio isa very complete portrayal of self-complacent | 
egotism, human withal, and without a trace of caricature, its humanity | 


enabling him to excite pity in the dark room scene of the fourth act (here 
shown with a divided scene with Malvolio in view of the audience) where 
the practical joke is carried to the brutal extreme which may have been 
passingly diverting to Elizabethan wits, but is one point of the play with 
which the ‘‘ unstudent ” portion of modern audiences are out of sympathy 
(this and the anti-climax of the finish were, I think, the main causes of 
Tuesday night’s discontent). To the last point in the picture, ‘I will be 
revenged upon you all!” Mr, Irving’s conception is consistent, truthful, 
and altogether admirable, 

The varied phases of Viola’s character—its tenderness, its sadness, its 
girlish timidity, its sense of humour, its sharp wit, are portrayed by Miss 
Terry with the graceful and gentle skill, the delicate sense of proportion 
and light and shade we were all prepared for and received to the full. 
Performances like these are not things to criticise, they are things to see 
and enjoy and dream about; they are poetry, and as soon as ever I have 
reached the bottom of this column I am going into my nice, cool library, 
and I’m going to take down my Shakespeare, and thoroughly delight in 
the master’s creation in the light of the new individuality Miss Terry has 
given it—nothing but iced strawberries and cream shall drag me forth, 
and my wife 
has orders to 
lock all 
printers’devils 
in the refrige- 
rator, 








Mr, Terriss 
invests the 
Count Orsinio 
with due lan- 
guor of love; 





Miss Rose Le- 

clercq takes a | 
verysuccessful | 
view of the Ure o> 
part of Olivia, Tue LyceuM.—TweLrtH NIGHT; or, “WHAT you, Wii!" 


although she 

did not succeed in making herself heard very well on the first night. 
Mr. F. Wyatt’s Aguecheek is decidedly fresh and individual, as well as 
exceedingly comical, and neither Mr. Fisher’s Sir Toby or Mr. Calhaem’s 
Fool are by any means bad impersonations, though they do not shine 
amid the high standard of excellence surrounding them. Mr. F. Terry 
played Sebastian easily, and Miss L. Payne made a point somewhat with 
the madcap Maria. NESTOR. 
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THERE were three little Picturesque Reporters who set out, on behalf 
of their three sensational newspapers, to find the superlatively driest 
thing in creation. Having journeyed together as far as the end of Fleet 
Street (where their fathers, the editors, lived), they embraced affec- 
tionately, and parted with many tears. Many hours of toil and adven- 
ture had elapsed when they all three met again at their house of call, the 
‘* Sub-Editor’s Arms,” down Paste and Scissors Alley. 

**T may as well put you two out of your misery at once,” said Dick, 
the eldest of the three little Picturesque Reporters, ‘‘ for I have found the 
driest thing in creation. It is the Present Season.” 

‘*Pooh!” cried Tom, the second in age. ‘*I can beat that easily, 
for I have found this,” and he pulled out of his pocket the Sahara. 

‘* Bosh !” called out Harry, the littlest and most beautiful of the three. 
‘* What is that for dryness in comparison with these?” and he produced a 
volume of jokes by Fun. 

But as they yet disputed, their eyes were simultaneously attracted by 
an old gentleman with long hair, who was panting along with his tongue 
out—the very picture of parchedness. This old gentleman threw away 
the pebble he was sucking, bolted into the ‘** Station Hotel,” and poured 
down the longest drink three barmaids could draw by their united 
efforts ; then he panted out, and sucked another pebble until he reached 
the ‘* Greyhound ” bar ; then, still pursuing his way along George Street 
and into Hill Street, he sought relief at the *f Queen’s Head” and the 
‘‘ Eagle,” kicked vainly at the closed ‘‘ Castle,’ patronized the ‘‘ Tal- 
bot” and the ‘* King’s Head” by the bridge, looked in at the ‘‘ Roe- 
buck” and the ‘* Queen’s,” turned down to the “‘ Lass of Richmond 
Hill,” and finished up with a cask of curacao and soda at the ‘‘ Star and 
Garter.” Then he emerged, looking drier than ever. 

The three little Picturesque Reporters gazed one upon another, and 
murmured simultaneously, ‘‘’Tis e that we seek! He is the driest 
thing in creation!” That old gentleman was Father Thames at Rich- 
mond, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Epiror oF ** Fun,” 


S1r,—‘ Ain’t it ot?” Ishould think it was! The very butterman 
who has rendered the remark famous must feel himself a melted butter- 
man this weather. I wish we could havea little wet.* This dry weather’s 
bad for the crops. The Prophet has two rows of broad-beans in his 
back-yard, and they’re covered with green fly, The Old Man rather 
girds at rearing pulse for green fly to batten on, so he’s going to sit 
under the shadow of those beans and smoke. Perhaps you'll say this 
isn’t sport. Pooh! You don’t understand the intoxicating rapture of 
the bean-fly chase. It isn’t hossy though, I admit. 

There zs nothing hossy that I care about just at present, though. I’m 
keeping my eye on the Goodwood entries, but it’s too far ahead for me 
to commit myself to any particular animal. Still, there’s Duncan in the 
Stakes, and Tonans, and Corrie Roy, and (mark you!) Florence, for 
any one who likes to make a lung shot ; while, for the Cup, St. Gatien, 
(Juicklime, Ossian, and Tristan are available for the same exercise. 

NOTICE. 
Oh! far in the future the Goodwood arises. 
And distance’s glamour encircles the view, 
Till all of us see ourselves winners of prizes, 
With wild celebrations of soft mountain dew, _ 
In carving the Stakes, soon the Fates will apportion, 
And lift the bright Cup to the fortunate lip, _ 
And though the Old Prophet disclaims all extortion, 
Two-ten is the price of his very straight tip. 


Which sum may be sent to him in the shape of five-pound notes or 
diamond rings, as preferred. Meantime, who sent you John Jones for 
the Liverpool Cup? Why, who but 

Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 


° ’ Ian 7-7. ' 
* At some one else’s expense, we dare wager.—Eb. 





SYMPATHY AND SUCCESS. 
(FoR A TIME.) 


‘* Is it conceivable that men, other than lunatics, believe, at this moment, that the 
House of Lords, by checking the infatuated career of the extremely Lower House, is 
not doing a public service? . . « Thank goodness, the Peers can interpose a 
check,”"—S?¢. Stephen's Review. 


AH, sadly we have been reviled, we nobles of this nation ; 
Yea, ridicule has dared to jeer at ws, the earth’s é/i¢e ; 
Some, even, say that most of us but hamper legislation, 
And our doddering and fuming they with laughter always greet. 
They pooh-pooh our votes of censure and our threats of Bill-rejection, 
And nearly all the journals try our glorious fame to wreck, 
But a certain periodical has come to our protection, 
With a blessed words, ‘* Thank goodness, Peers can interpose a 
check!” 


'Tis a check not often honoured, though, in this ungrateful nation ; 
But still we'll check that Gladstone, and that Dilke—the fiendish 
elves! 
And we’ll check rude Home Sec. Harcourt, who'd attack the Corpora- 
tion, — 
For the Aldermen and Mayor all hold opinions like ourselves. 
Besides, that splendid print (we mean, of course, that Tory journal), 
Declares all men are lunatics who don’t believe each Peer 
Is doing Britain service, when, by industry diurnal, 
He (for half-an-hour a day, say), checks the Lib’rals mad career! 


‘* Lunatics?” why, certainly ! they #us¢ be mad who doubt us ; 
For, though you wouldn’t think it, we possess a deal of mots. 
As you'll observe, that paper says the realm can’t do without us, 
And please note, it calls the Commons ‘‘an extremely Lower House!” 
So you see, we're far superior, although we suffered greatly, 
Through those votes of censure failing, when proposed by our allies ; 
But that ‘‘sixpenny’s ” kind sympathy will help us in sedately, 
Combating with this Franchise Bill, that Liberals dearly prize. 


For we'll issue sundry ‘‘ whips,” to draw our noble friends together, 
In order that this Bill, that’s framed to please the common herd, 

May, on its second reading in the ‘* Lords,” have stormy weather, 
That we may multilate it, or reject it, in a word. 

Lo, many a noble lord, who's not for months or years been present, 
Will emerge from his retirement (maybe ome will come from jail) ; 

Ah ! what we mean to do will make the Premier feel unpleasant, 
And Britain, sure, with gratitude our valiant deed will hail ! 


- * . * * 
We have done it! we have done it! we've thrown out that Franchise 
measure ; 


Ha, ha! ho, ho! likewise, he, he! How glorious ! how brave! 
Friend Carnarvon’s tearful, telling speech, we listened to with pleasure, 

And so England from that horrid Bill we straightway vowed to save, 
A noble in his duty to his nation ne’er relaxes 

(Especially when a chance occurs to trample on Reform), 
So we burked that Bill—and yet the world’s revolving on its axis ; 

And now, oh, horror! don’t you hear a coming of the storm ? 








Should you not Believe this, ask Brookes himself. 


‘IT is just barely possible that the brain has something to do with the 
mind,” said the professor, with his usual cold politeness, ‘‘I’m rather 
fond of science,’ whispered the golden haired orphan, ‘‘ but do tell me 
something you are sure about,” and she proudly raised her head as if she 
had said something funny. 

The company at Lady Doubleyou’s ‘‘ hop,” which was mixed in the 
beginning of the evening, had gradually become more so, but all present 
were happy. Artists did their best to make sketches, journalists to 
make copy, mashers to make themselves objectionable, card players to 
make money, paid musicians also when not committing themselves to 
the manufacture of discordant noises were trying to make themselves 
more or less merry at the host’s expense. Much harmless humour and 
tearful wit was wafted about, yet all eyes opened to their widest extent, 
and all ears stretched out to their most reverential limit as the professor 
was heard to exclaim in stentorian tones, ‘I know the Sea Foam Brand 
of Potted Fish and Meats to be excellent either for breakfast, lunch, or 
tea.” ‘* And just as I was going to fetch his wife to him on account 
of his flirty ways,” growled Aunt Matilda to the cornet mau. ‘* His 
‘abits is degradin’, marm, that’s my opinion,” returned the brazen 
promoter of harsh sounds, though he knew nothing about the subject. 





A French “Leave.” 


EVEN those who advocate the leaving of the Egyptians ‘‘ to stew in 
their own juice,” would loudly protest were it thought that our Govern- 


ny 


ment meant to leave Egypt in a stew with a French ‘*Grévy” ! 
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‘Constable, cut off all my hair; they will not give me a vote, and I will bea martyr. This will make that Gladstone smart!” said the ‘‘ Woman's Rights” lady. 
And it was observable that a strange old gentleman stood by, and chuckled peculiarly. 





























“There, you Gladstone tyrant—look at me and be miserable!" said she. But, if you'll credit it, the Prime Minister enjoyed his breakfast just as much as before? 
And the old gentleman still chuckled. 
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1, out of all patience. ‘‘ Well, ma'am,’ he replied, “‘ the fact is I’m the ghost of an early martvr: 


‘What are you chuckling at, you miserable male man?” she screamed, 
se persecutor fellows an atom. You'd better make yourself comf 


if you ll take the word of one who has tried it, one’s sufferings don't trouble th 
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A KICK FOR THE LORDS. 


IT’S ALL VERY WELL TO SCORE 59, BUT BEWARE OF THE RECO/L/! 
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A KICK FOR THE LORDS. 
(See Cartoon.) 


BANG! bang! bang! 
What a din and clang! 
Westminster and Wimbledon 
Volunteers ignore 
Peace, to form the gang, 
Drumm’d and fifed and cymbal’d on, 
That shall make the biggest score. 
Bang! bang! bang! 


Crack! crack! crack! 
Targets they attack, 
Exercising wonderful 
Energy and “ grit” ; 
They’ve of arms no lack, 
Arms of flash and thunder full, 
Sut don’t always make a hit. 
Crack! crack! crack! 


Pop! pop! pop? 
Will they never stop? 
At a quite unreckon’d rate 
Shooting still they go. 
All can’t reach the top: 
Some must prove but second-rate— 
Baffled, beaten ; well, if so? 


Pop! pop! pop! 








ae eee 





Lt A et ttt 





ath 





——— eee 

















ay a 





TULY 16, 1884. FUN. 7 











THE CHAMPION FIEND. | 

**You seem to have a bit of trouble with him, your Sanctity,” re- | 
marked Fun. He had taken a turn back into past centuries, and was 

watching St. Dunstan’s differences with a gentleman in black. | 
**Oh, Z can manage him; I flatter myself I’m a few too many for 

him,” said St. Dunstan, critically balancing a new and elegant pair of | 

tongs; ‘‘ though he’s an awful character, between ourselves, and capable 

of anything! I sometimes positively shudder at the things he’ll do to 


gain his ends,” 


**T just stepped in to see how you managed with parties of that kind,” - 


said FUN; §‘ for the fact is, 7’ troubled with one of them too,” 
** My dear boy,” said the saint (not without a twinkle of conscious 
superiority in his eye), ‘‘ send him to me—/’//deal with him. Hecan’t 


be worse than this fellow.” 


FuN shook his head dubiously, thanked the saint for his courtesy, and | 


strolled round to Albertus Magnus, who happened to be just in the act 


of calling up a fiend. 
‘*You won’t mind my stepping into the circle?” said Fun; ‘I’m 


particularly anxious to havea lesson in dealing with that kind of gentry.” 
** Certainly—certainly. Step in; don’t kick over that jam-pot full of | 


toad’s froth—mind the black cats’-tails. That’s it.” 
‘* You must find this class of fiend troublesome to deal with?” said 


FUN, as a particularly ugly demon appeared in the magic mirror. 


** So, so,” replied Albertus ; ‘* but I flatter myself I can deal with | 


any class of fiend.” 
‘‘ Well, there’s a fiend that troubles me a good deal, said Fun. ‘* But 


I have my doubts whether—excuse my bluntness—you could cope with 


him—or her ; for it’s not always a he.” 
“* Well, send him—or her—along ; that’s all yor have to do,” replied 


Albertus confidently. 





‘‘Hum! I'll send him, or her,” replied Fun. ‘* Ziat can’t do any 

harm ; but you won’t care about the job.” 
* * * * a 

‘* Here—you Fun! Nice trick you’ve played me! Good heavens ! 
take away this fiend of yours that you’ve sent me, d’ye hear?” screamed 
St. Dunstan. The good saint’s hair stood bolt upright ; he trembled 
all over; the utmost loathing and horror were depicted in his features ; 
his most trusty and stoutest pair of tongs had fallen from his nerveless 
hand, ‘*I’ve been used to bad ’uns—wicked ’uns—ghastly ’uns—but 
as to having any conception of an enemy of mankind so bad, wicked, 
and ghastly as ¢his—take it away! It has frightened poor Beelzebub 
quite tame, and he’s crept down my neck for protection,” 

* 


* * * a” 
“Hi! Bless my soul! Look here!” yelled Albertus Magnus. 
‘‘Help! I won't have this thing here, I’m frightened of it; I feel 


quite sick ! I’m not used to ig 
‘* Well, I told you ¢Azs fiend would be too much for both of you,” said 


FUN, 

‘‘Yes; wecan put up with ordinary fiends,” they both said ; ‘* but 

such a sickening fiend as ¢4is—who on earth is he, or she?” 
‘Oh, only one of the creatures who have to be summoned for letting 

houses in an unsanitary condition when the cholera is about,” replied 

Fun. ‘* You'll find their names in the police reports.” 











An Erith-metical Question. 


Tue inhabitants of Erith have lately had the audacity to complain 
because the Thames in their neighbourhood is — black, and has a 
most offensive and nauseating odour—so much so that it is feared an 
epidemic will arise there unless some precautions are taken at once, 
Some people are never satisfied. Fortunately, however, no one Erith, 
or, at least, heedeth their appeals. Serve them right—for standing it. 





KING TAWHAIO haz cum over here ona mishun. I heven't inkuered 
what hiz mishun iz, but I shud fancy it haz got something to doo with 


mewsik hauls.—O. E, P. 


























WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 
New Series, No. 30. Arr—** Cousin Susan.” 


IIE little whipper- 
snapper 
Who follows 
me about 
Believes he’s 
neat and 
dapper, 
I haven’t any 
doubt. 
Ilis get up’s very 
dashing, 

His eye-glass 
in his eye; 
Ife thinks that 

me he’s 
** mashing,” 
Although I 
cvon't reply 
To his—Here! 
Hi! Cousin 
Susan, 
Ilave you 
heard the 
latest news? 


Don’t you say you ain’¢ my cousin, =‘? @#t_ dance) 


Or my news I shall refuse. 


There’s France has just presented 
America, I see, 
The biggest ‘‘sculp ” invented, 
It’s christened ** Libertee”’; 
And warm Miss Muller waxes— 
The weather’s warm, you'll note— 
And will not pay her taxes, 
Because she has no vote. 
Here! Hi! Cousin Susan! 
Have you heard the news? (47s and dance) 
They’ve collared bits of furniture, 
Because she wou/d refuse. 


They’ve had a gay regatta 
On Henley’s classic tide; 
That Merchant Shipping matter 
Has just been put aside; 
They strike the noisy pedals, 
And lunch with China man; 
The Queen’s presented medals 
To soldiers from Soudan, 
But here! Hi! Cousin Susan! 
Have you heard the news? (zs and dance) 
The Lords to pass the Franchise Bill 
Decidedly refuse. 


High Harrow’s had its /es/a, 
A speech day (and a drink ?) ; 
The people of Manchesta 
Are lucky dogs, I think; 
It’s jolly fine to be ’um, 
I further would remark— 
They’ve got an Art Museum 
(A new one) in Queen’s Park. 
And here! Hi! Cousin Susan! 
Have you heard the news? (dis and dance) 
’Twas opened by Mundella— 
A proper chap to choose. 


And, oh! I just remember, 
And in the proper place, 

They’ve put off till November 
The Finney-Garmoyle case ; 

They’re trying things that fetter 
A Minister of State; 

But Russell Lovell’s better, 


I’m happy to relate. 
Sut here! Hi! Cousin Susan! 


Have you heard the news? (/is and aance) 
Hallo! She has avoided me, 
By cutting down the mews! 
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SONGS OF THE WATERING PLACES. 
No, I.—BRIGHTON. 





A SONG, a song to Brighton, 
The beautiful, the airy, 
So fair and wide, 

To Sussex pride, 

To London-super-mare ! 


Ye toilers in the dusty dens 
Where money’s made and 
health is lost, 
Ye weilders worn of tired 
pens, 
Come on, nor stay to count 
the cost, 
I’m off to Brighton and the 
sea, 
A very flabby, drooping 
Triton ; 
But come and see what I 
shall be 
Two hours hence, or less, 
at Brighton. 
A song, a song, &c. 


From Hove to Kemp Town, 
four glad miles 
Of promenade and fresh 


ozone, 


If that’s not worth a fellow’s smiles, 
Hie’s hard to please, I hope he'll own. 
Then there’s the West Pier, broad and bright, 
The Grand Hotel for gilded gluttons ; 
For sudden claims of appetite 
There ’s, ever ready, snacks at Mutton’s. 
A song, a song, c, 


For James and ’Tilda, not for me, 

The Sky/ark spreads her swelling sails, 
And offers shilling trips to sea, 

With ali the joys of Channel gales, 
So much the sons of Poplar’s shore, 

And daughters too, find their delight on 
The heaving billows at the Nore, 

Or three miles off the coast of Brightcn, 

A song, a song, ec, 


Then there’s the cool Aquarium, 
Where fishes play the oddest 


pranks, 


From all the oddest places come, 
With mermaids, who are not 


in tanks ; 


Where fewer persons congregate 
The conger eels to fix their 


sight on, 


To dote on devil-fish or skate, 
Than just to see the belles of 


Brighton. 
A song, a song, Xc, 


Come on! When summer’s high 


and hot, 
When winter’s skies are low 
and cold, 


In all the land there’s not a spot 
Where pleasureis more cheaply 


sold. 


When wrinkling worry, carking 


care, 
Has driven me to the verge of 
pity, 


By L. B. and S. C. I’m there 


In ninety minutes from the 
City ! 





Come, come away to Brighton, 
The cheerful and the airy ; 


Cast care aside 
And take a ride 


To London-super-mare. 








_ THE particular commodity which the French people are dealing in 
just now,—Frank-iscense, 

















KNICKNACKS. 


L1 Fonc Pao, the celebrated celestial diplomatist, recently informed 
M. Ferry that China is not 
hostile to France, even a 
little wee morsel. He further 
observed that the Lang-son 
‘*incident” took place 
without Li Hung Chang 
knowing anything about 
it. Chinese politicians are 
not more remarkable for 
their veracity than those 
of other nations, therefore 
we wonder if Li meant truth 
on this occasion, or whether 
he was merely working his 
level best for his country 
and the other Li, by men- 
dacities. 








THE Lang-son ‘“ inci- 
dent”’ is as galling to the 
Gauls as the Laing’s Nek 
‘‘ incident ” was to us, and proves that French soldiers are not invincible 
when confronted by Chinese regulars, 











HOWEVER matters turn out eventually, we trust that the French | 
Government will not insist that poor Li Hung Chang be Li Hung} 
c-hanged. This Li Hung Chang, by the way, is no relation to the cele- | 
brated show giant, who was so frequently drawn while he was quartered 


in London. 


THE Z2mfs says, ‘* Chinese do not know how to observe treaties.” 
They would bea considerably more honest nation than Europe possesses 
if they did, 





THE Marquis of Lorne informed us lately that ‘‘ In the old days it was 
said that boys were taught to speak the truth and to ride.” It is diffi- 
cult to judge how far back the noble Marquis dates; but we recollect 
when it was the fashion to ‘‘ horse” boys who were of too poetic a turn 
of mind. A wooden quadruped was used to assist in the lessons, the 
memory of which has not been effaced from us up to now. 


Lots of wonderful things were taught in the good old days besides 
the difficult arts of speaking the truth and riding. After youths had left 
school and entered sternly into the business of life, kindly employers 
would try to inculcate habits of thrift and economy, by insisting on their 
juvenile employés going without their dinners; such indulgences being 
called costly, and a waste of time. Cobbett, who was a very good moral 
teacher, once engaged a lad as an amanuensis, a position for which he 
at first seemed qualified. On the clerkly youth expressing a rather strong 
desire one day to go out and have some dinner, Cobbett whispered softly 
in his ear, saying, *‘ Let the dinner you must wait upon to-day have your 
constant services, then, for you and I shall never agree.” The wicked 
hungry one tearfully had his dinner of bread and cold trotters; but it 
did not agree with him any better than his master did, which served the 
lad quite rightly for his insufferably scandalous conduct, 


‘‘LAwks a mussy! Who'd have thought it?” Nobody can say 
that English justice is not tempered tenderly to the atrocious criminal 
now. ‘* Mercy,” please accept our congratulations for actually going so 
far out of your way as to reduce a sentence of fifteen years’ penal servi- 
tude, inflicted for the heinous crime of stealing fowls, to TEN, 


Two hundred and ninety-three persons were killed while trespassing 

on the various railway lines of the United Kingdom during the year 
1883, but only four donkeys met with sudden death from the same cause. 
Yet wise man feels insulted if he is called an ass—even by his ownest 
own, ——- 
THE report that hailstones the size of goose eggs recently fell at 
Aschulfy, in Russia, is supposed to have been hatched by an addle- 
pated party who was well pelted, for a misdemeanour, with genuine but 
ancient productions of domestic fowls, It is astonishing what wild 
mistakes some people make, 


THE leaves of Mr. Henry Rose’s ‘‘ Biographical Sketch” of Mr. 
Henry George, the agitator, are likely to be turned over by a consider- 
able number of people. Some investigators who differ with Mr. George’s 
political opinions are certain to cry out, and run to tell their big brothers 


directly a few thorns stick into them. Then won’t there be a rare hubbub 
raised again ? 
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Radical Peers. | f 


Mr. LABOUCHERE asked Mr. Gladstone last week 
If Radical peers he would try to create, | | 
In order to baffle the Tory peers’ clique, 
And keep them from thwarting Reform in the State ; 
But surely friend Labby has somehow forgot | 
That when men are made peers they to Rank always bow. | 
His notion’s a bit inconsistent, is’t not ? | 
A Radical peerage would seem a strange lot— 
The Lords are a radical blot enough now, 








The Eyes Have It. 
‘WHOM the gods love die young,” ’ 
But pupils of the eye 
Upon a notable plan have hit 
To win longevity. 


tis writ; 


For ’t is by linking their lot with tears 
Olympus shows its hate; 

In the meanwhile purchase they length of years, 
Contracting to di(e)-late. 





Re Randolph. 


IT is said that *f Lord Randolph, on returning to his duties 
in Parliament, stated that he had not been seriously ill. 
The nature of his indisposition is supposed by some to have 
been political.” 

AH, yes! politically Lord R. C. 
Has, we regret to say, been very ill ; 
He had a fever first, and raved at G., 
But his reception was so cool that he 
Then suffered from a very nasty ‘‘ chill,” 
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Hull-eau ! ut) Gh BY SS 
THE Duke of Argyll, at the close of his speech on the VV i Np ded \ Vy dye i 
'Franchise Bill the other night, sat down upon a glass of 4 " 4 jee Siaay 
) water from which he had been drinking. Persons who kK \ wy) Vy 7 . ' = iy ‘ \ AOU, 
. ° y - “ ie , \" “< \ \ ' , Ya \ 
| Ar-gyll-less might perhaps exclaim, ‘‘ What a verre-y awk- ) AAA Jy NN yl, nal Cj . WV ae FAL 





ward man his Grace must be!” But he isn’t. 


THE LONG AND THE SHORT OF IT. 


| RE ETE Rin 


; 


Stumpy.— Wr’LL HAVE TO PLAY ONE MAN SHORT ON SATURDAY.” 
Longarm,—‘‘ AH! THEN WE MAY COUNT ON YOUR PRESENCE, AT ANY 
RATE, OLD Man,” 


THE fact of our being mere clay accounts for more people 
getting cracked in hot weather than in cold, and also accords 
a fair reason why every human being dislikes being daked, 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAY, ze 4 July.—Milor Salisbury se/on Milor Granville have been 
making archery sketches vat you call drawing ze bow vich is long. Like 
ze peacock, he sink lots of himself and his tale is ver pretty, but zare is 


to be turn-Cotes and Duffers. Milor Granville must reverse ze Proverde 
Italitnne. It sall be ** Sz den trovate é non é vero.” Sir Harcourt tell 





| now it is ver good business—vill he stand a coolers? vzentét I stand 


nozzink in ze tale zat ze Government Vips told Mr. Cotes and Mr. Duff 


'ze Commons he desire to say few vords on public business. I say just 


‘undare. It is not ze business of ze public house he mean. Ze Govern- | 


ment desire to take ze night of Tuesday from private Membares. Ven 
ze cat she is avay, ze mice he vill have a larks, Ze Premier, poor old 
chappies, is not vat you say up to Richards. Mr. Ashmead Bartletts 
sink he vill carry on. Ze Espikare say if he do not dry up sharp he vill 
notice his conduct. I say, ‘‘ Mr. Espikare, ole man! Do nozzink of ze 


kind—it is beneaz your notice.”’ 


down on ze London Government Bill. Sir Dilke come down on Torrens 
also on ze Vestries. ‘* Just like you Radicals,” say an alderman to me, 


**down on all Vestried Interests.” 
Monday.—To-nightze House of Lords is full o’ peers, zat is, appears full. 


kick out ze leetle stranger, but, 7a foi! zey vill hurt zemself ze most. 
Milor Cairns move amendment. Ze noble lords are not, he say, to be 
threatened into passing measures. As ze man say of ze pint pot viz ze 
bottoms out, zis measure is incomplete. Ze Duke of R. Gyll support ze 
Bill, but ze Earl of Jersey (I suppose he is so call because he use to 
vear one at Lillie Bridge, vare he vas ze Jersey Lillie Bridge) oppose 
it. Zareisannozare Richmond also in ze field—ze Duke from ze Vood 
vich is good. Ze debate is adjourn. Mr. Labouchere sink ze Constitu- 
tion is like ze bridge of Putney, and reqvire new peers. Ze Bradlaugh 
var cry is becoming a leetle ancient. Thomas ze truthfuls may play ze 
new card to more advantage. Down vit ze Peers, and up vit—— Bebe 
Ve go in Committee on Army Estimates. 
Tuesday.—Milor Carnarvon sink ze class government vich ze Franchise 





He say he sink so tree, It is so jolly | 
sultry everybody vish for rain. Ve getit. In ze House Torrens come | 


Milor Kimberley bring in ze leetle Franchise Bill. Ze noble lords may | 


Bill vill establish vill not be first-class. He object to ze Billingsgate 
vich have been use regarding ze Lords. Pourguoi, milor? Zey have be- 
have fishy tovards it. MJainf/enant, at ze wd | of ze Peers Franchise Bil! 
disappears. Sir Dilke and Joe Corkhouse go have drinks, ze Lords have 
play into zeir hands. In ze Commons Mr. MacFarlane considare ze 
Sheriff Court at Partree ven it send to prison ze tacksman Martin vas on 
ze vrong tack, as vell as ze vrong tackman. All ve can hear from ze 
Lord Advocate is **Macloud,” but ve reqvest Maclouder. Regarding 
ze Mecca collision ze Membare for Glasgow and her son, zat is, Ander- 
son. demand if ze Portuguese Government have Meccan apology ? 

Vennisday.—Mr. Jim Louder zink ze drainage of ze House sould be 
seen to; a present it is only smelt to, Ze Espikare suggest Committee 
of Drainage. I say, to be sewer—I am on ze jobs, and I go have a 
drain all at ze vonce. 

Sursday.—Great joy among ze partridges. Zey can sit on zcir nests 
in safety, for ze peers vill have to sit on ze Voolsack. No end of rows 
in ze Commons. Randy Randiloquent. Sir Hicks Beach sinks ze Pre- 
sident of ze Local Board not above board. Ze Premier try to patch up 
ze row and approach ze Distant Shore, I go say Beach, 








ee 


A YOUNG LADY, by displaying great ability and indomitable industry, 
has gained the degree of Master of Arts. When her own heart is mas- 
tered by a lover (which it may be at present—let us hope so), and she 
consequently and subsequently gets married, will domestics have to call 
her master or mistress ? 





A CRUEL rumour is flying round with the aid of scandal’s pleasantly- 
coloured wings—viz., that the Queen of Holland has been seen at 
Xissengen taking a ‘‘bus.” This conduct is not considered by the other 
crowned heads of Europe to be the Dutch cheese—at all—at all. 





WHICH is the quickest way to get to the Health Exhibition ?—By 
rail, Take a third-class ticket and get there in a second. 
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HIS SHARPEST SKIRMISH. 


Major! YOU'VE SEEN SOME SERVICE, 
Horrest ACTION YOU WERE EVER IN?” 


OF PROMISE,” 





Sub (to the Mayor, just returned from Egypt with the V.C.).—‘* BY JOVE, 
WHICH DO YOU CONSIDER THE 


The Major.—‘** ONE IN THE (JUEEN’S BENCH YEARS AGO—FOR BREACH 


A Ticket for Love. 


I’m aware that I haven’t a heart, 
But am perfectly sure of its whereabouts ; 
I could point out the place on a chart, 
| For ’t is where my heart’s LOVE is—or thereabouts. 
The earth’s not a very big ball, 
And the most of its surface of water is, 
So ’tis not a hard thing at all 
To discover where any one’s daughter is. 


| 


I know to what place I can write, 
And I know when my letter ’Il be reaching her ; 
I fervently hope that the sight 
Of my words that she loves will be teaching her, 
| I'll post my note to her to-day, 
| And await the reply with anxiety ; 
And if she should give me a §‘ Nay,” 
I will fly what the world calls ‘* Society.” 


* a aa * 


She ’s written !—one word—but ’tis ‘‘ Yes! ” 


How delightful is loving mortality! 
Life looks fair and good with success, 

When before ’t was all sham and rascality. 
I ’ve lived—and I’ve loved—not in vain: 

I have done with all cynical snappiness ; 
I’m off by the very next train, 

And my FAIR is the ticket for happiness! 





Fire-iron-y. 
To poker, shovel, tongs, 
Which bask before my fire, 
In great degree belongs 
The comfort of their buyer. 


But, to a feeling heart, 
Their service loses splendour, 
When, having played their part, 
They lie about their vendor (fender). 


| Epigram., 
A MAN has been sentenced to one year’s imprisonment for 
stealing a yacht. 


Now, no one need be less surprised than he ; 
He stole a yacht, and found himself at sea. 











NEW LEAVES. 


THE Boy's Own Paper, summer number, and Sunlight,” the summer 
number of the Gir/’s Own Paper, are both highly praiseworthy produc- 
tions. The readers of the latter will be pleased with the pages of portraits 
of the authors and authoresses who so constantly contribute to their en- 
joyment. 

The July numbers of these journals are good, as usual, and the Leisure 
Hour, and Sunday at Home, are equally good. 

Longeman's has the beginning of a new story by Bret Harte, and a 
good beginning too, 

Household Words is always full of healthy literature, and an abundance 
of good useful information. The summer number of this journal contains 
a series of excellent stories. 

The Cenfury.—Without wishing to make any invidious distinction 
where all are so good, we may point to Mr. Harry Fenn’s illustrations 
to ** Scenes of Hawthorne’s Romances”’ as specially deserving of notice. 
St, Nicholas is full of charming work, which we do not venture to 
particularize. ‘There is a fine fascinating frontispiece. 

The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion contains numerous fresh varieties of 
costume. 





| 
| 


} 
| 


} 


The Journal of Decorative Art.—To both students and operators of 
decorative art this journal must be a boon. 

Pitman’s Musical Monthly, beyond its other attractions, has a fas- 
cinating portrait of Miss Fortescue. 

The Lnglish llustrated——The ‘* Unsentimental Journey through 
Cornwall” iscompleted. The ‘‘ Royal Collection of Miniatures at Wind- 
sor” is interesting. The other contents are attractive. 





Ready Shortly. Price One Shilling. 


THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, 


By One who does not Believe in Him, 


AND OTHER SKETCHES 


By J. F. SULLIVAN. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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*‘ Geordie's gaun to the Healtheries !"’ 





But his mither’s efther him! 


GEORDIE AT THE HEALTH EXHIBITION. 








** Puir auld body!’ 














THE GREAT REFORM. 
TIME—Zhe Dawn of Reason and Sustice in Men. 
FirsT AGITATED ENGLISHMAN, Oh, woe! Oh, rash and ill-considered 
step ! 
Oh, end of As It Should Be, and oh, dawn 
Of social havoc and domestic chaos ! 
They’ve done it in assembled Parliament 
SECOND A, E, Too well I wot that thou dost criticise 
The passing of the Female Suffrage Bill. 
First A, E, Thou hast a wife? 
Seconp A, E, I have. 
First A, E, 
As duty prompted ? 
Oh, she did—she did ! 
She planned the morrow’s joint—conc:rned herselt 
With pastry, and the number of thy collars 
That hied them to the wash; when eventide 
Merged into night, she mixed thy cheerful grog. 
The milkman knew her step—the butcher’s boy 
Dwelt on her words—the baker—— 
Oh, I pray you 
Call up these reminiscences no further ! 
SECOND A, E, (72 ahard and grating voice terrible in its evidence of 
despair) And now—and NOW, I tell thee that thy socks 
Shall pine undarned ; the morrow’s joint, unplanned, 
Shall fade upon the butcher’s cruel hook ; 
The name of ** pastry ” shall be Greek to thee ; 
And for one dozen collars that shall find 
Their friendless way, uncounted, to the wash, 
One shall return to thee a grisly wreck 
Of iron-moulded raggedness and stains ! 
The milkman, butcher, baker, tearless-orbed, 
With hollow hopelessness shall wait her step 
For aye and ever: for she has a vote ! 
But where the polling-booth’s destroying pile 
Rears its unhallowed pride, her hand shall grasp 
The cross-recording pen that layeth waste. 
Now shall she hover round the candidate, 
Now head a deputation to the Office 
For Home Afifairs— 
First A. E, Oh, Jones, I know it all! 
Vainly I strove to keep the news from her 
Of hot debates upon this burning question 
That racked the House—concealed the Daily News, 
And hid the 7e/egraph beneath the rug. 
Vainly I urged (a thing I have not done 
For many years) extensive purchases 
Of beige and poplin, serge and grenadine, 
Of rubies, pearls, and eighteen carat gold. 
She routed out the columns of debates, 
She raved of man’s oppression, and of votes, 
And now——! 


She darned thy socks 


SECOND A, E, 


First A, E. 








| SECOND A. E, 


And now—Hark how the citizens 
Chant forth the dirge of domesticity ! 


SECOND A, E, 


Chorus of Miserable Englishmen :— 


Climbs o’er the thimble’s tarnished dome the ivy drear ; 
Lonely, the beetle shuns the range where all is cold. 
Free through the pantry tabbies roam, and know not fear, 
Slowly the uncooked piecrusts change from new to old ! 
Omen of ill, oh, Women’s Franchise Bill! 
Depressing fact, oh, Female Suffrage Act ! [A short time elapses, 
SECOND A. E, Give thee good day! Come in and drain a cup, 
My wife, a model for all earthly spouses, 
Whose very step is home—whose every act 
Is concentrated domesticity— 
Will make thee cheer, the sphere of womanhood, 
First A. E. Thou hast a wife ? 
Oh, yes—a perfect wife ! 
Our simple home, a bonnet now and then 
Absorb her— 
I have just another such ; 
And were it not for her I’d take thine offer, 
But she awaits me, 


First A, E. 


Once at home, I rest 
From thoughts of stock and share, of corn and tallow, 
Of Parliament and votes—Ah, by the way, 
Lid they not pass, some little time ago, 
Some Bill or other giving women votes ? 
SEconD A, E, Well, now you speak of it, I think they did ; 
And twenty British dames, accustomed all 
To speak at meetings, used the privilege, 








Barraud, Barrett, and Chatterton, 


Mr. BARRAUD has produced some — protege pictures of 
Mr. Wilson Barrett as Chatterton. hese touching, though not too 
much ‘‘touched-up” pictures, are natural as life, But what have we 
to do with sentiment? Poor Chatterton, in No. 1, tries hard to poison 
himself by sucking his pen, but the smell from a tallow candle, placed 
in a prominent position near his nose, revives him for the time, In 
No. 2 Chatterton has opened his trunk (we mean his box, of course), 
and scattered about his MSS, recklessly ; the patches on the knees of 
his breeches even are bursting with suppressed emotion. He contem- 
plates removing his head from his trunk perhaps, but changes his mind, 
Yet the tragic end is approaching, and is depicted in No. 3, which shows 
the morbidly-minded lad defunct, killed by his own hand, and stretched 
upon his humble pallet, looking innocent and beautiful. According to 
Mr. Barraud’s pictures, Chatterton in his poverty did not neglect ablu- 
tionary arrangements ; and his washerwoman must have trusted him, 
for his linen is scrupulously clean, and affords an agreeable contrast to 
the collars and cuffs of some of our rising young authors of the present 
day. Tender-hearted girls give pretty little sniffs as they gaze at the 
pictures of Wilson Barrett Chatterton, Esq, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE NOVELTY.—Travestie, or 
burlesque proper, enjoying a re- 
vived popularity just now, it was 
not to be expected that so pro- 
mising a subject as Messrs. Conway 
and Carr’s successful drama, Ca//ed 
Back, should be allowed to escape. 
Accordingly, a version ot the woes 
and excitements of Pauline and 
Gilbert has been produced here 
with the somewhat arbitrary title, 
The Scalded Back, somewhat arbi- 
trarily worked up to, 


The author, Mr. W. Yardley, 
has not been extraordinarily suc- 
cessful: he has relied for fun al- 
most solely on the imitations of the 
original exponents of the charac- 
ters. Monotony would be the 
certain result of this in any case, 
‘Tus Lycrum.—Muiss Terry as a Musi- and as the imitation of Mr. Bellew 

CIAN—PLAYING A VIOLA, by Mr. Nicholls is ‘‘ not a bit like 

it” in voice, although in action 

and attitude it is very comically exact ; and as Miss Venne has scarcely 

perfected her burlesque of Miss Lingard’s deliberate utterance and studied 

attitudes, although she’s nearly ‘‘ got it,” monotony sets in rather too 
early to be pleasant, and refuses to leave till the piece is finished. 








Mr. H. W. Lambert makes the all-round best mark of the lot. Nature 
has gifted him with the requisite lankness, and he has caught Mr, Beer- 
bohm-Tree’s manner very happily : he follows him point after point with 
unfailing success, and if his performance seems to miss fire somewhat, it 
is because he suffers, as his companions suffer, from the prevailing bald- 
ness and pointlessness of the dialogue. 

Mr. W. I. Denny does not attempt any close imitation of Mr. Anson; 
but he makes some fun out of the part, and contributes his share to the 
humorous rendering of a comic song, ‘* We know all about that,” sung 
; with Mr, Nicholls, Messrs, F. Kerr, H. Eversfield, and Miss Lesley 
Bell play small parts exceptionally well. 





The writing of the piece is not without humour—a burlesque version 
of ** For ever and for ever,” principally from the clever rendering of 
Miss Venne and Mr, Nicholls though, caused considerable amusement, 
and gained a hearty encore: a chess song, sung by Miss Venne, has 
fancy, though it is handicapped by an unpleasant tune; and “It isa 
, long worm that has no turning ” is a funny expression. 





wee eee 


A funnier line, though, is one which runs, ‘‘ With her I could live, 
; Without her wither.” It’s almost a pity that Mr. Burnand should have 
invented it years and years ago, and put it into a burlesque, called 7he 
| Beast and the Heauty, at the Royalty. I daresay Mr. Yardley meant 
no harm, and didn’t know how he came by it, but the line had an odd 
; effect on me. It suddenly and quite unexpectedly called up (called 
back, if you like) the faces of two who have long gone over to the great 
majority—merry Patty Oliver (who was the Beauty), and the droll 
Dewar (who 
| was the Beast). 
I saw a whole 
string of merry 
** Royalty bur- 
lesques ” (as 
they were call- 
ed)in my mind’s 
eye before I 
could drag my- 
self back to the 
resent, and 
ow we do 
things now. 
With a little 
working up, I 
should think 
The Scalded 
Back, or Comin 
Scars—to give 
it its full title—might be made funny enough to pass an hour merrily, 
' but it is not a grand effort. 








Tue Noverty.—Pavuiing Map ANnb Giceert Buinp—Ovt 
OF SIGHT AND OvuT oF MIND, 








[ue OLyMpic (Morning),—A three-act play, with the curious cha- 








racteristic of being exceptionally strong in its two first acts, and excep- 
tionally weak in its third, was produced here on the 11th, It was an 
adaptation of Mr. W. D. Howells’s novel, ‘* A Foregone Conclusion ; 

and Mr. W. Poel, who, as he responded to a call for the author, I take 
the liberty of supposing is the adaptor, calls it Priest or Lainter, The 
former title was so applicable to the state of things at the end of the 
second act, that the last act was quite superfluous. A little gathering 
together of the threads at the end of the second act (or this might end 
with the second scene, and a third act be made out of the remainder), 
and a good strong drama would be the result. The main idea is an ex- 
cellent one, and story and characterization alike are powerful and original 


in the extreme. 


Except that Mr. Poel chose to appear in the principal part himself— 
a task for which he proved himself in every way unfitted—the cast was 
very good, Mr. Macklin’s performance was careful and eminently 
natural throughout, and Mrs, Macklin, in addition to possessing a pleasing 
presence, is an actress of high intelligence and truthful expression : she 
played Florida Vervain with much tenderness and grace. 


Miss Fanny Addison's Mrs. Vervain was simply delightful ; a more 
enchanting bit of real comedy has not been seen this many and many a 
day ; the delicious freshness and piquancy of it are quite indescribable 
—rich, without a shade of exaggeration, and as delicate as the bloom on 
a peach withal, For this one piece of acting the play is well worth 
putting into the evening bills somewhere. Miss Addison mustn’t let us 
loose this character. We were all immensely pleased with it and her, 
and didn't conceal our emotion one bit. I split my gleves at least three 
times in the energy of applause, and Miss Addison looked quite happy 
and jolly about it all. It was very pleasant, I assure you. 





Mr. Poel had endeavoured to strenghten the last act—which is purely 
episodical, and 
simply relates to 
the _reconcilia- 
tion of two ob- 
viously slightly- 
parted lovers— 
by the introduc- 
tion of some of 
the slighter cha- 
racters from the 
novel, these be- 
ing strongly 
marked and ori- 
ginal as well as 
amusing, serve 
to ward off ab- 
solute tedium, 
but of course are 
really valueless 
for the purpose 
intended, being mere sketches. They gave an opportunity on this occa- 
sion, however, for the presentation of an admirably interpreted little bit 


of character by Mr. Fuller Mellish, quiet, but firm and assured. 





THe Nove._ty.—PogL puTS THE KR&TTLE ON. 


M. Lubimoft appeared as a vengeful gondolier, much to the delight of 
sundry who suddenly recognized him from aloft. His make-up was 
good in a broadly picturesque way, and he acted inoffensively. 


—os 





A “new comic drama,” Adsence of Mind, commenced the proceedings 
and served the useful purpose of showing Messrs. Medwin, Mellish, and 
Merridew, and Miss Pattie Blanchard (who made a creditable first 
appearance in London) bravely struggling with adversity. 


Nops AND WINKS.—They’ve had their ‘‘ last night of the season” at 
the Royal Victoria Coffee Hall, they finished up with the Maori King, 
and now they ’ve closed till September for ‘‘ decorative repairs,” after 
which they hope to see crowds decoratively repair to their entertain- 
ments for the rest of time.—JZes Cloches de Corneville, with Miss St. 
John and Mr. Sheil Barry in the characters identified with them will be 
the next thing at the Empire.—Mr. Brookfield opens at the Haymarket 
on the 9th prox.—Mr. Edward Terry puts in a reappearance at the 
Gaiety on the 28th inst, he will put up Mr. Pinero’s Rocket.—Miss 
Lillian Russell not having been measured for the part of Black-Eyed 
Susan at the Alhambra, finds it doesn’t fit, and has handed it back to 
the management to be given to somebody who doesn’t object to cast-off 
garments.—Mr. Derrick’s Confusion reached its four hundredth repre- 
sentation at the Vaudeville the other night : the heat has been so great, 
and the houses so big, that I should not be surprised to con-fusion among 
the audience too.—The English version of Za Passionaria, called The 
Voman and the Law, will form Mr. Barrett’s programme on his forth- 
coming tour, which commences on the 28th inst. NESTOR. 
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Compromise, or - —? | 


No sooner had those clever Peers, 
With sneers, thrown out the Franchise Bill, 
Than straightway they were moved by fears, 
They ‘‘funked ” and felt extremely ill : 
They saw the people they disdained, | 
In rather awkward numbers rise, | 
And feebly they, with bosoms pained, 
Exclaimed, ‘*Oh! would it not be wise 
To Compromise ?”’ 
But bold Lord S, 
Mocked their distress, 
And said, ‘‘A fig for Compromise !” 


** Good gracious ! have we gone too far?” 
These Peers in trembling accents cried ; 
“* The People will our glory mar, 
Their discontent spreads far and wide ; 
They call us ‘ fossils,’ checks, and blocks ! 
Do you not hear their angry cries ? 
Our old Nobility it shocks ! 
Oh, some escape let’s pray devise, 
Say, Compromise ! 
Do show us how 
To stop this row ! 
Oh, please, Lord S., let’s compromise !”’ 


But still the Marquis heeded not 
The pleadings of his brother peers, 
Their sufferings moved him not a jot, 
Nor was he melted by their tears. 
** Shall 7,” said he, ‘* who lead the van, 
For all my ‘ Jingo ’-struck allies, 
Bow down before the Grand Old Man, 
(A creature whom we all despise) 
And Compromise? 
Noble birth, 
Like mine, is worth 
A Conquest—not a Compromise !” 


No! 


They knew his obstinacy well, 
His blatant brag, and bluster, too; 
These qualities they could not quell, 
So what were these poor Peers to do? 
And, lo, they wait their bitter doom, 
With tear-drops welling from their eyes, 
For Salisbury won’t dispel their gloom, 
Nor soothe their sad, repentant sighs, 
By Compromise. 
They weep to know 
Their House must go, 
Unless they shortly Compromise ! 








QUITE A TAKE IN. 


Photographer.—** WELL, PAT, WILL YOU HAVE YOURSELF ‘TAKEN’ 
To-pAy ? WE WON’T KERP YOU MORE THAN A Few MINUTES.” 

Pat (with a lively recollection of the Police Cell),—** BEGORRA, THIN, THE 

}  £AST TIME I WAS TAKEN, SURE I WAS KEPT IN ALL NIGHT, SO I was.” 











MADAME TUSSAUD’S NEW EXHIBITION 
BUILDING. 


THE magnificent structure erected by Messrs. Tussaud in the Maryle- 
bone Road, has been built principally to give human beings a better 
chance than they have had hitherto of 
studying human nature through the medium 
of wax. Messrs. Tussaud state that the 
New Exhibition is not more than a “‘stone’s 
throw” from the late gallery in Baker 
Street. We will not dispute this point, 
for, since marriage, we have given up all 
athletic sports, except occasional walking 
matches against time, performed by night 
with a teething baby in our arms. These 
pedestrian feats are sometimes varied by 
our having to climb stairs rapidly to pat 
children on the back who are suffering from 
whooping-cough, or to spank our eldest 
son, who persists in seeing ghosts at inter- 
vals, and howls dismally when he does so. 
Yes! taking our want of training and 
practice into consideration, we doubt our ability to fling a ‘* six-ounce 
granite” from the deserted saloons in Baker Street to the palatial halls 
in Marylebone Road; but we have only to pelt Tussaud’s Show with 
praise, so muscular exertion is not required. . 

The new building (which has a frontage of four hundred feet) is of 
red brick, and bears its blushing honours with Italian grace. The glass 
domes—and there are six of them, if you please,—are not quite so high 


as St. Paul's, but they tower to a considerable height, and glisten 
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invitingly in the sunlight, seemingly asking the public to drop in and 
see what is beneath them, 

The grand staircase of white marble was the property of Baron 
Grant, and cost the trifling sum of fifteen thousand pounds, A tale 
goes about that the Baron came down it in a hurry one morning, slip- 
ping on a piece of orange peel. The Baron being both hurt and 
annoyed, told his butler to take the slippery ‘‘ arrangement in marble” 
away and sell it. We don’t know whether the story is true or not, but 
are certain that Messrs, Tussaud secured the cool white steps for 
** yellow boys.” 

The proprietors are going to add several novelties to their show. An 
important one will be dining-rooms, where visitors, nervous or other: 
wise, will be able to fortify themselves with tasty dishes and sparkling 
wine before feasting on the *‘ Horrors.” In conclusion, we may safely 
state that Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition is the only place in the world 
where a policeman can be found directly he is wanted. Youthful 
matrons lead their peccant offspring to Tussaud’s constable, and ask 
him to take them away; but the ae merely stares at both mothers 
and children with serene dignity, for his cranium is formed from a pro- 
duct of the busy bee, 








A Cur-sory Remark, 


A CONSERVATIVE Society sheet says that all Liberals and Radicals are 
‘‘curs.” Fortunately, so vulgar a method of expression is (even among 
Conservatives) of rare oc-cur-rence. 





——— 








Two things in bad odour just now—the House of Peers and the | 
Thames. The only difference between them is that the latter 7s useful. | 
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‘You knows yer way to the 'Ouse ?’ says he. 


Mr. Labbycheer he beckoned me hin an’ gives me these ‘ere things. 
‘ These ‘ere’s yer orders, 


~ Tus: 


Poplar, or wot.’ ' says he. 
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Perplexity of a worthy constable. He had,‘ run him in’, regularly for fifteen years ; 
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‘Wich ‘ouse?' sz ays . 
Wich I've always got my orders for the ’ouse of the pany before.” 
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but he supposed it wouldn't do now he had become a peer. 
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Mrs. Bull—“ AND THERE YOU 
























































(See Cartoon ) 
Iv was a naughty little Peer, 
Though it feels proud and strong, 
To go and rudely interfere 
With other lads was wrong, 
It was a very wicked boy 
To seize and wantonly destroy 


The Bill that’s Master Gladstone's joy ! 


When little boys of high degrce 
Deserve some punishment, 
At any rate, they ought to be 
Into the corner sent. 
And if each bad young gentleman 
Got five birch strokes, or even ten, 
It might better for them then. 


And till they promise evermore 
Unseemly ways to shun, 

And say that they are sorry for 
The mischief they have done, 


They ought to keep that corner-place, 


Since no one wants to see the face 
Of any urchin in disgrace. 





CORNERED—IN DISGRACH. 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 


New Series, No. 31. Arr—‘‘ Mary Kelly's Beau.” 
F course you read 
the dailies 
Whenever 
you’ve a 
chance, 

And so you know 
how pale is 
Eich face you 

meet in 
France ; 
Of Cholera pros- 
| tration 
. They heard a 
case one day, 


\ “And so the 

startled nation 

Has up and run 
away, 

I had this news of 

Mary, who 

reads the 





dailies too, 
And travelsround 
the country to 
see what people do. 
She pokes her nose in everywhere, and bothers people so ; 
And if a thing has happened, boys, why—Mary’s sure to know, 


The *‘ Healthy” Exhibition, 
Upon this very date, 
Will charge ten bob admission 
Unto the ev’ning te, 
To benefit (it’s stated) 
The Hospitals, no less ; 
And Cleveland’s nominated 
For President, U.S, 
And Salisbury with Gladstone has got into a pet ; 
For even he can almost see that Gladdy beats him yet. 
And if you don’t believe it, to Mary you must go, 
And seek corroboration, boys, for Mary’s sure to know. 


The Prince of Wales and § Missis ” 
Have had a merry time ; 
(If disrespectful this is, 
Its owing to the rhyme). 
To Redhill, Putney, suavely, 
And Bethnal Green they bore ; 
They stood it all quite bravely, 
And then went to Stan—more ! 

Miss Cragie made for Primrose Hill, in spite of Special Acts ; 
3efore she starts as demagogue she’d better master facts. 
And p’r’aps she will excuse us if this hint to her we throw 

Ask Mary, Miss, another time, for Mary’s sure to know. 


They’ve shot, since they began it, 
All day at Wimbledon— 
Our shooting’s at a planct-— 
We do not use a gun ; 
And so we feel unable 
To criticize the shots, 
And will not swell the Babel 
Adjudicating pots. 
The friends of Madame Tussaud will please to note she’s moved ; 
The Porte—it 7s so funny !—will have to be reproved— 
The Foreign Postal System it wants to overthrow ; 
They won t—you just ask Mary—for Mary’s sure to know, 


The Harrow Boys, and Eton, 
Assembled on the lawn, 
By rain again were beaten— 
Their cricket match was ‘*drawn”’; 
The Franchise Bill’s a handle 
For raising questions vexed ; 
And Ireland has ‘‘a scandal ”— 
My word! whatever next ! 
Now, these are all the topics I care to touch upon, 
And these are all the topics I think you'll care to con ; 
If I’ve omitted any, you’d better tell me so, 
Or get them out of Mary—for Mary’s sure to know. 








| further conversation is carried on by means of pokes in the ribs, and othe 


teense 














for Mr. “ Jingo” Blaine in the hope that he will declare war against 
England. 
plode Mr, Blaine’s chances of success, 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





THE QUEST. 


Mr. INVER Leepe. Hooray! Health at last! Come on, old man, 
let’s break all our physic bottles, and sow all the pills, and see if they'll 
come up as peas—— 

Mr. De.tey Kirr. I’m on! And discharge the bath-chair men for 
ever ; and go somewhere where the doctor can’t send his bill—— 

Mr. INVER Leepe. And have all sorts of indigestable things for 
breakfast ; and light the fire with our crutches. It doesn't matter whas 
we do now, as we've only to go off to the Health Exhibition, and get 
cured for good. 

Mr. DELLEY KITT, Exactly. 
regularly through the whole affair, or it won’t do us any good. 
being with these papers all about unsanitary houses. * * * 
dear, do you know, I seem to have come over quite faint like—— 

Mr. INVER LEEDE, By Jingo! you do look dreadfully pale. 

Mr. DELLEY KITT. Well, so do you, for the matter of that. 

Boru. The fact is, this awful list of horrible risks that one runs from 
drains and all that has given me quite a turn, I wish I had saved one 
bottle of that physic of mine to bring with me. 

Mr. INVER LEEDE, Never mind; let us have a nip of brandy, and 
take the next of the course. There is the electric machine room. Good 
Heavens! what a dreadful glare. Hi! policeman, which is the way 
out? Here, Kitt, give us a hand—I can’t see. 

Mr, DELLEY Kirt, My dear fellow, no more can I, Let’s feel our 
way to the Chinese—by Jove! there’s not much difficulty in finding ¢/at 


with that dreadful noise of the Chinese band! (A/ter this point, all 


Here we are; I suppose we must go 
Let's 
Oh, 


arbitrary stens.) Weavens! the noise has suddenly ceased. 
Mr. INVER LEEDE. So it has! So have allother sounds. Why, the 
drums of my ears have gone pop! 





It’s evidently a 


Never mind, 
violent remedy, this Health Exhibition ; no doubt we shall suddenly 


Mr. Da_iey Kirt. So have mine, 


find ourselves in robust health at the door of exit. Now let us get some- 
body to lead us to the Chinese dining-room, and go through the course 
of Chinese dishes, Isn’t this dog rather tough? I suppose it’s the 
thing to bolt these rats whole in their skins? * * * Oooh | help! 
I’ve such dreadful pains all over—it’s violent indigestion. 

Mr. INVER LEEDE. So have I; I believe it’s all over with me. 
Please, policeman, be so good as to lead us to the railway station as 
quickly as possible, so that we may get home and make our wills. 

Mr. Detiey Kitt. What a fearful crush there is for the train! 
There—what was that report? That’s the only sound I’ve heard since 
the Chinese band. 

Mr. INVER LEEDE. Yes, that was one of my ribs that went, There 
go the rest—— 

Mr, Deviey Kirt. All mine have gone long ago. Don't you think 
we had better yive up all notion of getting in the train—hullo! I can’t. 
I’ve got carried by the crowd, and now I’m between two buffers, and 
there go all my other bones. 

- - 7” . o 

Mr, INVER LEEDE. Well, I’m glad to be home again, I must con- 
fess. Do you feel regularly set up by the Health Exhibition ? 

Mr. De_iey Kitt. Well—no; I can’t say I do altogether. I shall 
try to fit the pieces of those physic bottles together again, and order a 
lot more. 

Mr, INVER Legpe, And I'll go and dig up those pills, 
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Reason to Com-Blaine. 
THe dynamite party in the States intend, it is said, to vote “ solid ” 


One thing is certain, the dynamite dastards will help to ex- 
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EKNICKNACKS. 


JusTIce is not so excruciatingly severe in Imperial Austria on mur- 
derous Anarchists as she might be, one Adolph Hannich, found guilty of 
keeping dynamite explosives and potsoned 
daggers in his possession, having received 
a sentence of ten years’ imprisonment 
only, In these days of cheap steel it may 
be found necessary to poison Anarchist 
daggers, but we should have thought the 
fact of Adolph being caught with such 
horrible instruments of destruction, in 
addition to dynamite being found on his 
premises, would have ensured him a 
heavier punishment than has been re- 
cently inflicted in our free country on a 
paltry poultry-stealer. 


CITIZEN ROCHE declares that should 
M. Jules Ferry visit Toulon, he will cross 
on Charon’s ferry promptly, as he is certain to be torn to pieces. The 
worthy citizen does not e <plain what his fellow-townsmen contemplate 
doing with the pieces when they have secured them, Frenchmen are 
so economical, and teach us barbarous Islanders so much, that some 
information on this point might be useful to our hungry poor. Then 
some day our ‘‘great unwashed” may enjoy Salisbury /aricot a la 
Francaise, Churchill cutlets @ Ja mode de /aris, brezolles of Grand Old 
Man, Chamberlain collops, Norman hash, composed entirely of peers, &c. 





BRITISH official society in Cairo is strangely excited by a remarkable 
discovery, recently made by an enterprising correspondent and explorer, 
viz., that talented Bedouins may be found who are absolutely base 
enough to fabricate and *f expand” news for the sake of gain. This 
complaint is very serious to most of us at home; but it is proving 
especially aggravatingly dangerous to certain European diplomatists and 
journalists, who shudder, shiver, and are seized with deadly convulsions 
at finding their justly acquired rights to mendacity invaded and injured 
by semi barbarians. Such acts of piracy are not to be tolerated. 

A MAN dragged up an old bolster from the bed of Father Thames the 
other day, and was much distressed at finding it. He was in hopes that 
bolster was a body. There is no satisfying some people, 

Isn’r it instructive to hear a bench of magistrates differ in opinion ? 
At the Croydon Petty Sessions lately, a youth was charged with stealing 
two pounds in cash, ‘‘Ilis father is as much to blame as he is,” said 
one magistrate. ‘‘I think he is to be sympathised with,” said another, 
‘*if I had a son like that it would break my heart.” The culprit’s papa 
did not appear as if his source of vital motion was going to smash up 
rapidly. As sonny was sentenced to two month’s *‘ hard” daddy looked 
positively cheery ; but the rival magistrates glared at each other ina 
manner /remendjus to behold, and the clerk tickled the end of his nose 
with a quill pen till a tear of sorrow for everybody stood in his left eye. 








THE honest folk of Yorkshire are indignant at a farmer for ‘‘ repu- 
diating ” his wife. A goodly number of wives in London only wish that 
their husbands would “‘ repudiate ” and leave them alone in their pensive 
loneliness. We heard of a case the other day of a warm-tempered 
married man who, when he is annoyed, is very apt to throw the twins at 
his wife, This conduct induces the lady to believe that an accident may 
occur sooner or later, and she suggests that ‘‘ repudiation ” and a trip 
made to some nice cool spot like Siberia by her spouse would be advan- 
tageous to all parties concerned in the matter. 

MorF nonsense has been written about women than anent men. 
Ilaving come across the following proverb yesterday, ‘* While the tall 
maid is stooping the little one hath swept the house,” we called in the 
office boy, and asked his opinion on the subject. ‘‘ All my heye,” said 
the child, ‘‘my sister Liza, who’s as long as a ladder, hath swept the 
house, and dusted me over frequent with a hand broom afore 6 ha-m, 
while the little ’uns are a-slumberin’ peaceful.” 


THE Prince of Wales thoroughly enjoyed the task of laying the foun- 
dation stone of New Putney Bridge. The report that H.R.H. rode to 
Putney on a pig is not true, and probably originated in the fact that he 
met Sir James Hogg on his arrival, and shook hands heartily with that 
respected gentleman, 


SUFFERING from the effects of the hot weather, and a forced walk 
round Covent Garden Market, we recently strolled into our chemist’s to 
get a “pick-me-up.” Knowing that he is fond of using tiny doses of 
poison when compounding such nerve restorers, we ventured to ask if 
our “‘ pick-me-up” was safe. ‘‘ Quite free from danger; I’m very 
careful, for I can’t abide losing a good customer,’’ was the reply. 














UNPARDONABLE INTERFERENCE. 


It’s all very well for the public to say 
Their object is keeping infection away, 
To state, in emphatic unqualified terms, 
Their rooted objection to cho!ra germs. 


We'll own that it isn’t flagitious in these 

To show an aversion to deadly disease ; 

Nor will we pretend they are greatly to blame 
In taking precautions to banish the same. 


The baseness is not of necessity great 

In holding the microbe in loathing and hate, 
Unless the aversion we mention be found 
To cause any trouble to persons around. 


3ut when that aversion, we beg to explain, 
Goes clashing with other folks’ profit and gain ; 
Or when it opposes, or isn’t at one 
With, somebody's pleasure or somebody’s fun. 


The party who holds that aversion, we say, 
Is bound to relinquish and cast it away, 
And cherish the microbe, bacillus, or worm, 
And welcome and foster the cholera germ. 


For cases in point, here is one on the spot : 

A hundred intelligent travellers got 

To the station at Lyons, where rules were in play 
For keeping the cholera nicely at bay. 


The hundred arrived, it directly transpired 
That strict fumigation was what was required ; 
For the hundred intelligent traveller folk 

Had quite a decided aversion to smoke. 





They greatly preferred, as they stated with grace, 

To carry the cholera into the place— 

(We all have our whims—they were not to be blamed)— 
To bearing the slight inconvenience named, 


What did the officials? <A pretty fine joke! 

They tried to compe/ them to go in the smoke ; 

gut the hundred they fought, and they conquered with ease, 
Escaped—and presumably spread the disease. 


Impelled by the kindly and favouring gales, 
There started a cargo of rags from Marseilles ; 
And the vessel containing them gallantly bore 
For Britain’s exclusive and ignorant shore, 


The gallant importer, with laudable wit, 

Was simply intent upon making his bit ; 

Well, what did we do? Why, we went and we made 
A shameless attack on the profits of trade, 


We gave our instructions on every hand, 
Respecting the cargo—it wasn’t to land 

(A blot on our nation—a stain and a blot !) 
Without disinfecting, and goodness knows what ! 


Just fancy! In order to simply prevent 

A possible plague of tremendous extent, 
We go and—oh, blackest of national stains ! 
We meddle with parties’ legitimate gains, 


If persons, from taste, or whatever you please, 
Prefer to assist in the spread of disease, 

It’s other folks’ business not to inflame 

Their wrath by refusing to die of the same. 
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WILLIAM TELL REFUSING TO BOW DOWN TO THE 


SALISBURY CORONET. 


‘fTIAVE I THE OUTLINE OF THE CAITIFF 
WHO TO THE SERVILE EARTH DOTH BEND THE CROWN? 

I WILL NOT BUDGE, 

WHATEVER BE THE cost!” 








The City’s Respite. 


CAME the good news from St. Stephen's, 
Borne by heralds to the City ; 
Dropped the anti-City grievance, 
And in full House and Committee. 
Dropped for two or three sweet sessions, 
When they’ll limit their attention 
To the Mahdi’s last transgressions, 
And the Fenian’s last invention. 


And at Guildhall—at the Mansion 
House, Joy raised her ribboned kirtle, 
In her spirit’s warm expansion, 
And they killed the fatted turtle, 
Gog and Magog, ghostly grinners, 
Owned that he who drains his cup errs, 
After seven hundred dinners, 
And a thousand and one suppers, 





Rang from Cheapside to Old Jewry, 

‘* We're respited !’’ Moorgate, Ludgate, 
Sent the good news on; Firth’s fury 

Has for some time closed its flood-gate, 
Saint Paul’s rang out, wild, delighted, 

Joining with the Temple’s smart Inns, 
‘* We're respited, we’re respited, 

We're respited,” rang St. Martin’s, 


And each alderman, whom sorrow, 
Though you may not think it, pinches, 
When he rose that radiant morrow, 
Let his waistcoat out nine inches, 
And these sentiments ejected, 
In a fat voice, though diminished, 
** Propperty is still respected, 
And Hold Hingland’s not yet finished !” 


Two or three more proud processions, 

With the mace the furred man carries, 
Will elicit sweet expressions 

l’'rom street Arabs, and charm ’Arries. 
Banquets ’neath the Guildhall’s rafter 

Will be yet served, bounteous, swell, huge, 
Let what Harcourt likes come after— 

After that may come the deluge ! 














THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAY, 11 Julys.—Lord Salisbury say if he catch Gladstone, he vill 
punch his head, At ze meeting at ze Foreign Office, vich is ze Premier’s 
Home Office, and vare I vas ze only foreigner, ze vonce more People’s 
Villiams had let ze cat outside ze bags, and Milor Salisbury say, told ze 
tail out of school. Vratment, it vas vorse zan tail, it vas story to say his 
lordship decline to discuss Redistribution vit ropes around its neck. He 
is enough discusseded vis it, anyvays, he say, and demand if ze Premier 
is going to fight vit poisoned veapons, /as de fout, milor! Our Villiams 
qvote Polonius, but he do not act Laertes. In ze Commons ze ozzare 
leadares of ze Tory Party (zey are like ze army of leetle German princes, 


all generals) give Villiams *‘ Vy for?”” Ze Sveet Villiams explain he | 
did not attribute ze vords viz ze ‘frope round his neck” to Milor | 


Salisbury, but as descriptive. He consider it, he say to me, capital de 
scription of ze position. I reply, (we oud! capital punishment descrip- 
tion. It seem zat your Thames vare it is low down smell ver high up, 
indeeds, it is qvite game. Ze Royal Commission have say it esmell fowl, 
it give von a turn, even ze Baron of Vorms vill turn at zis. And he de- 
mand of Sir Harcourt if ze Royal Commission zat vent to Voolvich began 
to zink zey vare passing Rimmel’s. Sir Harcourt say, ‘‘ Not much !” 
It appear ze Corporation and ze Board of Metropolitan Vorks are 
spending enough money in qvarrelling who must do ze business to pay 
for it being done two times all over. 

Monday.—Ze Earl of Vims (I sink he espell it Wemyss, but ve miss 
von syllable) give notice he vill move on Sursday to pass ze Franchise 
Bill, and address ze Crown to summon Parliament in October to pass 
Redistribution Bill. Lord Salisbury do not like Vims vhims. He have 
got his sleeve out, and tuck up his shirt. He vill pass nozzink! He go 
Nap! Lord Rasberry move for papers as to ze deportation of Recidivists 
from France to ze Vestern Pacific. Lord Granville say he hope vit ze 
aid of Lord Lyons and ze Intelligent Foreigner to settle ze qvestion in 














pacific manners, Lord George Hamilton enqvire if ze General Attorney | 


vill prosecute ze Gazette of Pall Mall for intimidation of ze ozzare House. 
Ze very name of ze journal suggest clubs, he sink. Sir James say not 
such a juggins, Ze Chancellor of ze Checker of X. inform Mr. Buxton 


Us 


he is going to convert some stocks. I say I sink some stock-brokers re- 
qvire converting more. Ve go into Supply. Mr. MacIver complain of 
ze Board of Trade, zare is nobodys to sit on it—it is vat you say an 
empty form. 

Tuesday.—Ze Lords read ze tvice time ze Hours of Poll Bill. If 
Polly is ze young lady behind ze counter in shops at ze end vich is Vest, 
it is tall time ze hours vare not so long. Commons,—Ve have sacrifice 
Tuesdays, now it is Vennisday ze Government demand for zeir business, 
Next it vill be Sunday @ /a mode of ze last Session, Navy Estimates,— 
Ve do not mind ze price of ships keeping up so long as ze vessels keep 
from going down. Before ve go in Supply, Mr. Jimlouder reqvire ze 
Government to supply news of Gordon, 

Sursday.—Ze good ole lady, Earl Vims, tell ze naughty leetle boy, 
Salisbury, to put on his coat and not fight Gladstone, As usuals, ze 
G. O. L. get slap on ze eye. On ze ozzare side ve go in Supply ze ser- 
vice vich is Civil, but not always polite, 








Dress and Defeat. 


A CONSERVATIVE contemporary rejoices that several peeresses and 
other ladies of high degree anxiously watched the rejection of the Fran- 
chise Bill in the House of Lords, and that ‘a /rou-frou of silk empha- 
sized the strength of the case,” 

These peeresses and such were there, ’tis true, 
Nor was their noble errand bootless, 

And yet, in spite of all their silks’ frou-frou, 
The Peers (excuse a stammer here, please do) 

May find their threats turn out /rou-frou-tless. 





A Comb-ination. 

At the great Franchise demonstration held in Edinburgh the other 
day the Comb-makers carried a large vulcanite comb, on which was the 
following motto (ve the Peers) ‘* We’ll comb their hair.” Doubtless 
the noble lords considered that such a remark was hardly comd i/ faut. 
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OF COURSE SHE D 


Miss Prettypert.—** How Oup 1s ROVER, MR. GOSLING?” 
Gosling.—** NINE YEARS, 
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()uITe AN-OLD AGF FOR A Doc, Isn’r IT? Now, I’M TWICE THAT, Y'KNOW.” 
Miss Prettypert,—“ YES; AND QUITE A PUPPY YET !—ER—THAT IS—I MEAN—D’YOU THINK IT’S GOING TO RAIN?” 
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IDN’T MEAN IT. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Epiror or ‘‘ Fun,” 
Str,—A lot of discontented and inconsiderate people have been 
writing (as usual), and blaming me (as usual), and denying (as usual) 
that I gave the right tip for the Liverpool Cup (as usual), Now what 
can I say to these? They won’t accept any proof I can offer.* I can 
only deny their denial, and I do so most deniantly, previous to giving, 
with a clear conscience and an empty pocket, my 


Tir FOR THE LEICRESTERSHIRE Cup, 


I start on the Leicestershire Cup, 
But I don’t feel by any means sure of it, 
And not till the numbers go up 
Shall I feel myself wholly secure of it. 
But whether I’m in for good luck, 
Or whether I’m doomed to fatality, 
I trust that the world will be struck 
By my quite unimpaired geniality. 
* There seems more likelihood in this statement than in the majority of those made 
by the Prophet from time to time; is this the first faint approach to the paths of 
straightforwardness and not-beating-about-the-bushiness ?—Ep, Fun, 





time to be acted upon by 


Lucerne may be all very fine,, 
But I am averse to supporting it, 
The light through the Prism may shine, 
But prisms have ways of distorting it. 
Whipper-In is by no means the worst, 
Supposing they steer that same ge’m’n straight, 
But how Whippers-In can be first 
Is not very easy to demonstrate. 


Perhaps they'll be one, two, and three 

(In which case Lucerne takes the lead of them) 
P’r'aps neither a ‘‘ placer” will be, 

(In which case that’s what I’ve decreed of them), 
You mustn’t, however, surmise, 

That the Bard of their chance a derider is, 
But still he don’t care to disguise 

The fact that Azs ‘* mash” an outsider is, 


There you are, Sir, beat that if you cam, and send the result on in 
Yours truly, TROPHONIUS, 





A PROVINCIAL journal refers to Mr. Gladstone as ‘*a man of no 
principle.” And yet his doings generally create a lot of * interest,” 








* The Richest, Softest, and most Becoming 
Fabric ever invented for 
Women's Wear.” 
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THE JOHN BULL FIGHT. 
INFURIATING THE ANIMAL—GREAT BULL ‘* DEMONSTRATION.” 




















“Fun” Hands Round his Cap. 


Fun, the friend of humanity, took up his station at a railway ter- 
minus, and, like the solemn old buffer that he is, fell into a train of 
thought. Not that he was a sleeper—that wasn’t his line. He was 
considering too many points. He was examining the faces of two 
crowds of passengers, one on the arrival, the other on the departure 
platform. What a contrast! On the one hand, ruddy brown faces, 
full cheeks, bright eyes, strong voices; on the other, pallid grey faces, 
hollow cheeks, sunken lustreless eyes. And FUN wondered what 
dwellers in cities would become if it were not for an occasional escape 
from the bars of theirsmoky cages. And FUN heard the ‘‘tap-tap” of a 
blind man’s stick in front of him. The man followed the ‘‘ tap-tap,” and 
Fun followed the man—followed him through miry streets, crowded 
courts, stifling alleys, where the houses were so close that the man could 
scarcely have seen the sky had he been blessed with eyes. And FuN 
became seized with a desire to range that blind man with many other 
blind men and women on the departure platform, some summer morn- 
ing, and meet them again on the arrival platform the same summer 
evening, looking brighter and happier for a breath of country air. And 
Fun, who has a habit of thinking aloud, was suddenly slapped on the 
back by an Association. ‘* FUN, old boy,” said the Association, ‘‘ I'll 
get two or three hundred people on those platforms, «nd take care of 
them in the country, too, if you'll give meahand. Just jingle your 
bells, and ask your readers to send subscriptions, if ever so small, to 
my hon. sec., Mr. J. T. Edmonds, 15, Brixton Road, S.W.; or, to my 
hon. treas., Mr. C. D. Millett, London and Westminster Bank, West- 
minster Bridge Road, S.E.” ‘‘Likea bird,” said FUN; ‘‘and what's 
your name?” And the answer was, ‘‘ The South London Association 
for Assisting the Blind.” 





A CORRESPONDENT ina daily paper proposes to form a League for 
Reforming the House of Lords. It is not unlikely, though, that their 
Lordships would consider such a proceeding extremely il-league-al. 

A City paper says that the City is instinctively Conservative, and 
that it loves the ‘‘old-fashioned grooves.” Quite so; that was proved 
by the way in which it groo(ve) violent over the proposed Municipal Bill. 











Vegetable Diet at the Healtheries, 


THOUGH we are beginning to pick off a sere and yellow leaf from the 
laurel wreath that graces our brow, and contemplate offering it toa 
grateful public at the same price as asked for the Duke of Marlborough’s 
pictures, an appetizing interest in vegetarianism has never concerned us 
deeply until lately. A Trappist monk sworn off the consumption of 
animal food ir.veigled us into the Healtheries recently, and insisted on 
our attacking a vegetarian menu. Of course we began by ‘‘ wolfing” 
down the bill of fare. Seeing the valuable paper being devoured in 
such a greedy manner, our monk called up managers and waiters, who 
hinted that Hanwell, Colney Hatch, and Broadmoor were pleasant spots 
for people to reside in and browse on, but by sophistry and logic com- 
bined (delivered in our most Johnsonian manner), the Healtheries re- 
freshment staff became convinced that we earnestly intended to make a 
good mealat their expense, which we did by devouring the simple products 
of nature with the same avidity that the community at large consume 
our subtle jokes, quips, and cranks, Canon Duckworth toasted us in 
ginger wine, and laughed in a Robert-Duke-of-Normandy manner when 
we suggested that ‘‘ vegetable steak and onions should not be eaten too 
freely overnight when a canon has to fire off eloquence before Royalty 
next morning.” ‘‘ Don’t bubble and squeak, FuN,” said the popular 
clergyman, and we drooped like a withered cauliflower. 





Alas(s)! Oh, Yes! 


Ir has lately been suggested that, in order to cope with the enter- 
prising burglar, the police should be trained in the use of the lasso. The 
force, however, have long forestalled this, for every policeman worthy of 
the name has his lass-oh! either in the scullery or the kitchen, 





It was lately rumoured that the Member for Eye was to be Mr. Stuart 
Wortley'’s colleague at Sheffield, but it proved to be incorrect. The 
electors had no Eye-dea of such a thing. There seem to have been too 
many cooks in that “Ae/-field. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE CRITERION.—Some 
changes took place in the 
cast of Featherbrain the 
other night. Mr. Alfred 
Maltby appeared as Mr. 
Sam Coney, vice Mr. 
Mackintosh resigned, and 
Miss Rose Saker, who 
sprained her ankle on the 
first night, and has been 
laid up ever since, resumed 
her part—Mrs. Pettigrew. 
There were said to be 
other alterations in the 
comedy, but I didn’t no- 
tice much difference. The 
piece is very funny, cle- 
verly written, and well 
played, but it isn’t up to 
the uproarious Criterion 
level—and that’s just how 
it was at first. Mr. Maltby 
is no particular improve- 
ment upon his predecessor, 
but perhaps he'll make 
something better of it when 
he knows his part (which 
he no doubt does by this 
time). I think Miss Nor- 
reys has toned down some 


of the exaggerations in her rendering of the milliner's assistant. Mr, 
Giddens is a great deal funnier, and M. Marius’s efforts are as side- 


splitting in their results as ever. 








Tua Critexion.—Miss SAKER, WHO IS NO 
LONGER A Miss ‘ACHER FROM THAT SVRAINED 


ANKLE, KETURNS., 


Tie PRINCE'S (mornine’.—A benefit performance organized by Mrs. 
Dighy Willoughby was given here on Thursday week, when Mr. 
Buchanan’s *‘ improvement” of M. Ohnet’s A/aztre de Forges, which he 
has called Lady Clare, was presented. Mrs. Willoughby undertook the 
part of the wayward Clare, but as this lady is much better at the exposi- 
tion of eccentric character (in which she shows a quaint delicacy which 
is quite individual) than in the rendering of romantic heroines, the result 
was scarcely successful, although the performance was not without merit. 


Mr. Bucklaw resumed his part of the husband, playing it with all his 
old manly force, and Mr. F. Terry made a very good Lord Ambermere 


Tue Princess's. —The farewell (for a time) performances of Clax- 
dian and Chatterton took place here on Saturday week to an enthu- 
siastic audience. The two beautiful pieces were played with admirable 
finish, as was only appropriate ina last performance, and there were 
hurrahs, flowers, a speech, and the promise of //am/e¢ in the autumn ! 
At this latter announcement the house rocked with applause till timid 
souls began to fear a second earthquake, in which they might be forced 
to take an active and unpleasant part; all was well, however, and we 


presently dispersed, and went our several ways in brougham, cab, or 
humble ’bus, or 


still more hum- 
ble shoe- leather, 
resolved _ that, 
come what 
might, when 
that Hamlet 
put in his ap- 
pearance we 
would do our 
level best to **be 
there to see.” 





TOOLE’s,— 
Casting the 
Boomerang, 
from the Ger- 


m 
Any THEATRE. —MANaAcrr (f0 Ats acting ditto) WHAT! ONLY che ~~ ee 
£7 iN THE Housg tTo-niGut! By Jova! we Must cLose ny —e 
ror “Srrucrurat avterations.” Get our THe avs. Dy an American 
company 


AT ONCE, COUNTERFOYLE. ’ 
** bossed ”’ by 


Mr. Augustin Daly—so I see by the Dalys. I've not yet seen it myself, 
so cannot give an opinion thereupon, but I will take the first opportunity 
of doing both. 





In aid of the Funds of the Wagner Society and at 26 Burlington 





a 





Street (by the permission of the Earl of Dysart, who is the president 
of the society) Miss Alma Murray gave a reading on the 2Ist to an 
appreciative audience. I’m not exactly sure that I sympathize to any 
very violent extent with the objects of this society ; I should perhaps be 
able to speak with more certainty on the point if I knew precisely what 
those objects were, but if it has anything to do with the popularizing of 
the great musical German’s works by means of the itinerant organ- 
grinder, I’m afraid I cannot wish it success with any satisfactory degree 


of heartiness. 

I doubt, too, whether I ever thorougly enjoy readings (which, of 
course, is beside the question), but if anything could make an antipathetic 
person enjoy them it would probably be the interesting style of Miss 
Murray. There is a nameless refined grace in everything this lady does 
which is in itself extremely attractive, and predisposes one to favourable 
criticism. I doubt if she has means of extremely powerful expression, 
but her reading on this particular Monday—the programme consisted 
of pieces explanatory of situations and musical expressions culled from 
Wagner, and scenes from Shakespeare—was characterized by the ima- 
ginative intelligence and delicate appreciation which Miss Murray has 
given us a title to expect at all times. I trust the proceeds of the en- 
tertainment were in no way Dysartening to the promoters, 


THE GLOBE (morning).—The Lost Cause, written by Mr. Malcolm 
Boyd, and played here on the 22nd, is a historical drama which, after 
the manner of its kind, is apt to be as unhistorical as it knows how just 
when it takes it intoits head. It was well dressed, and in many respects 
well acted, besides affording some entertainment now and then by 
means of some telling and well-written lines ; but I am afraid that, be- 
sides being a piece of a class which has rather outlived popularity, it has 
in itself little dramatic backbone, in spite of its conventionality. The 
author’s Scotch is good, 
and Miss Rudd’s enuncia- 
tion of it was a triumph 
in its way. Mr. Frank 
Staunton and Mr. Julian 
Cross gave thoroughly 
good accounts of them- 
selves. Miss Lucy Buck- 
stone showed her usual 
grace, delicacy, and want 
of strength, and Miss Lin- 
gard, by her force and 
pathetic power did much 
to excite interest in the 
usual untowardly-fortuned 
heroine. Mr. Boyd may try again if he likes, but I shouldn’t advise 
him to be Boyd with hope for the success of this piece. 





THE Prince’s.—HeErR SHIELD AND BucKLaw. 


Nops AND WINKs.—The Vaudeville, which closed on the 19th inst. 
with a bumper benefit for the most genial of acting managers, Mr. 
Sydney Alport, reopens on the morning of the 4th with Confusion, which 
will be repeated in the evening, and as often as the public will stand it 
(and they seem pretty enduring that way); when they are thoroughly 
tired of it, a new piece by Mr. H. A. Jones will take its place —They 
say the Health Exhibition is not at all healthy for the theatres. 


With something more than ordinary pleasure I give whatever assisting 
value a preliminary par. of mine may have to Mrs. Conover’s new pro- 
gramme at the Olympic. This lady has borne unkindly fortune with 
the brave front of a courageous but over-matched general so long and so 
determinately that every one who has watched the gallant struggle will 
heartily hope that with the assistance of Mr. Derrick’s 7wzns, and the 
excellent cast selected, which will appear on the evening of the 2nd 
— she may be able to induce the tide of fortune to take a turn with 

er. ———— 


New Men and O!d Acres is to be the next thing at the Court, which 
reopens in September. Miss Marion Terry, though restored to health, 
will nevertheless be a Lillian. Mr. Clayton will, however, be Brown 
after his holiday. ——- 

Mr. George Lander is said to be writing a new piece for the Grand— 
I give the information with due reserve though, as, of course, you'll 
Landerstand. NESTOR. 








Quantum Snuff. 


A MOTHER and her son conversed one day 
On artists who had shone at the 2.4. ; 

The lady gave her preference to one 

Named Alma Tadema ; and then the son 
(Taking a pinch of Taddy’s snuff the while) 
Said, ‘* Tadema has truly a grand style ; 
And you may now perceive that, like my pa, 
I'm also partial to my ‘ Taddy’-ma !” 
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A Dreadful Disappointment ! 


THAT mighty demonstration 

In the Park the other day, 
Filled us Tories with vexation, 

Deep disgust and dire dismay. 
We had hoped the demonstrators 
Would prove noisy agitators, 
But they ne’er o’erstepped the border 
Of behaviour and good order, 

Hence we Tories are not gay ; 
Had that crowd been vile and thievish, 
We should not have been thus peevish, 


Yes—we hoped that demonstration 
In a riot would result, 

But to our consternation 
O’er a row we can’t exult ! 

Still, some mud we have been flinging 


In our journals we, elated, 

Have their numbers understated, 
(Falsehood’s useful in our ** cult.’’) 

And brave Chaplin’s smart oration 

Rather scathed that demonstration. 


While bold Lowther in a graphic 
And pathetic little speech, 
Said the crowds so blocked the traffic 
That the House 4e couldn’t reach ! 
Yea, he and Chaplin slily 
Drew a picture, coloured highly, 
Of this check to their progression 
Through that Franchise Bill procession, 
And to Harcourt, like a leech 
Did they stick and sternly *‘jaw ” him 
(But they failed to overawe him !) 


We have vowed that demonstration 

Was a ‘‘ frost,” but entre nous, 

Such a strange asseveration, 

As mere spleen most folks will view. 
Still, we speak of England’s ‘‘ masses ” 
As a lot of rowdy asses. 

And just to cause obstruction 
In the House we raised a ruction 

(As we very often do) ; 

For it caused us lamentation, 
That well-ordered demonstration. 





A Sensible Saw. 


MANY sayings and saws have been written, 
Yea, proverbs by scores have been penned, 
And often to many a Briton 

A motto has been a good friend. 

Now, here’s a sound saw that will tally 

With those from which sense we distil: 
’Tis, ‘* Those who stay down in the valley, 
Will never get over the hill.” 


If you’re filled with an earnest ambition 

To rise to some post of renown, 

You should struggle to gain that position, 
Regardless how Fortune may frown. 

And though fault-finders round you may rally, 
Let nothing enfeeble your will, 

For *‘ Those who stop down in the valley, 
Will never get over the hill !” 


How many make brilliant beginnings, 
And promise to lead in life’s race ; 
They are anxious at first for the winnings, 
But they early break down in the chase. 
First, they rush like a torrent, then sally 
Through life like some sleepy old rill; 
They loiter in Idleness- Valley, 

And never reach up to Fame’s Hill! 


They say ‘‘ I'll do something ¢0-morrow!” 
Whenever you counsel advance, 

And soon they find out, to their sorrow, 
They have lost ev’ry promising chance. 
So, up and be doing—don’t dally, 

Lest you swallow Despair’s bitter pill ; 
Don’t doubtingly stay in the valley, 

sut boldly go over the hill! 





At the crowds whose cheers were ringing. 





























OFF WHITSTABLE, OF COURSE. 


Superior Child.—“ LitTL# GIRL, CAN YOU INFORM ME WHERE I CAN CATCH 


OysTERS?” ae. 
Inferior Child.—‘‘ DIG ABOUT IN THE MupD, MISS; BUT HEXCUSE ME A-SAYIN THAT 
IF YOU'D A-BIN PRESSED HUNDER THE SCHOOL BOARD AS LONG AS I HEV, YOU D HA 


KNOW’D AS HOYSTERS IS A-SPELLED WITH A HAITCH,” 








———E — ne ~ - a 





The Cup and the (S)lip. 


Tue Ascot Gold Cup for 1882, won by Foxhall, has not yet come to the hands of its owner, 
but has been languishing ever since in the New York Custom House, in consequence of the 
winner of the trophy declining to pay a duty of one thousand dollars imposed upon it. It seems, 
therefore, that the old adage about many a slip betwixt the cup and the lip applies to racing 
plate as well as to inferior vessels. This one will not be passed round as a loving cup among 
our festive cousins, or be pressed to the ripe lips of fair Columbia. It is to be re-shipped to 
Britain, and may yet become the spoil of some British turfite. This must bea Keene disap- 


pointment to Transatlantic sportsmen. 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 


Set TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 


New Series, No. 32. Atr—** Zhe /dol of the Dudes” (HAVERLEY’S). 


OW one would 
think that 
only drink 

Would make 
g men 
ve 

(To tear and 
drag the Ger- 
man !), 

As have those 
Frenchmen 
brave! 

The Prince 
(you’ll guess 
with fhe 
Princess) 

Have been at 
K nights- 
bridge now; 

They work so 


a 





ey Or > ik ee = hard, their 
——— 49 ite, ; — c= lot the bard 
eee g | ew § Dothenvy not, 

I vow! 


If you peruse the daily news, 
ou’re * fly,” the bard concludes ; 
If that’s not so, you will not know 
To what the bard alludes. 
Yes, if the news they don’t consult, 
It’s sure to puzzle each adult; 
They will not know, howe’er occult, to what the bard alludes. 


Though sadder news our flippant muse 
Has scarce a right to touch, 
Our thoughts have flown to Penistone, 
And sorrowed very much ; 
It seems they've got another plot 
In Warsaw’s cheerful town! 
It’s almost time this kind of crime 
Was properly put down; 
But we peruse some further news, 
So cheer and send it round! 
For Greeley’s crew are brought to view, 
And some of them are found. 
And so the rumours come and go, 
While some are true and some so-so, 
And if you heard of them you'll know to what the bard alludes, 


Though fate accords the cocky Lords, 
Another little chance 
To » for Will, the Franchise Bill 
They still refuse a glance; 
But for a lord the Lib’ral horde 
Need care no single fig, 
When there can glide to Park of Hyde 
A Demonstration big ; 
Let Tories rave and work and slave, 
The Lib’ral far from quakes, 
While Salisburee their chief shall be, 
And make such huge mistakes. 
Then ‘* Long may he o’er Tories reign! ” 
Let Lib’rals shout with might and main— 
We trust it’s needless to explain to whom the bard alludes. 


Although Créguet, as people say, 
Has Tennis on the hip, 
There was some fun at Wimbledon 
At that there championship. 
Historic place that burglar-chase 
Deserves, I firmly vow; 
The cholera, I grieve to say, 
Is in the Mersey now; 
Against the Mal-agasies, pal, 
The French again deploy, 
While infant wiles and baby smiles 
Have brought a widow joy. 
But if the news they don’t consult, 
This song will puzzle each adult 
Chey ll never guess, howe’er ult, to what the bard alludes 














THE THAMES EXPEDITION. 


ss i i authorities between Teddington 

and A neaanar 4 ae ee ae Lae owe Committee, has been held at’ 
ill House, "Richmond, ‘To view the condition of the river Thames at low water, 
take such steps as may be considered advisable.’”—Newspapers. : 

Tue following account comes to us from a thoroughly untrustworthy 
source, and is, moreover, corroborated by the authority of those in 
whose mendacity we place entire confidence :— ee 

Richmond Station, July.—This being the most advanced station in 
the supposed direction of the river Thames, Admirals Brown, Jones, 
and Robinson, of the Lock and Weir Committee, set out in a S.S. Wes- 
terly direction, with a view of tracking the river to its lair in that direc- 
tion, reports having been received of its having been seen sneaking past 
the Old Deer Park in lat. 749.35, long.0.0x9 

Simultaneously Generals Smith, Green, and Wilkins started S.S.E., . 
hoping to strike the river higher up. The rest of the expedition settled 
down near the Station Hotel, to await their return and keep the station. 
For a long period no tidings came to hand, and all hope was beginning 
to die out; but at length a bus conductor, who has arrived from the 
S.W., has handed in letters from General Smith, whom he encountered 
in lat. 50976, long. o. 

General Smith reports :—‘‘ Having successfully followed the course 
of the Church Road, we changed our course to S.W. in lat. 5 x 6 x 8, 
long. 4 439, and after many days sighted a large hotel, which we named 
the Star and Garter. Here we found provisions in a good state of pre- | 
servation ; also sherry and bitters, and other drinks. In a few weeks, 
having thoroughly rested and recovered from fatigue, General Green 
mounted to the roof to endeavour to see the Thames from that eleva- 
tion, but reported only dry land, with a boating party high and dry, 
and apparently in great distress. The next day we caught a small 
boy, who stated that his father’s father had seen a river composed of 
some brown liquid (probably partly water) in a westerly direction from 
the hotel. We now began to make some perilous descents, and pre- 
sently found ourselves in lat £1 2s. 3d., long. 2 tons 4 cwt. 7 Ibs., on 
the supposed level of the Thames. 
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The next day, having disencumbered ourselves of all unnecessary 
baggage, we found ourselves on the actual reported site of the river. 
There the worst of our sufferings commenced, as great drought pre- 
Nee increasing as we neared the place where the river was supposed 
to He, 

July the ——.—We have discovered something which appears like 
the bed of an extinct river. Our sufferings from thirst are terrible. All 
around us stretches a scene of aridity most painful to the senses, and 
vast clouds of dust torment us continually. At every few yards wecome 
— the bleached ribs of stranded skiffs and gigs, and the desolation is 
awiul. 

July the ——.—To-day we managed to drag ourselves up to the dry 
wreck of a penny steamer, and to our great joy found ginger-beer on 
board. Having quenched our thirst, we hailed a Thames Conservator, 
who had lost his way months ago, and who told us of the boating party 
stranded three degrees to the N.E., entirely without provisions. 

July the ——.—We have sighted the boating party, who were making 
frantic signals of distress, They report having taken the boat at the 
bridge at a charge of eighteenpence the first hour and ninepence for each 
further hour, and were in the greatest trouble owing to their now owi 
three hundred and seventy-two pounds for the hire. They had reac 
their present spot by getting out and pushing the boat through three 
inches of water, which had since disappeared. 

Here the log ended, and further news is anxiously awaited by those at 
the station. 

_ Intelligence has just come to hand that the other party has lost itself 
in the Old Deer Park, having failed to find any signs of a river. 








n A CONSERVATIVE PAPER, having a wooden-headed name, says that 
: Niby ae ; LY 

official Liberalism is “‘a poor, pettifogging, mean, intriguing, con- 

emptible thing.” Good gracious! What must official Toryism be! 
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SONGS OF THE WATERING PLACES. 
No. II,—BOULOGNE. 


BOULOGNE-SUR-MER, 
Gay as a fair, 
Nautical sister of Parree ; 
hy of delight 
day nigh 
Heaven of Hemma - *Arry! 


Boulogne-sur-Mer— 
Wish I were there, 
Tasting the joys of the briny, 
Swelling the throng 
A 1’ Etablissement, 

Of swells elephantine or tiny. 


Boulogne-sur-mer, 
Charming thy air, 

Even though scent not of roses— 
Rather of fish 
Too stale to dish— 

Try thy fresh visitors’ noses! 





Boulogne-sur-Mer, 
Where they may pair. 
Debtor and creditor, blandly ; 
Whence each may go 
Back to Soho, 
And talk of the Continong grandly. 





Boulogne-sur-Mer, 
Whilst steaming there, 
How proudly I feel I’m a Briton— 
Ploughing the sea, 
No more to me 
Than sculling at Kew or Thames Ditton. ay 


Boulogne-sur-Mer, r 
Charmante au clair, | 
Charmante au plein solet/—ah! 
Constant to thee 
My faith shall be, , 


‘Refuge from care and—my tailor! 
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A Cant-o! 
A WEEKLY says that, with regard to the House of Lords, 
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A LITTLE BOY’S COLLOQUY. 


an epidemic of cant is setting in. 
Cant! Oh, yes! we can’t at all deny 

That to the Lords no law shall anchor us ; 
An alteration #zus¢ come by-and-bye, 

If peers continue to be so ‘‘ cant ”-ankerous. 








Little Boy.—‘* WHICH 1s THE First DAY OF THE WEEK, FATHER?” 
Father.—* SUNDAY.” 

Little Boy.—** WHAT DO YOU CALL THE MIDDLE OF THE WEEK?” 
Father.—‘** WEDNESDAY.” 

Little Boy.—*' AND WHICH ARE THE CORNERS OF THE WEEK?” 














| An Unauthenticated Document Dragged out of the 
Serpentine. 


‘¢ SALUTATION and stretched-out life to you, great chief, Lord Glad- 
stone Jesse Collins Derby—big man who wears the ‘ blue ribbon of 
the turf’ to its magnificent honour, May you feast long on the spoils 
of Indian curry, and drink the sweet waters of Egypt’s canals, till life 
becomes too irksome to keep. I, Tawhiao, watched your reformers 
make march to the Park of Hyde, and disport themselves; but was 
sorry to see so little joke and feast among your aborigines. I, Tawhiao, 
consider the show tamely wild. In the land of the Maories demonstra- 
tions have been held, so hear my voice! When your sublime monarch, 
George the Fourth, was king, my people showed their independence by 
holding what you call a meet. That meet resulted in one thousand 
men being killed for meat ; yet of all these reformers only three hundred 
were cooked and eaten on the spot—the rest went bad, In the present 
day, thanks to the grand old white man’s science, the seven hundred 
surplus would have been tinned, and the meat not so foolishly wasted. 

** I, Tawhiao, love the white man grilled, but grew sick and weary 
while listening to the speeches delivered in the park of Hyde. I ex- 
pected to see a nice hot dinner, and that the flesh of peers would be 
cooked with much delicacy. The sight of so many blue ribbons tied on 
hop poles eer me, for is not the blue ribbon symbolical of teeto- 
talism, which I love? while hop-poles are significant of beer, which I 
adore, and would drink if it did not make me so ill. I, Tawhiao, wor- 
ship the blue ribbon because of its nice colour, and I intend to rub noses 
very hard (till sparks fly out) with Smitely, Poolbread, Sparshul, Smell- 
grove, Tagg, Smantle, or any other good draper who will give me afew 
yards to tie up my bonnie black hair. I wish to contradict a rumour 
circulated among your avenging reformers, viz., that I am Macaulay’s 
New Zealander, though I, Tawhiao, have walked over London Bridge 





in tight boots certainly, and have boated about underneath it to my sore 
discomfort—for my sense of smell is unfortunately keen. In conclusion, 
after I secure the quantity of blue ribbon I require for decorative pur- 
poses, my wishes will be that your hospitable peers exterminate the 
reformers, and that the reformers may abolish and eat up the peers with 
sauce piquant immediately afterwards. (Signed) TAWHIAO.” 








Hey! Willow Whale—y—O! 

A Norway speculator is about to attempt the introduction of whale- 
meat as an article of food. No doubt a great many prejudiced persons 
{among whom Fun regrets to reckon himself) would wail, and even 
” blubber ” a good deal, at having to eat it. Would it not be better to 
try it first on our brethren in the Principality? They are naturally very 
partial to W(h)ales there ! 





A “Figure” of Speech. 
Tue Conservatives frowned when the Liberal Chief 
At the ** Eighty” Club t’other day dined, 
They exclaimed, ** Gladstone’s ‘ Eighty’ speech fills us with grief, 
For AT& means ‘ mischief,’ you’ll find,” 





Tue New York Fruit Inspector lately condemned in one day, as unfit 
for food, seventeen thousand pine-apples. and four thousand water- 
melons. At this apple-lication of the inspector’s power, the owners of 
the forbidden fruit doubtless felt inclined to “‘ pine” in a “‘ melon”-choly 


way. 
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‘were © f fashion. ‘* My dear fellew!" exclaimed 
roperly—it was useless to try. He never went out enough to wear his hats before they were out o . 
ere “Si Glende is tab voles? “whatan awfulhat! Never+aw sucha rhape in our lives!" And they took him and bought him a hat like their own, 





























They met him again some months later. ‘My dear fellow!” they exclaimed, ‘ what an awful hat! Never saw such a shape in our lives !" 























So he gave op trying, and wore an oh! hat of his grandfather's, And the next time they met him their joy was unbounded. “ My dear fellow !” they exclaimed, 
“ what an improvement! Got a fashionable hat at last!!' 
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THE END OF THE SEASON. 


(See Cartoon.) 
THE sea! the sea! the open sea! 
That is the kind of thing for me! 
Without a mark, without a bound, 
I runneth our British island round. 
’Tis coolly fresh and brightly green, 
And looks comparatively clean, 


I'll to the sea! I'll to the sea! 

For that’s where I would rather be; 
With the blue above and the brine below, 
And the best ozone where’er I go, 

Than where my river’s pea-soup flood 
Rolls darkly by its banks of mud. 


I loathe (oh, how I loathe) to ride 

On the lower Thames with an ebbing tide, 
When every wave shows in the sun’ 

How horribly foul the stream doth run, 
And seems, like some offensive sink, 

Not fit to wash at—much less to drink. 


The Drainage system past my door, 
But makes me love the great sea more, 
And gladly I'd fly to Neptune’s breast 
Like a cuckoo seeking some other bird’s nest ; 
So I mean to be off to the open sea, 





Though the Thames weep sewage-tears for me ! 
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KNICKNAOKS., 

THe police are again having scented praise syringed into their faces 
with inexpensive freedom, and for about a month or so very young con 
stables will begin to think this is not 
such an ungrateful worki, after all, 
Directly the Hoxton burglar episode 
is tongotien, though, we shall dis 
abuse their minds by taunting the 
force with incompetency and cold- 
mutton-stealing. A retired inspector 
tells us that a successful policeman, 
compared to a talented burglar, re 
presents common fungus ©, mush 
room in public estimation,  * Go," 
he says, “Sand ask the attendants at 
Pussaud’s whose ethgy attracts mast 
attention, Veace’s or the plucky 
otheers who arrested the ruthan,”’ 
But we must say ourselves that some 
of the authorities at Scotland Vard 
almost worship the abilities displayed by the late Mr, Peace, and speak 
of the late lamented one with a subdued air of veneration, 





Witthn we have a personal interview with a burglar who is removing 
our bags of gold, may we meet with a polite and unsophisticated robber 
like Mr. John Drummond, who was recently captured by a policeman 
employed as caretaker in a gentleman's house, Mr. Drummond, having 
aroused the constable by breaking into the premises under change, the 
othcer secured Johnnie, who in a most apologetic tone remarked, *' 1 
beg pardon, sur, | was hard up, and I should not have come here if 1 
had known there was a policeman here.” Mr. Drummond is evidently 
one of nature's noblemen, and may have a refining eftect on his fellow 
prisoners by giving them short sentences from Lord Chesterteld’s advice 
to bis son, such as, ** A mean tellow is ashamed and embarrassed when 
he comes into company, is disconcerted when spoken to, answers with 
ditheulty, and does not know how to dispose of his hands,” *' A modest 
asserlion of one’s Own opinion, and a complaisant acquiescence to other 
people's, preserve dignity,” Ac. 
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A LADY who has been convicted one hundred and eleven times, was 


recently sent once more to a ** cool grot and mossy cell” by Mr, Cooke, for 


a period of two months, with “hard.” On receiving her sentence, the 
fair charmer said very politely, ** Thank you, Muster Magistrater, I ken 


do thet nice an’ sott by sleepin’ the time away.” Tlaving had such 
varied experience of prison life, she was doubtless correct in her state 
ment as to the ease with which she might: procure pleasant but lengthy 
oblivion in gaol. ‘* Ah,” mumbled another prisoner, staring with en 
vious eyes at the attable lady leaving the dock, ‘tah, an’ she will have a 
comfurble time too—she've bin a laundrest, she ‘ave, an’ don’t she kno’ 
‘ow to soft soap the ottishuls proper !” 


Aran open-air meeting a miners’ agent is reported to have said: that 
‘'the men would have food, and that the masters would have to /ea the 
country for them or give in.””) The men must be very hungry before 


advising their agent to expose the grim horror of their case in this 


manner, Most masters will, of course, ‘give in” at once, but others 
may prefer to compromise by paying their emf/oyes to visit some of our 
fashionable watering places, and hunt out the nourishment they desire 
for themselves, 

Pik Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol says that, though he does not 
wear a blue ribbon himself, he rejoices whenever it meets his eye, We 
are pleased to hear this, for the worthy pastor's life must be an unintes 
rupted wobble of ecstatic enjoyment during the summer months, On 
last Saturday afternoon, while enjoying the suflerings of several of ous 
fellow-creatures who were disembarking from the ‘husbands’ boat,” we 
observed a weakly male, wearing a bright green countenance, totter up 
from the vessel and embrace his wife, who was dutifully waiting for him 
and his week's salary. She wore the Oxfordist of Oxford blue strings 
to her bonnet in honour of the occasion, which fluttering ribbons breezed 
into his optics and nearly removed them, while fervent osculatory 
manceuvres went on, As tears trickled down this male party's pallid 
cheeks, we have some reason to believe that he rejoiced less than might 
have been expected under the circumstances; but then he wasn't a 
bishop and a peerofthe realm. Bold, bad words issued from his parched 
lips, but the ejaculations were drowned by the crisp crumble of waves, 


‘A CHINA MAID” has been advertised for in a London contem 
porary. This news, wired out to San Francisco, caused great excite 
ment among the Ah Lung, Li Mung, and Chung Sang maidens residing 
ih the **( olden ( ity.” Three shiploads ol ee ( elk stial is male iis have 
already started for modern Babylon. They are all warranted good 
fem perc youl ladies, never likely to break crockery on husbands’ 


hea il at least three months alter HrhATTiayge 














CONVERSATIONS FOR THN TIMBS, 


HIGHLY EFFECTIVE! 

Mr, INKWwyrer, My dear fellow, how dreadfully tired you look-—just 
as if you had been sitting up for a week, 

Mr. Postrey Durr, That's exactly it, Reing anxious about this 
cholera that's coming, I have read every letter and article in the news: 
pers tending to enlighten one as to the best means of avoiding it, 
oho letter contradicts every other, it is true; but it shows that the 
country is properly awake to the necessity of using every precaution to 
eftectually prevent the entry of the dreaded 

MR. INKWYRER (swdleady and conowdodow’y cldodeeg the arw of MR, 
PLD), ana staring toast horror vtrd. den or Ay Carouge’ covephiny), Look | 
look! What is that dreadtal shadow in the far distance? Tt seems in 
form like a ship—yet it is too terrible and deadly for any ship, See! 
It seems to have sails of black velvet edyred with white linen, and there 
seems to be a mute at the helm! [t is fastened with brass headed nails, 
and has brass handles all round for the ropes to 

Mr, Posray Durr, My dear fellow, calm yourself: that is merely 
a steamer bearing rags from Marseilles (where the cholera is raging), 
ea some other port, to Pogland, 1 was saying that not anly the 
country, but the authorities are keenly alive to the necessity for strict 
precautions against the cholera, Let us go to the Llouses of Parliament 

there, do you not hear the ministers, in reply to questions, desorbing 
the wise steps that are being taken to want off the «disease ? 

Mr. INKWYRER. Who are these gentlemen, weary and hardworked, 
with wet towels round thew heads, labouring all night 

Mk. Posteyv Durr. They are the ministers and the various sanitary 
authorities, taking the ulmost precautions agatast the epidemic, Chloride 
of lime to the value of ¢ 1 000 a day is to be thrown into the Thames 
disinfectants are to be spread broadcast——no accumulations of dangerous 
matter are to be alowed all sorts of precautions are to be Why ao 
you clutch my am ywrain thus? 





Mk, INKWYREK, See! Tt approaches! It grows and grows to the 
size of a mountain! It turns the sea and sky black; and the fish and 
birds die as it passes, Why don't they keep it off? 

Mr, Posrey Durr, My dear fellow, don't be hysterical, for goodness’ 
sake! It's only the steamer, bound from Marseilles (where the cholera 
is raving) eva some other port to England, with rags, The authorities 
are busy taking steps to avert the cholera; they cannot attend to the 
steamer from Marseilles just now, T was just about to tell you, when 
you so absurdly interrupted me, how all travellers arriving trom foreign 
parts are to be fumigated and subjected to quarantine and 

Mr, INKWYRkKER, * Foreign parts’ but how about Marseilles? 

Mr, Postey Durer, Oh--they make an cxception in the case of 
Marseilles provided the ship stops somewhere on the way, 

Mir, INKWvRkRK, See that dreadful ship has entered port The 
rags are being unloaded and sent to Dewsbury! There is a black cloud 
hanging over the line of their route! //Ay do they allow 

Mk. Posray Durr. Don't talk nonsense! Tlow can authorities 
engaged in warding off a pestilence waste their time on cargoes of rags 
from Marseilles (where the cholera is raging) so long as they call some 
were else on the way? There, I think we have every reason to con 
gratulate ourselves on the foresight of the country in taking every 
wecaution, Not only have the street drains, Xe.; but all insanitary 
see have been, Ac., while the state of the Thames has undergone 
rigid, \c., and every attention has been paid to, Ac., d&c. 

. . . *. > . 

Dear me! To think that the cholera should have decimated the 

country after all, and that it should have begun at Dewsbury ! 
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Tite most melancholy agricultural outlook at this time of year is the 
wild stare of a thirsty sub-editor of a comic paper, who sorrows as he 
thinks of hock and seltzer *tcornists round at the Gaiety bar, while 


he is *'b ccd up ‘in an off culling down preci fonicles intau chal 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor or “ Fun.” 

IR,—*‘ Glorious Goodw 
oncemore! I loveGoodwood, 
and revel in it most of all 

j in the year. Not 
that I care for racing itself ; 
it isa pursuit I 1 ye 
don’t think much of, and its 


professors are I loathe 
and detest, ao ym admire. 


They are so greedy for the 
straight tip, and so grossly 
violent when they find they 
haven’t got it when they 
thought they had. No, Sir, I 
enjoy Goodwood, I love 
Goodwood, because it gives 
me an opportunity of having 
four days, or at any rate four 
evenings, at Brighton—sweet 
Brighton, shingle-bound and 
electro-lighted haven of joy, 
that I rapturously adore and 
rather like !—with the addi- 
tional satisfaction of being 
able to debit you with the exes. 
Bat in the midst of my joy it is necessary that I give you tips. Here is 
one for each day of the meeting. First, my 


Tip FOR THE GOODWOOD STAKES. 


If fear in the mind of the Prophet should linger, 
And tinge all his tips with the glamour of doubt, 
Is that any reason for raising a finger 
Of scorn and derision, and pointing him out? 
If certainty glows in his bosom, and, proudly 
Convinced of success, he should dance with delight, 
Or even suppose he should vocalise loudly, 
Is that any reason for saying he’s tight ? 


And if Corrie Roy should do all that’s expected 
(And parties may back him, perhaps, for a place), 

If glory from Florence once more be reflected, 
And settle the Prophet in very good case— 

If Donald be first. though but third in my stanza, 
And do as I fully ex him to do, 

It all should be merged in the mighty Loch Ranza, 
Is that any reason for looking so blue ? 


All the same, I wouldn't trust this tip too much ; I’ve a weakness for 
Blue Grass myself, or John Jones. But to proceed ; here is a 


Tip FOR THE STEWARD’s Cup, 


Although I'd be glad to avoid it, 
(The feeling’s so very distressful), 

I feel, though my very best wit I've employed it, 
This tip will be quite unsuccessful. 


So, though Lowland Chief merits backing, 
And St. Blaise’s success isn’t chancy, 

And though for Queen Adelaide nothing is lacking, 
And Hauteur may tickle your fancy. 
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Portrait or THE GENTLEMAN WHO THOUGHT 
T.Y.C. meant TuHames Yacut Crus. 


And though swift Geheimniss may please it, 
And Diletto, most likely, disgust it ; 

While the tip takes Lucerne, and exhorts you to seize it, 
I wouldn’t advise you to trust it. 


That's carefully expressed, at any rate ; and so on we go to my 


Tip FOR THe Goopwoop Cup. 


The time I easily recall 
When Quicklime would have held my all; 


Was very, very long ago. 


I ‘ve fairly changed my mind since then, 
And now I love St. Gatien; 

And Tristan, too, my heart ca. touch, 
And Cosmos ‘‘ likes me” very much. 


But that I'd have you plainly know 


Still I would give what praise I can 
To Mr. Rothchild’s Talisman ; 

But look for unexampled joy 

From Mr. Manton’s Corrie Roy. 








And lastly, though far from leastly, here is my stupendous, infallible, 
and unavoidable 
Tip FOR THE CHICHESTER STAKES. 

A rather lengthy entry, and a doubt about the weights of them, 

A very meagre knowledge of their mothers and the mates of them, 
With most without performances to yield a decent test of them, 

It’s really rather difficult to hit upon the best of them. 

Trophonius, however, isn’t very much afraid of them, 

He’s pretty sure to make, you know, whatever ’s to be made of them— 
And, so, here goes for Eunice, the quickest of the quick of them, 
Though probably the Hermit Colt is just about the pick of them ; 

But there’s Acrostic, Lowland Chief, a very clever pair of them, 

But if there’s any beat Lucerne the Prophet's unaware of them. 


So no more at present from 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 








A Study. 


He was a good and loveable man, we knew it well: whence, there- 
fore, this settled melancholy that was settling upon him, and bidding 
fair to cast a permanent gloom over his life? 

Oft, as we sat by him, we marked, much moved, the settled longing 
in his far-off gaze ; we marked his hand stretched out unconsciously as 
if to grasp something longed for, yet unknown. Yet he was rich, in 
good health, virtuous, beloved, envied! 

‘‘What is it which, being absent, destroys your happiness?” we 
asked, ‘* Have you not all that earthly bosoms can desire?” 

He sighed wearily, and turned his yearning eye for an instant upon 
us, as he replied : 

“‘ Give me more love—the love of my fellow-men—of my country. I 
am in receipt of affection; but, alas! the amount is too limited. Let 
my fellow-creatures crowd to kiss my hand in the fervour of affectionate 
gratitude——” 

‘* But,” we urged, “‘ you are already gentle and good. Do we not all 
love you? Does not the savour of your good deeds ?” 

He sprang up with a wild gesture of ineffable longing. ‘‘ That is it,” 
he cried ; let me do more good still. Let me be the wholesale bene- 
factor of millions, that those millions may love me. Let the little chil- 
dren crowd around my knee ; let the little birds all sit upon my head— 
not one or two, but a/// Tell me, how shall I compass ¢hzs ?” 

Our head fell upon our breast in deep reflection. How should this 
man render himself thus beloved? For three days we remained in the 
same attitude, pondering over it. Then we raised our hand, beckoned 
him, whispered in his yearning ear. 

At the low words his eye flashed ; his bosom rose and fell responsive 
to the wild beating of his heart ; with one great stride he reached the 
door and sallied forth. 

* s id * * 

Three months from that day we saw him once more. There had 
swept a pestilence over the land. Around him stood the relatives of 
those who had succumbed to it—thousands and thousands: they pressed 
to kiss his hand: the little children, by millions, flocked to his knees 
or nestled in his bosom: all the birds—not a few merely—sat, pouring 
forth their strains of melodious gratitude, upon his head. He was in- 
deed beloved ; his dream was realized ; he was happy. 

How had he gained his end ?—how earned this overwhelming flood of 
deathless gratitude? He had acted upon our suggestion, and imported 
into his native land a cargo of rags from a district stricken with the 
plague. He is to be buried in Westminster Abbey. 








GALT says that ‘‘common people are frightened at an unusual toilette.” 
We differ from Galt. The eccentrics who extravagantly indulge their 
whims and fancies in matters of 
fashion have more reason for fear 
than *‘common people.” ‘*Com- 
mon people” sometimes have a sense 
of responsibility, as a Gallic mash- 
ering visitor to London (with real 
live blue blood jumping round his 
veins) has found out to his cost. 
This gentleman had followed the 
latest French fashion of having a 
pape of his lady-love painted on 

is thumbnail. As he left a well- 
known restaurant the other night 
several elderly persons from Soho 
followed him and washed that nail 
clean, merely to keep up the honour 
and cleanliness of the aristocracy of la belle France. They scrubbed so 
ig ngs there is not ia of the nail left. The G. M. V. is hurt 
¢ the quick, 
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A Take In. 


In love and war all strategy is fair; 

And girls—like fencers—practise dext’rous feintings, 
With many a device, or ruse de guerre, 

Man-cevres, woman-cevres, sighs, and paintings. 
Powder and balls are very useful things, 

And love and war cannot exist without them; 
Armies and Cupids fly—they both have wings— 

And carry weapons of assault about them. 








My love makes war on me with horse and foot, 
New batteries incessantly unmasking ; 
My chance of conquering seems black as soot, 
Though once I thought she could be had for asking ! 
She plays with me as if upon a line 
She’d hook’d me—like a sort of human salmon! 
She makes me fancy love is all divine— 
And then assures me it is only *‘gammon!” 


Is she enticing me with wicked eyes? 
Am I deceived ? 
* * s . 
I’ve found out what ’s the matter! 
She thinks about her I ’ve been telling lies, 
And it has made her mad as any hatter. 
I said that she was ‘‘ taken in” by me, 








She now admits it to be true—for she 
Was often taken in by me—to dinner! 





‘ 


** None but the brave deserve the fair ””—they say. 

A proof of this at Wimbledon was seen, 

For though they all were plucky there I ween, 

It was a gallant-man, who ’tother day, 
Bore off the prize that's given by the Queen. 
No naval record could that ‘‘ Shootist ” show, 

You ’ll own he was the ‘‘ main, top-gallant ” though. \y 
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And I have proved to be no lying sinner,— (edit 
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A RABID Opposition paper speaks of such peers as Lord 
Jersey and Lord Wemyss as “‘ weak-kneed.” And yet many 
thoughtful persons anxious to see a conflict between the two 
Houses averted, think that the events of the past week- 
(k)needed some such sensible peers. 

A NEW novel bya Mrs. Needell has just been published. 
It is Needell-less to say that this ought to be a sharp and 

inted work. That Needell doubtless has an ‘‘ eye” for effect 
m pursuing the ‘‘thread ’ of her story. 








PUNS OF THE PERIOD. 


Erank.—“* Writ, KITTY, YOU NEEDN'T SNEER AT THE MASHERS, 
FOR YOU ARE ONE YOURSELF.” 

Kate (freesingly).—‘** INDEED, I SHOULD BE SORRY TO BE ANYTHING 
SO SILLY,” 

Frank,—“* WELL, YOU WON’T DENY THAT YOU ARE MA CHERR.” 


[ Xate thaws. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAY, 18 Julys.—Ze Lords read tree times ze Vauxhall Vater Bill. 
At Vauxhall zey vill not be Vaterloosers, for Milor Scamperdown put 
down his foot vit clause zat ze Company sall supply ze payer of vater- 
rate vit returns. Next zey vill demand cigars. Lord Maurice vit Fits report 
to ze Commons British officer have go to Dongola—I suppose in gondola. 
Monday.—Aftare all ze demonstrations, Milor Selborne is ze only 
lord zat get ze sack. He resume ze voolsack at qvartaire of hours after 
four. Lord Carlingford inform Lord Henpecker and Yelper zat ze 
Privy Council cannot give notice to local boards ven zey have corns and 
gumboil—only he call it foot-an’-mouse disease—in ze next counties. 
Ze Thames at Barking set Sir Milner growling. Sir Dilke say it vill be 
seen into. Mr. Macfarlane say it is too sick. Jim Louder and Mr. 
Chaplin tell Sir Vernon it vas ver’ nonsensicals zat his procession sould 
block ze vay to ze House of Common. He do not desire to come in ze 
undareground vay @ /a Milor Sherbrooke some time ago. It vould be 
too Low(e) for him zat style. Sir Harcourt vas not avare ze procession 
block ze vay to ze House of Commons. I rise and say, ‘‘ Mr. Espikare, 
old chappie, it vill do more—it vill block ze vey, to ze House of Lords, 
if zey do not mind zeir cues and peas.” Ze Mudir of Dongola have 
receive letter from Gordon. It isin French. Ze House demand of me 
vat Gordon mean ven he say he is en donne défense. 1 say he is all right 
up till now, and is vaiting till ze clouds roll by. Ve go in Supply. 
O’Brien up. He sould be call a brayin’. 

Tuesday.—Lord Redesdale ask for vy vill not ze Government ven zey 
bring up Franchise Bill for his trial at ze next Session do like ze manager 
zat cannot fill his theatre vit peoples zat pay—zat is, distribute ze seats, 
Lord Granville reply zey vill not interfere vit ze seats, but vill stick to 
ze form. Jim Louder and ze ozzare Tories complain in ze Commons 
zat ze Board vich Vorks have remove ze railings and posts in ze parks to 
oblige ze Demon Stration. Mr. Shaw Lefevre take no notice of zeir 
railings. He say ze time for ‘‘ Here stands a post” has gone. Ala foi! 








it vas better as it is zan zat ze people sould as vonce upon ze time take 
down ze park railings zemself, 

Vennisday.—To-day ze mot d’ordre of ze Irish membares is not ** hold 
ze Harvests.” It is ‘* vizhold ze Celery ;” and zey demand zat ze Crown 
Solicitor for Tipperarys sall have ze escrew put on him by his escrew 
being taken off him, because he have commence action to defend his 
character, and some von have present petition against him. Peter 
Rylands and Arnold support him. I tell ze latter, “You Ar’nold 
stupids. Lettuce give ze man his Celery.” Ve do, 

ursday.—Ze House of Chuckares-out serve ze pea Guardians of ze 
Law of Ireland Bill ze same as ze Franchise Bill. rd Hartington tell 
us in ze Commons zat to defend ze Pyramids ve sall have to ‘** shell out.” 
Mr. Gladstone tell us ze ptian Conference is not like ze Egyptian 
Beauties, affair of esmoke. I say no, but it is a burning question. 





—> 
—_ 





Every profession or trade has its singular usages, which are sometimes 
too carefully observed by disciples. Perhaps the most objectionable 
trade practice we know is that indulged in by milkmen, ¢ are not 
about to refer to the *‘ Simpsonian ” custom of milk-sellers. No! a far 
worse infliction than “ Simpson” is thrust on a long-suffering public by 
vendors of lacteal fluid. We refer to the exuberant noise they make while 
following their calling. Should a shoemaker bring a pair of slippers to a 
customer’s house, he does not stand rattling them against the railings 
outside, yelling at the top of his voice, ‘‘Sho, shooo, shooow, showoow ! 
and pealing the bell all the time, as if the domicile were on fire. But 
a milkman finds it absolutely necessary in the interests of his business, 
from half-past six in the morning to half-past five in the afternoon, to 
rattle his cans as much as possible against every area-rail he stops against, 
wrenching and clanging the bells of each house he calls at. ‘Coo, 
cooou, cooow, coouowo!” shrieks and roars the milkman, till we all 


wish ourselves babies again, with no jumpy nerves to speak of, f 
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cr To Cornrgsponpents.—T7he Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contrioutions. 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 


In no case will they be returned unless 
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Lady.—‘*We_l, Mrs. GRUMMLEs, I 
Mrs. Grummiles.—“ REGLAR WorRK! 


A HARDENED SINNER. 


HOPE YOUR HUSBAND WILL GET SOME REGULAR WORK SOON.” 
E’LL NEVER DO NO REGLAR WorRK, MM, ’THOUT IT’S ON THE TREADMILL, M’M!” 








NEW LEAVES. 


favourite with others as it is with ourselves. 


Swan, Sonnenschein & Co.). These stories are 
are well adapted for their entertainment ; the pi 


ease, and at the same time, with this book in 
to America.” 


asking many questions.” 


“On y a Flower Girl,” by the author of “My Neighbour Nellie” 
(‘‘Fun” office). We cannot do less than speak in complimentary terms 
of this book, as it issues from ‘‘ our own shop,” but it deserves the most 
complimentary terms in which we can speak of it—it will be as great a 


‘* The Little Flower Girl,” and other stories in verse, by Robin (W. 


‘“‘A Trip to America,” by William Hardman (T. Vickers Wood). 
Without stirring a step abroad, the intelligent reader may sit at home at 


‘*The Handbook of the A. B. C. (American, British, and Colonial) 
Exchange Club” (A. B. C. Ex. Club). To the many thousands of 
American and Colonial gentlemen who visit London the advantages of 
the A. B. C. Club will be easily apparent, and to them this handy book, 
so full of requisite information, will be immensely useful. 

‘‘ The Tourist’s Guide to Ireland,” by W. F. Wakeman, F.R.H.H.A.I. 
(Official Guide, Dublin). Those who wish to see Ireland could not have 
a better guide than Mr. (wide-a-) Wakeman, who here places before them 
**the precise kind of information they require, without the necessity of 


| _ ** Royal Route to the Highlands” (David Bryce and Son, Glasgow). 
| This is a very useful little guide and time book, which may be carried in 
the waistcoat pocket. 

** The House of Lords,” by Sir John Bennett (David Bogue), In view 
of the prominent position the question of ‘‘the House of Lords” is assu- 
ming, the robust arguments of Sir John Bennett cannot fail to have a 
powerful influence on the minds of the people. 

** The Late Charles Reade; the Story of his Conversion,” by Charles 
Graham (Morgan and Scott). The book may serve the author’s purpose 
according to his views, but from ‘‘ the meshes of the evil net” and the 
**sin in this entanglement” in regard to the theatre we dissent. 

*‘John Bull and his Neighbour,” by a Brutal Saxon (Wyman and 
Sons). In our notice of ‘‘ John Bull and his Island,”’ we intimated that 
something similar might be written of France. In ‘‘ John Bull’s Neigh- 
bour,”’ ‘a Brutal Saxon” has ‘‘hit back” with powerful and well- 
directed blows, in return for the attacks upon this country in many recent 
works; but though much of what he cites against France is unparalleled, 
in shame it must be confessed that much may be paralleled in England. 

‘The Did’em Ditties” (H. Vickers). We have already commended 
| these ditties to the favourable consideration of our readers, and do so 
| again. 

THE ne plus ultra of Imbecility.—The contemptible twaddle of Tory 
papers at the present time. 


**told for children,” and 
ctures, too, are pleasing. 


his hand, enjoy *‘ A Trip 














9 Richest Custard! Without 
Eegs!! Half the Cost 
and Trouble!!! Cheice! 
Delicious! A Great Luxury !! 
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you get 
BIRD'S 
A 64. Packet is 
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Packet for 7 
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ave met with general approbation. 
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KNOCK-’EM-DOWN. 
John Bright,—‘‘ HERE YOU ARE, GENTS—FIRE AWAY !—KERP THE POT A-BOILING !”’ 




















THE INQUISITOR. 


ScENE—TZhe precincts of a police-court, The execrations of the crowd 
heard without. Enter the Magistrate, pale and careworn, and cover- 
ine his face with his hands, 


His WorsuiP (to Policeman X.) Oh, hear you how they curse me up | 


and down, 
Crossing themselves, and point the scornful index, 
Shrinking, and drawing all their coat-tails in 
Lest I should touch them? How they draw their babes 
The closer to their hearts, and take their fancy 
With cake and bottle, doll and gingerbread, 
To turn their eyes from me? Oh, officer, 
Oh, constable—oh, private—goes thy heart 
Not on the beat to find me hounded thus? 
Are not its inmost cells—(I would address thee 
In idioms that fit thy calling)—ache 
At this my misery——? 
POLICEMAN X. (putting away the magistrates imploring hand from his 
sleeve, and steeling himself). 1 cannot hear thee! 
I am an officer at thy command : 
As such, I do thy bidding—ask no more, 
Or that humanity that wells within me 
Shall burst this coat of blue, and bid me tell thee 
I know thee for—— 
His WorsHIP. Ah, spare the cruel word ! 
POLICEMAN X. (Zurning his glaring cye full upon him, and grasping 
him by the wrist). 
There came to thee, by cruel warrant summoned, 
A lady who refused to pay her rates 
Because she had no vote. What didst thou do? 
Didst stretch a liberal hand, and give her votes, 
And let her go? No, no—thou didst condemn 
To payment, or to sale of furniture ; 
And when she went and smashed her furniture, 
And would not pay, but blubbered ‘‘lock me up,” 
What didst thou then? 
His WorsHIP. Indeed I locked her up. 
POLICEMAN X. Yea, even now—the halo round her head 
Awry with agitation—in her cell 
She sits and writes a letter to the 7zmes. 
There came to thee, conveyed by stern police, 
A lady who insisted on haranguing 
From seats on Primrose Hill. Didst dry her tears, 
Hand her voice-jujubes, bid her still harangue 
And cause as much obstruction as she pleased ? 
No! Thou didst fine her. When she would not pay, 
Didst thou not send her to the cruel cells ? 
E’en now she bangs her halo on the door 
For pen and paper ! 


| 





I {Is WorsuiP (fo the Usher). Canst thou too condemn? 
THE UsHER. Hence, touch me not, your worship ! 


THE CLERK, 


His Worsuip, Horror! 


No, nor me! 
Another female prisoner ! 


Yes, yes! She wears the customary halo, 
And steps the mournful step of martyrdom ! 
(with a great effort) What is the charge? 


POLICRMAN X, 


Your worship, she’s up 


For breaking windows in St. Stephen’s Palace, 
Also maliciously, and with a stone, 
: Assaulting Mr. Gladstone on the head. 
FEMALE PRISONER. I did—I want my vote! I wish to be 


A martyr—-- 
Iiis WorsHIP. 
FEMALE PRISONER, 


Oh, I knew +t! 
Bear me hen ce 


To dungeons dismal and pestiferous ; 
Load me with chains—— 


His WorsHIP, 


Approach, Policeman X, 


I hereby yield mine office unto thee. 
Farewell! The female martyr grant thee peace ! 











De-“Cri”-ed.. 


A Lot of Tory editors met lately at the ‘* Cri,” 
And ’tis said they had some visions of a decent subsid-y, 
But it didn’t quite turn out as they conjectured, 








































No ‘*‘lump sum ” or e’en instalments was proposed by Tory chiets 
And then, to add still further to those editorial griefs, 
By Lord Salisbury and Sir Stafford they were lectured! 
So that Criterion-conference was not a bright affair ; 
Indeed, in some respects it caused a ‘* Cri” of deep despair, 





Tue LATEST CRY OF THE CHILDREN,—*‘‘ Please to remember the 
otter : 7 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE London manager must, 
on the whole, have felt 
himself somewhat at a dis- 
count during the recent 
weeks. At any rate, he 
has shown himself con- 
scious of some neglect by 
shutting his doors and 
‘* awaying ” to the kindlier 
atmosphere of (more or 
less) rural and provincial 
England, [Ireland, and 
Scotland. 





But ere these lines attain 
the reader’s gaze, a *‘ good 
time ”’ will have come upon 
that manager, however 
long it will continue. 
Bank Holiday and pro- 
sperity are his for the 
nonce, let what will occur 
upon the morrow—though 
Tue I ‘ DON MANAGER (WHO ALWAYS KNOWS I know no ory that for- 

wien HE ISN’ WANT! b) GOES OUT OF Town. tune should fail him, save 
that there are too many 
managers for the existing number of playgoers. 
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Too.e’s.—The plot of Casting a Boomerang being pretty well known 
from the slight controversy occasioned by the previous production of 
another version of the same original at a matinée, and the August-in 
Daly company of comedians (who are playing here Daly in August, by 
the way) appearing in a fresh piece before these lines can see the light, 
it is not necessary to dwell upon the merits or demerits of the piece to 
any considerable extent. My opinion of it is that though it has neither 
very much strength of plot or over brilliance of dialogue, it has quite 
sufficient of the former to be fairly interesting, and of the latter to be 
fairly amusing. —_—_—_——— 

The acting is very much better than the piece, resulting in frequent 
and hearty bursts of laughter and applause, The company, indeed, is 
an excellent one, it plays an extravagant piece with scarce a tinge of 
extravagance, with an art that is real and true, and with an ensemble 
that is almost perfect. Their style is a lesson to actors of farcical comedy, 
its reality is its distinguishing point,—when they are angry they are 
earnestly angry, not farcically so; when they are nonplussed they are 
seriously, not farcically nonplussed ; the same with terror, love, and so 
on; the immense gain that this is to the fun of the situations, which are 
in themselves humorous, is obvious. 





Miss Ada Rehan, the leading lady, who soon overcomes the prejudice 
engendered by a sort of fat and affected drawl in which she indulges, by 
an exhibition of delightful skill, Mr. W. Gilbert, for a clever exposition 
of a part, which, however, gives many opportunities, and Mrs. G, A, 
Gilbert by an impersonation of marked completeness, merit special notice, 


The lightning in the third act ‘‘ went bang” on the night of my visit. 
It was a pretty loud bang, and the act proceeded in a thick and odorous 
mist, but nobody stirred, and so no harm was done. 


THE EMPIRE,—That wearisome creature, the ‘‘ masher” (and we 
credit report) having found in the Empire metal more attractive than his 
sometime haunt, 
the little house in 
the Strand, which 
boasts itself as one 
having *‘no iron 
curtain, no oil 
lamps, and no 
frantic advertise- 
4 ments” (!!j4?), 
Mp it is not unnatural 
that the idols of 
the deserted shrine 
should seek their 
former devotees in 
their newly- 
favoured temple. 
: : ‘ : Anyway, Mr, 
Tue Emrire.—Priestess or tue Saceep Lamp (é0 doneg- Reece's funny and 


f Masher). “‘HviLo! kere vou are! Wy, we've seemingly peren- 
FOR ¥ EVERYWHERE !" 





nial burlesque on 
; 


J Lanoty ’"} - " : | — . . ‘ | . . . 
née Lorly 4 Ateves, manipulated into two acts, and played by the Gaiety 








company, under the management of Mr. Hollingshead, has taken up its 
quarters here for a few weeks. 


Miss Farren plays her original part with all her original sprightliness, 
Mr. E. W. Royce reappearing as the Robber Chief, while Miss 
Constance Gilchrist and Mr. W. Elton succeed Miss Kate Vaughan and 
Mr. Terry as the Terpsichorean and knife tricky Morgiana, and the im- 
pecunious but merry woodcutter respectively. Miss Phillis Broughton, 
Mr, John Dallas, and Mr. W. Warde complete the main cast. I don’t 
see why the programme shouldn’t be found sufficiently attractive for its 


allotted weeks. 


Nops AND WINKS,—The second play of the Daly company (full 
notice next week) is a piece of ‘*‘ American life and manners,” called 
Dollars and Sense. No doubt there is a laudable desire (and may 
it be gratified) to acquire many of the former, and an original American 
play containing any superabundance of the latter will be something 
of a novelty, and ought to create a furore !—The Private Secretary has 
passed his hundredth night at the Globe, and seems likely to stick to 
his situation for some time to come.—Miss Marion Terry has been playing 
Viola in 7welfth Night at the Lyceum since Monday week in consequence 
of her sister’s suffering from a severely inflamed hand. This is scarcely the 
kind of ** hand” actresses desire, and everybody will wish the talented 
lady speedily quit of it.—This (Wednesday) afternoon Miss Carlotta 
Leclercq will present and play in a performance of Mr, Bartley Camp- 
bell’s Fate at the Olympic ; Mr. Campbell’s fate at the Olympic on the 
last occasion that he tempted it (with A7y Partner) was not exactly to- 
ward—better luck to him next time.—The Novelty closed on Saturday 
to reopen in September. Mem. Zhe Scalded Back dreads cold water.— 
Mr. Julian Cross has written a melodrama in four acts called Ou/cast 
London, which is to be produced 
at the Surrey on the 25th; in 
selecting the performers for the 
work, Messrs. Conquest and 
Merritt have determined to out- 
cast London, I believe.—On the 
29th, which it’s a Wednesday, 
and exactly 1939 years after the 
landing of Julius Czesar, if that 
is of any consequence, Mr. Har- 
rington Baily takes a benefit at 
the Gaiety ; a piece rather eccen- 
trically entitled, Faith ; or, Ed- 
dication and Rights will make 
its first appearance on any stage 
on the occasion.—M, Lubimoff 
is engaged to play Dr. Ceneri in 
Mr. Bruce’s No. I company, on 
tour with Called Back, in which 
combinaion Miss Alma Murray 
sustains the part of Pauline 
March, I can imagine the Rus- : 
sian delighting in the Siberian = 
chainery of the third act, and I Tue Atwamera.—“ Buack-Evep Susan 
wish this Pauline very March 
success. — Black Eyed Susan has opened the doors of the Alhambra. I'll 
tell you what she looks like next week. Meantime ‘‘ our artist” gives 
his idea !—The English version of a Passionara has been successfully 
produced at Hull, under Mr. Wilson Barrett’s management, under the 
title of Zhe Woman and the Law (an exploded law, by the way). It 
was received, I am told, with cheers and applause—a regular Hull-a- 
bulloo, in fact. NESTOR. 
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IN the Margate Marine Palace of Truthful Jollity even paterfamilias can 
waltz to his heart’s content, and he sometimes does so after his spouse has 
caught him on the “‘ hop,” subsequently to the arrival of the ‘‘ Husband’s 
Boat,” for all is pleasantry in the Isle of Thanet’s abode of palatial bliss. 
But dancing is not all that goes on at the royal abode of pleasure in 
Margate. Serious matters are thought over and carefully digested, and 
eating and drinking (in moderation, of course) are carefully considered 
by those who provide refreshments, and by those who consume them. 
The band, we are delighted to state, is ‘‘ clean, sober, and perfect,” 
though each individual member of it does not belong to the ‘‘ Band of 
Hope.” The art of swimming is well and playfully exhibited by Miss 
Beckwith, When watching this young lady dipping, diving, and splash- 
ing about gracefully in the water, we were reminded of a tricky little 
girl, who used to live on and under the banks of the Rhine, Miss 
Lurline by name, verd sa~. It is unnecessary to speak very highly in 
praise of the Margate Marine Palace, because those who visit it are 
tolerably certain to enjoy themselves, even if they happen to be 
dyspeptics, 





Don’T ask the water-beetle the depth of the pool. 

































































Sia Mb, 
ae a 


























less, 
Miss 
and 
| im- 
ton, 
lon’t 
r its 


(full 
ulled 
may 
‘ican 
hing 
has 
k to 
ying 
ence 
y the 
nted 
lotta 
imp- 
1 the 
y to- 
rday 
r— 


cast 


bliss. 
ire in 








Avucust 6, 1884, 











“Cattle!” 


Rill as “‘ cattle,” says, ‘‘ 


Oh, Sir Stafford, Sir Stafford, we note, with regret, 
That your manner has changed a lot lately ; 
We knew you were always tae but yet 
_ Every Liberal respected you greatly. 
For your method of warfare was genial and bland, 
_And in each political battle, 
You set an example to all of your band, 
Your speeches were hitherto courteously planned, 
Now, into a blaze by Lord Salisbury fanned, 
You regard English toilers as ‘* cattle.” 


You were wont to be one of the few of your clique 
Who were ne’er known to bully and bluster, 

And some (such as Randolph) declared you were weak, 
But no one was kinder and juster. 

But mow there’s a great transformation—ah, yes ! 
Or why, in Conservative prattle, 

Do you such a lack of acuteness express ? 

It fills Mr. FUN with the greatest distress 

To hear you thus imitate reckless Lord S, 
And call English artizans *‘ cattle.” 


We know the great Salisbury calls them the ‘* mob,” 
Yea, thus he again lately dubbed them; 
But twill be for your party a very bad job 
That you mocked the people and snubbed them. 
You know that Conservatives often pretend 
(In the course of much vague tittle-tattle) 
To pose as the toilers’ and peasants’ best friend, 
But hat *‘ hanky-panky ” will come to an end, 
The People will see through it, you may depend, 
Since even you christen them *‘ cattle! ” 





day World. What offers ?—Siivia,” 


the exchange will be effected. 


The Echo, referring to Sir Stafford Northcote’s recent description of 
those who took part in the t demonstration in favour of the Franchise 
: ; The multitude of Londoners who are described 
by Sir Stafford as ‘ cattle’ will treasure the word in their recollection.” 


exchange columns of a ladies’ journal. It runs as follows :— 
** Wanted to Exchange, the Better Land for this Worka- 


Silvia evidently does not know when she is well off. The | 
attention of spiritualists will probably be drawn to this incon- | THERE?” 
testible piece of evidence as to the existence of a direct system | 
of comunication between this and other spheres. Should | 
any one close with Silvia’s offer, we wonder after what method | Sister.—**OHn, FRED! WHERE’s YoUR GEOGRAPHY?” 
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OVER THE SEA. 


Freddy.—‘* WHERE WOULD YOU GET TO IF YOU SAILED RIGHT OVER 


Sister.—** CALAIS, I suppose.” 
Freddy.—‘* THAT’S IN AMERICA, ISN’T IT?” 


Freddy,—“*In my BoX AT HOME, THANK GOODNEsS !”’ 

















TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE FpiTor oF ‘* Fun,” 


IR,—Hoorah ! 
Goodwood is 
who gave you 


the Leicester 


meeting in the 


expenses for 


TIP FOR THE 


ceitedly, 


a success. 





are hopel 
SkeTcH or THe Party WHO TOOK A HANDICAP edly 
deuce of a 


But those who have head-gear, and ready to doff it 
(Obvious merit preparing to guage) 





once more. 
over; and 
all the win- 


ners, as well as Prism for 


Cup? But 


I haven’t left my ‘‘ bonnie, | 
bonnie Brighton” — not | 
while there is another race | 


neighbour- 


hood—not exactly! Sol 
enclose you account of m 


the ak 


(amount of which per re- 
turn will oblige), and a 


BRIGHTON 


Cur. 
The charlatans boast of 
their flukes all con- 
Labouring ever to prove 


Let tipsters give tips which 


ess, repeat- 


TO MEAN THIS SORT OF THING, Finding themselves ina 


mess, 
are 


| 





Will cheerfully own that the tips of the Prophet are 
The most reliable tips of the age. 


The Wandering Nun has been weighted too heavily 
Surely, and Tonans’s chance is but small, 

And looking about where the entries stand, bevily, 
The Duke of fair Richmond seems best of them all. 

Though ‘‘ Brag is a good dog,” Lucerne is a better one, 
Better than any the gay Lowland Chief, 

While Beauchamp evinces few drawbacks to fetter one, 
Marian’s placed, it’s my humble belief. 


No more at present, Sir, from yours truly. I’m going deep into the 
Leger—I'll leger have the result anon; I trust you will take it as 
anoner, and believe me to be Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


eee 


Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 


HIS FILOSOFY. 
LineRALizM is 4 good thing in its way, so is beedles. We may assume 
that Republikanism iz a fine institushen } we kan assume the same of 


snaix. 
Strorberrys kum in with the summer, so do Acie, 

I don’t think mutch of kritiks, 

A trait in a woman’s karakter is to stick her needles where she nos 
where to find them nam, ; 

A good plan to tell whether boots want soling is to hold them up to 
the lite. 

Time iz a klensing fire. 

 Ligitimasy befor awl ” wood make & good motto, 
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TURN ABOUT. 
In reply to a question in the House of Commons, it was stated that sham butter is admitted into the country by the Customs authorities, under the name of ‘‘ butter.” 





It was a few years since that the British Executive, having stamped out the baneful practice of bringing things into the country under a false name, known as 
** smuggling,” and made an honest man of John Bull, put away the gibbets and other correctives in triumphant virtue. 
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And it was a little more recently that that same British Executive was observed to be in 
the habit o: engaging in some mysterious ‘ob, on the sea-shore, under cover of darkness. 
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(See Cartoon.) 
A PAINFUL picture here we see ! 
A Tory Peer’s out on the spree ; 
But don’t 
Imagine his Bank Holiday 
Breeds only inoffensive play, 
For he objects to pass away— 
And won't. 


The grave policeman bids him go, 

Threatens to move him on—but, no! 
“Don’t care !” 

Is all the answer he can get, 

Delivered in a stubborn pet, 

And to a second, sterner threat— 
“You dare !” 


Poor Bobby tries, as he knows how, 

To make him leave or hold his row, 
But can’t: 

For in his elevated state, 

Your Peer grows wildly obstinate, 

And simply tells the peeler straight— 

“T shan’t !” 
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KNICKNACKS. 


WE don’t like to put damaging reports about, but a cry comes forth 
which has reached our ears, viz., that the G. O. M, searched about 
London shops recently, and purchased 
a cheap hat, some mince pies, and a 
Welsh rarebit, and is going to retire 
from business. Several Conservatives 
are dangerously excited in conse- 
quence of the news, A Tory com- 
mittee of investigation is already 
appointed, and a cheap banner has 
been painted for a forthcoming Con- 
servative procession with our Premier 
depicted in his new stove pipe and 
the words, ‘* Do away with the Grand 
Old Man,” written underneath his 
good old manly breast. But the 
British public cannot afford to do 
without him, though the British peers 
can, and men of the world know it. 


A PARISIAN policeman called 
Simon recently was obliged (much 
against his will) to arrest a disturber 

‘ of the peace. The culprit thought 
it best to charge the official maintainer of peace, and in doing so trans- 
fixed himself on the officer’s sword, and unkindly died on the spot, 
much to the bystanders’ disgust. Simon was arrested at once, and 
liberated on bail. This fact evidently upset his mind, for he toddled 
down to the river Seine after refreshing himself with a glass or two of 
absinthe, and swelled that flowing stream by throwing himself into it. 
He was promptly saved, and we hear he is to be decorated for *‘ gallant 
conduct.” We decline to call this constable Simple Simon, though 
several members of the French Senate have implored us to do so. 








MATTERS are not progressing in Australia as the aborigines desire, for 
a prospecter lately informed us in a kindly manner that investigation 
on the part of Europeans meant a case of race against race, and he also 
hinted delicately that in many parts where gold is dug up out of the 
soil, natives are sometimes hardy and daring enough to object to the 
dross being removed, and throw boomerangs at the prospecters, and 
through, or ¢ivew, their wicked, bad ways our prospecter once received 
a severe cut over the eyebrow while engaged on an exploration. We 
asked him what became of the native gentleman who threw the weapon. 
His concise and curiously terse reply was, ‘‘ He didn’t swing a boomerang 
again. I’ve got a very nice little ‘Express’ rifle, and we don’t trouble 
much about coroner’s inquests out there.” 


FINDING matters growing interesting, we judiciously prospected 
our friend, fresh from the seductive fields of warm Queensland, 
in which delightful country he had made himself at home for a lengthy 
period. The prospecter, with the most good-natured air ate chocolate 
creams, and advised us that wicked and naughty beings who imbibe 
too much medicated whisky overnight, and show both in mind and 
body that they have done so, are by some mysterious means singularly 
liable to be pounced on by objectionable police, and chained to a log. 
In the morning, according to our friend, the police constitute them- 
selves magistrates, and after having fined the offenders five shillings, 
ramble to the nearest drinking shanty and spend the money received 
from the culprit, to the mutual disadvantage of the ex-prisoner and 
self-constituted judge. 


THE ‘‘colonial” was also kind enough to inform us that on one 
occasion a police officer arrested an inebriate overnight—chained and 
fixed him to a log as usual, but was sorely distressed at finding the log, 
leg-irons, and prisoner all gone to realms he’d never heard of. When 
twenty J/ack police ‘‘trackists” had been employed affairs cheered up 
a bit, and discoveries, decidedly singular, were made. The anti- 
Lawsonite had roused himself from his peaceful slumbers during the 
stilly night, and having betaken himself to the nearest camp pawn- 
broker’s “shanty,” pledged the ‘‘leg-irons” with which he had been 
fixed to the log. He was a muscular man, though sentimental, for 
when re-arrested a daisy was found in his mouth. Nobody ever knew 
what became of the log, though. Credulous persons suppose he de- 
voured it while escaping from the clutches of the law. 


‘‘A REFORMED GARDENER” writes to us, saying that our British 
Peers should be treated after the fashion of flowering plants, namely, by 
a firm hand, cutting down all *‘ dookal ” rubbish which is neither useful 
nor ornamental. The ‘‘ Reformed” cultivatist of fair flowers does not 
explain whether the pruning should take place during this month or not, 
but he fervently hopes ‘* Sweet William” will lop off a few withered 
peerage blossoms, and create some new pinks of peerage perfection. 


WARBLES OF THE WHEHEE. 
New SERIES, No. 33. ArR—** Zeresa.” 


HE moon has 
scarcely risen, 
love, the 
bobby’s on his 
beat, 

I've come to 
serenade you, 
love, and give 
you such a 
treat. 


I hope you care 
for novelty, if 
not, I’m much 
afraid, 

You'll find acer- 
tain novelty 
about mysere- 


nade, 


It does not deal 
with pretty 
vows, nordoes 
its wording 
range 

Through all the world of platitude to prove I'll ‘‘ never change,” 

It does not deal with things like this in any sort of way, 

But touches superficially the topics of the day. 

My loved one, then, my darling one, oh, listen while I sing 

Of treasons, murders, stratagems, and all that kind of thing, 

Of politics and theatres, of racing men and fights, 

And cognate things in which, we know, the female soul delights. 


My dear, the Mayor of London town (I should have called him Lord, 
But decent opportunity the rhythm don’t afford), 
Has had the Mayors and Provosts up (it shows his taste and nous), 
And given them a dinner in his native Mansion House. 
St. Paul’s new school at Hammersmith was opened t'other day, 
And all the parties most concerned seemed jocular and gay. 
Success most unequivocal attended, I may state, 
The Hospital and Healtheries’ grand combination /¥e. 
| loved one, then, my darling one, oh, listen while I sing 
Of Shakespeare in the open air, and all that kind of thing ; 
And see how charity affects the female ‘‘ upper ten,” 
Inducing them to don the hose and dub-u-lets of men. 


Oh, gone is ‘* Wimbledon,” and all the joys that it can yield, 

Where Gallant wins the Queen her prize, and Erin Elcho’s shield, 

Where ‘“‘ ping ” the rival bullets of the rival men amain, 

Where lurks the merry earwig and the intermittent rain. 

Sir Charley Dilke is scarcely one whom vestrymen can quell, 

And he has sat most firmly on those hight of Clerkenwell. 

Against the Colonists the Sussex made a topping score, 

The match was drawn, though, after all, which was, perhaps, a bore, 
My loved one, then, my darling one, oh! listen while I sing, 

gD nw Craigen’s at it once again, the silly thing ; 

The Tories with their picnics, love, will raise your gentle smile, 

Say—shall we turn Conservative for just a little while? 


The Markiss he has had the Tory editors to dine, 
And Liberals keep demonstrating, whether wet or fine. 
And since that famous Monday, the Conservatives (a lark) 
Have had a sort of *‘ counter demonstration ”’ in the Park, 
For politics are in the air, and fiercer grows the fight— 
The Liberals, of course, you know, are wholly in the right ; 
What’s more, I undertake to say it’s not at all too strong 
To say that the Conservatives are wholly in the wrong. 

So listen, love, and ponder, love, the while stay HO sings 
This highly satisfactory and proper state of things ; 
We pay our demonstrators, the Conservatives have said, 
It seems they will not go to ¢hem, not even if they’re paid, 


’Tis now a half a century since slavery’s defeat, 

Commemorating which a lot of es meet, 

That Spanish gunboat’s done a deed of which it needn’t brag, 

It mustered up its impudence and fired upon our flag! 

The season’s drawing to a close, and so the | aa provide 

For two of our nice ironclads the usual collide ; 

Bank Holiday has passed away (our gratitude it earns), 

And they've unveiled a statue to that Scotchman, Robert Burns, 
My loved one, then, my darling one, oh! listen while I sing 
Of treasons, murders, stratagems, and all that kind of thing ; 
Of politics and theatres, and racing men and fights, 

And now adieu, my love, adieu !—a score of fond good nights ! 
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SPORTING NOTES. 
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The Double Event. 


Making the Running. 




















A CURIOSITY. 


‘*Ar a meeting of the Leek Board of Guardians a letter was read 
from Mr. K, Farrow, the urban sanitary inspector. 

‘*It called attention to the very serious risk to health and life arising 
from the existence of dangerous infectious disease in the rural sanitary 
district of Leek, more especially in cases where persons affected, or 
persons attending the sick, are engaged in dairy work, and of which 
cases the proper officers have no knowledge. He had found a case of 
scarlet fever leing treated in a rcom in which cheese was stored ready for 
market ; another where a person affected was engaged in milking cows ; 
and another in which the attendant on a very bad case was preparing a 
laree quantity of milk for despatch by railway.” 

There was a general, though inexplicable, feeling that that person 
had something about him which distinguished him from every one of 
his fellow creatures, and everybody was conscious of it. Yet he was a 
very ordinary person to look at, and wore clothes of the regular con- 
ventional cut, and had not extraordinariness of manner, and no unusual 
store of learning, or genius, or anything else. Yet, the instant one was 
brought into his company, one noticed that unusual something about 
him. Persons would walk round and round him by the hour together 
to try and discover what was thé matter with him ; but bless you, they 
couldn’t, 

Then it was noticed that Mr. Barnum pricked up his ears, provided 
himself with a few millions of dollars, and started suddenly for Great 
Britain ; and that the management of the Aquarium were bestirring 
themselves ; and that Tussaud’s were on the alert about something or 
other; and that Fun suddenly perceived that he ought to find out all 
about it. 

** What 7s there about that party,” said he to Barnum, “‘ that causes 
you to——?”’ 

**Guess your object’s clear as moonshine,” replied Mr, Barnum. 
‘* Now, see here, stranger; guess I mean to secure him at any price, 
so your chance of cutting me out——” 

** My aear sir,” replied Fun, ‘I wouldn't ¢hind of trying it. I 





assure you it’s the merest inquisitiveness on my part.” 
' 7 *% 
| **QOh, well, you look honest, and I'll trust you,” said Mr. Barnum, 








speaking in an important whisper. ‘£*So I'll tell you straight, he’s 
just ¢he greatest wonder of the age—that’s all Ae is. He’s the only 
living male adult who hasn’t either ridden in a public conveyance when 
he had small-pox, or made butter out of sewage, or sausages out of 
putrid meat, or poisoned the public with arsenic, or nitric acid, or 
copperas, or brought cholera rags from Marseilles, or refused to be 
vaccinated or to disinfect, or prepared milk for the market when he was 
suffering from scarlet fever——” 

** And you stand there and solemnly tell me that there exists a single 
Englishman who hasn’t done ome of these things—you——? ” 

vad EA 

“Then I tell you flatly I don’t believe you, so there!” replied Fun, 
— on his heel in the rudest way. And he never zw// believe it, 
either, 


————_— - 








All a “Hum!” 


THE New York Herald \ately said of the House of Lords, that ‘its 
members sit enthroned like gods . . . they take no heed of terres- 
trial wants. The hum of the people scarcely reaches their ears,”’ 


At the above we need not sadly grumble, 
For, though their Lordships sit enthroned like gods, 
The people’s present ‘* hum” will make peers ** hum”-ble, 
E’en nobles ‘‘ hum ”-bug cannot face such odds ! 





AN American journal recently stated that ‘‘ Lord Randy’—as Lord 
R.-Churchill is familiarly called—** is fast becoming the political sensa- 
tion of England, He takes the crowd.” 


‘* He takes the crowd.” Ah! yes, no doubt, 
By many a foolish gibe and flout 
He seeks renown. 
But oftimes, when he shows some whim, 
By quiet snubs the crowd takes Aim— 
It takes him down! 
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Creamery Parties. 


** It is not every one, unfortunately, who has a dairy, but we ven- 
ture to beg any of our suburban friends who have, to follow the 
example set by the Express Dairy Company, and send out invita- 


tions for a ‘Creamery Party’ forthwith. The ordinary garden-party 
is pretty well pom out, and even ices and fruit begin to pall. But 


there is something irresistible about the very sound of sillabubs and 


curds and whey, of Devonshire junkets and champagne-de-lait,” 
ARE they returned, then—days dreamy, delicious 

As evenings, when tastes were as simple as dress, 
When beauty owed nothing to Art’s meretricious 

Adornments its simple odours to bless? 
Buttercup days, ere the world had grown utter, 

When men tootle-tooed, but too-too scorned to be, 
Days before margarine formed all our butter, 

And cups claimed blue saucers, or held only tea. 


Creamery ; pretty neologism, painting | 
Things sweeter by far than mere créme de Ja créme, 





At sight of a shorthorn, at Betsy Jane’s name, a (: 
Creamery ! cool and serene and pure-scented 

With odours of daisy and clover and thyme, 
Where masher and dude can be hardly prevented 

From talking small talk in Be-attific rhyme, 


And fill them at once with the pure and the pearly 
The masher’ll grow meek, and, well, as for the dude, he 


And patronize infancy’s pure Punch and Judy, 
Instead of the Judies of ofera bouffe. 


What is it to waltz with one’s head and heart burning, 
And every pulse beating like lunatic drums, 

Beside the immaculate pleasure of churning 

And watching the butter and seeing it ‘‘ comes?” 





Except a ridiculous vacuous walk, 
Compared with the healthy excitement of skimming, 
And adding due doses of water and chalk? 


Ah, creamery parties, your multiplication 
Will multiply virtue, will multiply health, | , 
And if milk—with honey—enriches a nation, Fil 
More creameries must mean an increase of wealth. 
They'll help us drop Bung, and they'll help dish Dilke, 


Can’t free Father Thames from his taste and his smell, | ¢ 
In fact, the old-fashioned announcement of ‘‘ milk-oo !” 
Will mean to us moderns a cheerful ** All’s well,” 





Men and Things. 
The author’s friends need entertain no anxiety on his 
behalf—he knows ** his book.” 
The bluebottle has many enemies, but he usually 
manages to escape them all—he is pretty *‘ Zy,” 


MEAN TO 





SHAKESPEARIAN MOTTO fora recent Lunacy Law Case, 
—‘*Oh! Wel(1)don(e), I commend your pains!” 











Though that too deigns honour the feast without fainting, . 


Come, Lady Maude, call the cattle home early, £ “i || 
And come, Lord de Boots, with the pans and the pails, | / fh (} uf 


Refreshment before which bad S. and B, quails. tf 


From all wicked haunts will hold straightway aloof, | 1! Th 


And what is lawn tennis with claret-cup brimming a 
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CORONETS ALTER CASES. 


Miss Minerva,—“‘ Yes, I HAVE FOR YEARS LOOKED ON HFREDITARY 
POWERS ANID DIGNITIES AS DANGEROUS TO THE CONSTITUTION,” &c., &C, 
Viscount Sangazur,—‘* (QUITE MY SENTIMENTS, Miss MINERVA, IN FACT, 


RRING IN BILL FOR HOUSE TO 'BOLISH ITSELF. AND SINCE OUR 


SENTIMENTS ARE IN COMMON, TELL ME, WILL YOU BE MY WIFE? AND BY 
YOUR COUNSEL AND ENCOURAGEMENT, &cC, I HAVE LONG,” &c, 

Miss Minerva,—‘* REALLY, LORD SANGAZUR—SO UNEXPECTED, &c, I 
MUST REFER YOU TO PAPA, XC, 
HAVE COME TO THE CONCLUSION THAT THE HOUSE OF LORDS, AS AT PRE- 
SENT CONSTITUTED, FORMS A CONSTITUTIONAL BULWARK—A BUTTRESS OF 
FREEDOM,” &c., &C, 


BY-THE-BYE, ON MATURE REFLECTION I 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAYS, your 27 Julys.—Ze Earl of Varr desire to know two muches, 
Milor Granville say he must not be in so much hurries, He vill give ze 
noble earl early statement vat ze Conference is conferencing. 

Ven ze Commons go in Supply Lord Percy demand if Mr. Childrens 
vill take ze tacks from ze carriages, and Mr. Jocowen say he have hit ze 
right head on ze nail. A/azntenant, ze Chancellor of ze Chequer of X, 
say he is not so much Childers he look. I say I hope so tree, 
Mondays.—Milor Vims is on his legs on ze subject of ze arms in ze 
Army. As chairman of ze N.R.A., he believe in ze Martini-N.R.A. 
As for ze new veapon, ze small bore vill be great bore if it is more heavy, 
Ze heavy rifle is Snider good for von sing nor any ozzare. Milor Vater- 
ford complain zat land in Ireland vill not sell, and he say it is ze land- 
owner vich is sold, Mr, Cross inform ze House of Commons Sir 
Lumsden is laying down scientific frontier in Afghanistan. Vonce more 
Villis is Barking at ze House of Lords. Mr. Egerton deny zat in Egypt 
ze English Government have cause to be sent out a circular to ze fella- 
heen to sqvare up zeir taxes. Next ve take ze Army Estimates, for ze 
Marqvis say if you vant to preserve ze peace you must fork out ze pieces. 
Tuesday.—Milor Salisbury move to mend ze Standing Orders to 











make sit up ze slumlord zat turn out ze labouring poor to make room 
for public improvements, Ze public improvement he demand is zat 
ozzare houses sall be provide for zem. Lord Lamington assess ze 
Suez Canal asa cesspool. // semble, ze Canal is in as much muddle as 
ze country it flow tro. Mr. Storey draw long story from Milor Fitz- 
maurice about ze Nisero, I say I vish I was nigh zero zis sultry 
vezzare. Mr. Gladstone inform Trueful Thomas ze Franchise BIll is on 
ze shelf. T. T. tell me he mean to ze Lords on ze rack. Ve go 
in supply ze Service vich is Civil, Mr, O’Connor desire to put ze 
escrew on ze Generals A. Tirney and Solicitor for Ireland. He is 
support by Mr. Deasy, and Deasily beaten, 

ennisday.—In Supply, Mr. Dawnay considare ve sould annex ze 
land of Zulu. “Vot annexed? An extraordinary idea,” say Mr. 
Ashley. More extraordinary, Sir Holland vire into ze Dutch Boers, 
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LOOK OUT FOR NEXT WEEK’S 


HOLIDAY DOUBLE NUMBER OF ° FUN.” 
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AGRICULTURAL NOTES. 
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SARA) aiess PE ES an 
1. Farmer Giles has commenced cutting his corn. 2. And Farmer Hodge has had a capital crof. ; 
a prevalence of  dry"" weather. 4. In one district thrashing operations are vigorously carried on. 


3. The last-named gentleman took great precautions against 


5. Hop prospects are not very promising. 








An Axe-iom! 
WAFTED FROM WELBECK, 


Ir was the Duke of Portland, and he went and took the chair, 
At a Tory demonstration,—a peculiar affair, 

And he showed how Mr, Gladstone—with morality most lax— 
Attacks the Constitution ‘‘ with his Democratic Axe \”’ 


He vowed the present Premier always pandered to the ‘‘ mob ”— 
And he spoke of England’s ruin with a deep and ducal sob, 

And then with much emotion, he drew Gladstone (worst of quacks) 
** Hewing down our Constitution with his Democratic Axe !” 


It is probable the youthful peer felt very much relieved 
When he alone, unaided, had that keen-edged quip achieved. 
And doubtless he imagines that the Premier’s breast it racks 
When a noble makes remarks about that Democratic Axe ! 


His Grace, you see ignored the fact, that ’twas his brother peers 
That caused their grand, but useless, gang to be assailed with jeers, 
That ’tis because Lord Salisbury mere common sense still lacks 
That the Ancient House is threatened with the Democratic Axe !” 








liz who would climb highest must carry least. 


A Song for the End of the Session. 


‘* Mr. Gladstone announced the early winding up of the Session, and 
the withdrawal of a number of Bills." —Daz/y Paper. 

WHAT care we for Bills? Let the whole of them drop! 
We then may be free of this pestilent place ! 

We shan’t do an atom of good if we stop— 
Put all public matters away with the mace, 

We'll go to our farms, to our yachts, to our moors, 
And come to our dinners as gentlemen should, 

With ravenous appetites, won out of doors, 
And do our digestions and country some good, 


If Time was a beauty of feminine sex, 

’Tis clear to prorogue you politely would haste ; 
Her personal pride our proceedings would vex, 

Having caused her so monstrous and frightful a zwazs/, 
Then waste Time no longer, but use it to win 

Good temper and health upon mountains and seas, 
No Bill will we have save the Bill at an inn— 

Here no-bill-men—there we'll be only M.P.s ! 


THOUGHT and space share with time the honours of infirmity. 














“The CLEAN Black Lead,” 
JAMES?’ Soli MEDAL 
etic NOME a ‘ B 1 ue 
Cleanliness in use. araqedt le 
BLACKLEAD ia the World” 


BEWARE of Worthless Imitations. 
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Cadbury's 
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PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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i HINTS FOR HOLIDAY GAMES. 
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Here's an improved notion for the next public holiday. Make knock-‘em-downs of the swearers, in place of coker-nuts. Let each row be under the care of a warder,. 
Any player succeeding in knocking off one of their heads to be entitled to exchange it at a police-station for a shilling. 
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The bottie-shot wrinkle :—Piace the bottle on the head of a habitual drunkard, instead of hanging it uy. Of course accidents might happen mow and then, but that 
would be a mere incident. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Too.e’s.—Now that the opportunity has been accorded of seeing the 


Augustin Daly company in a second piece, one begins to understand 
their merits 


and deme- 
rits, and 
settle satis- 
factorily 
what one’s 





opinion 
really is. 
They _ per- 


sistently call 
their pieces 
‘comedies,’ 
I notice, al- 
though the 
only two as 
yet present- 
ed are only 
elongated 
farces. Dol- 
lars and Sense (you will notice the delicate comedy humour of the pun) 
is perhaps a more generally satisfactory play than Casting a Boomerang, 
but I don’t think I should sit up extra boastfully if I were the author of 
both, 





Too.e’s.—Tug ReHan-InG FavouRITF, OR A TOUCH OF 
Daty-caTE Humour! 





| There is nothing particularly new in the piece. There is an old boy 
of ‘seeing life” yearnings, under the restrictions of a serious and high- 
handed wife: there is a young man who sees through everything and 
everybody, and puts everything right: there is a young couple witha 
| mistake between them, which causes continual misunderstanding : there 
‘isa faithful servant who cheats his master (for his good, of course) : 
there is a blustering swindler: there is a ‘‘siren:’’ and, lastly, there is 
_a good-natured hoyden, who ‘‘ chokes off” an undesirable lover by in- 
| dulging in some vulgar antics before the gentleman's father—an idea 
| which was originally presented in a play at a time when I was not born 
enough to have seen it by some hundreds of years! There is plenty of 
| humour in the dialogue, though ; and I should think the piece would 
fill the house well enough until the production of Needles and Pins on 
| Saturday. 


i 





In the acting there is a good deal of genuine comedy too, which would 
compensate for a much worse piece. The sense of humour that twinkles 
through Mr. James Lewis’s impersonation of the genial (Quaker who 
would like to see a little more life is very delightful, and Mr. Lewis 
shows himself a true artist in many ways; while Mrs. G. H. Gilbert, as 
| his wife, plays with a sincerity which 1s at once thoroughly artistic and 
| completely effective. Mr. Otis Skinner is weak; Mr. John Drew and 
Mr. C, Leclercq show appreciation of point and character, 


ut Miss Ada Rehan has hurt me very much. I thought I discerned 
in her an actress of innate refinement and delicate appreciation, and I 
am not even yet ready to give up that idea entirely, but it received a 
rude shock in that one wild and weird nightmare-like scene which well 
‘deserved the voice of the salutary goose that timidly endeavoured to 
'make itself heard, but was drowned by a combination of compatriots 
}and groundlings. For taking this questionable demonstration as a com- 
_pliment, Miss Rehan might have some excuse, but none for acknow- 
ledging it in the middle of the act. 


Tuk OtyMric,—To all appearance Mrs. Conover has at last secured 
ithe piece 
which, if it 
does not ex- 
actly com- 





reverses, 
will, atleast, 
go far to- 
wards that 
result. That 
Mr. Der- 





| rick’s 7 wins 
‘abounds in 
| faults—that 
| the majority 
lof the inci- 
dents are 
j even more perfectly impossible than is usual in this class of piece—is not 
j in this instance to the point. Itis cleverly written, although occasionally 
| @ laugh is obtained by very questionable means—considerable comic in- 





Tus Orymric.—A Ratuer Faint IMPERSONATION. 











| 
j 
| 
| 


vention is displayed, and it is played in capital style. Mr. Righton’s 
rendering of the principal part (or parts) is the most completely artistic 
thing I have seen him do since that memorable evening when he got 
into that delightful bantam-cock rage in Randall's Thumd, when he 
and that piece made their first appearance in London at the opening of 
the Court Theatre. With one or two light touches the difference be- 
tween the Twin Spinaches is made as complete as their resemblance, 
and wice versa; and the whole performance is one of artistic care. Mr, 
H. H. Vincent appears to great advantage, too, as indeed (with the 
exception that Mr. F, Desmond might infuse a little more fire and deci- 
sion into the O’Haversack) the entire cast do. 





And now I am going to touch delicately upon a delicate subject. 
I think the Olympic management is not well-advised in uncorking the 
eflervescing bottle and cutting the succulent sandwich in celebration of 
first nights, or at least in allowing members of the press to be invited 
thereto. Whatever the motives involved, deeply calculating or entirely 
innocent and hospitable, no good end is really served. If the motives 
are of the former kind, I hold the opinion, in the first place (with all due 
deference to my brethren of the nib and quill, and pencil point), that 
the press does not wield quite the enormous power in this matter which 
some folks are good enough to attribute to it. 





Again, it is to be observed that the men who really wield what power 
‘*the estate’ possesses are conspicuous by their absence on these occa- 
sions, and of those who are induced to present themselves a large pro- 
portion do so with a reluctance their best friends would hardly credit 
them with, 
and are of- 
ten = extra- 
critical in 
their notices 
for fear of 
displaying 
susceptibi- 
lity to undue 
influence. 
If the mo- 
tives of the 
manage- 
ment are in- 
nocent, they 
still run the 
risk of being 
m isunder- 
stood, and 
the evil is noless. Mrs, Conover has shown so distinctly in the intelligent 
selection of her companies and the liberality and taste with which she has 
mounted every piece under her management, that she is desirous of ob- 
taining success by honest and legitimate means, that I feel constrained 
to point out that she is unfairly handicapping herself by indulging) by 
no means without precedent) in a practice which otherwise I should 
leave abler pens to combat. 





THe ALHaMuRA.—WILLIAM AND SUSAN, OR HOLLAND AND 
(NOT VERY LIKELY TO) MUL-HOLLAND. 





THE ALHAMBRA.—Mr. F, C. Burnand’s Black Eye’d Susan, with 
all its Koyalty memories upon its head, has been produced here in a 
style well worthy of those memories. It is a piece which abounds in 
genuine humour of both the delicate and rollicking sort—somewhat 
injured, by the way, at one point by Mr. Roberts’s characteristically 
modern disrespect for the author's lines,—and divided into three acts, 
and ‘‘ brought up to date,” seems a very much more “‘ likely” piece for 
the Alhambra than the clearness of its story and the slightness of its 
scenic opportunities would at the first blush suggest. When the pres- 
sure of the holidays has removed its influence from my space, I propose 
returning to the subject more in detail ; in the meantime I may give my 
opinion that the ballets are brilliant, the music pretty fair, Mr. Roberts's 
love-making excruciatingly funny and clever, Miss Mulholland’s See-usan 
scrumptious, genial, and expert in song, and now that William (Holland) 
and his Susan are joined, nothing but success ought to follow the union 
—and may it never be that the union follows their success. 





THE STANDARD has been indulging in a Royal English Opera Com- 
pany, and the ELEPHANT AND CasTLe ina holiday production of Uncle 
Tom's Cavin, both with fair artistic success. The NorTH WooLwIcH 
GARDENS have successfully indulged in a ‘* Masquerade Garden Party 
and Fancy Dress Ball,” while at THE GRAND the Mlle. Beatrice Com- 
pany opened on Bank Holiday with 7e Wages of Sin. The piece, 
which has been played in London on several occasions, was received 
with undiminished favour, and played, with few exceptions, by an un- 
changed cast. Mr. Harvey is as painfully long-suffering and chivalrous 
as ever, while Mr. J. C. Edwards is equally uncompromisingly the reverse. 
Miss J. Coveny, in a subordinate part, exhibited unusual skill. 

NESTOR. 
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VIVE LE SPORT. 


Lord Northbrook,—** TA, TA! MY NoBLe SPORTSMEN—IT’S MY TURN NOW.” 


fe ape? ee, 
j iy 







Ba al we Wn Of anna 
an hrf ‘i 


maf “4 ™ . * ** : ae 











A LONG OUTING. 


(AND NO FURTHER INNINGS.) 


_ Prologue.—* The most important exhibit at South Kensington con- 
sists of two substantially-built houses of the ordinary middle-class type, 
one being typical of the unsanitary 
. > _ condition of our habitations, the 
= (~ BANCFROUS other containing the most improved 
DRAIN appliances for the preservation of 
health, . . . The visitor enters 
the unsanitary house first, and, 
having traversed its three storeys, 
having his attention directed to the 
various defects, shown by clearly- 
written labels, he crosses a bridge 
thrown from the upper floor to the 
sanitary house next door, where 
his attention is in a similar way 
drawn to the various perfected 
fittings exhibited. Mr. Rogers 
Field explained to the company 
the principles of successful sanita- 
tion,” 
LATEST BULLETINS. 

Five minutes after.—The crowd 
is dispersing from the Healtheries 
with a determined expression on 
its face. Although it is not yet 
nearly the hour for closing, the 
crowd is making straight for the 
doors, and will not be amused at 
anything more. Policeman X has 
made the most gallant efforts to 
stem the current of departure, in- 
viting the attention of the crowd 
to rare and interesting objects, 
such as tins of preserved meat and 
condensed milk ; but his endeavours are of no avail. 





























an 


Later.—The crowd is directing its steps straight to its residence. Its 
| eyes are turned neither to right nor left. It enters its habitation, and 
| confers solemnly with its wife. 
Let us examine—let us go right into the matter and see what can 

be done,” it says. The crowd and his wife begin systematically at the 
top. ‘*Here’s the waste-pipe from the cistern going right into the 
drains—just so,” says the crowd. ‘* Here’s the cistern in a place where 
we can neither see nor get at it—exactly,” says his wife. ‘‘ Here’s the 
bath with typhoid issuing from it—precisely,” says the crowd, ‘‘ Here 
are the walls covered with arsenic—as per schedule,” says his wife. 
‘*Here’s the dusthole right in the middle of the kitchen—as quoted,” 
says the crowd, ‘‘ And here are all the drains laid the wrong way, and 
stopped up—as invoiced,” says his wife. ‘‘]Just stand away outside 
with the children,” says the crowd, arranging a tin of dynamite in the 
basement. 

Later.—A vast series of simultaneous explosions has just taken place 
over the London area. As soon as the smoke clears away, one perceives 
that London, as far as its private residences are concerned, no longer 
exists. On the outskirts, millions of gipsy vans, myriads of rolled-up 
tents, are proceeding to the heights of Hampstead and the bowers of 
Epping. The crowd is setting out for its Bank Holiday. 


Later.—Policeman X wanders over the deserted ruins of London, 
solitarily awaiting the return of the rg we Mayet om All around are 
the remnants of porous and slack-baked bricks, defective drains, “vet 
ous cisterns, malarious dustbins. The solitary constable amuses himself 
in searching for the ruins of one sanitary dwelling: he traverses the 
entire site of the metropolis, and fails. It grows dusk, but no sound of 
returning revellers consoles the lonely officer’s ear. One by one gleam 
forth the camp-fires on the heights of Hampstead, of Wimbledon, of 
Blackheath. Night comes on, and the lonely constable sits down and 
sobs in his solitude. 

On the heights of Hampstead the crowd and his wife give fortha 
great sigh of relief. ! 

‘Tt may rain on one’s head and so on,” says the crowd, ‘‘ But it’s 
wholesome.” ‘‘So it is,” murmurs his wife; ‘‘and the children will 
not have fevers.” And they do not intend to try houses again until the 
present race of builders is dead, which cannot happen too soon. 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
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New Series, No. 34. Atr—‘‘ Mrs. Brady's Daughter.” 
- HORES _ so 
sandy, nice 
and handy, 
Sing while it’s 
so hot, 
Shade and 
shelter, helt- 
er-skelter, 
<== «Seek them 
will you not? 
Waving treeses, 
gentle 
breezes, 
Streams in 
which to 
souse, 
Scent of heath- 
er, altoge- 
ther 
Draughty sort 
of house. 
What a heat! 
pulses beat ! 
throbbing 
feet, fly- 
blown meat, 
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Moving fleet, indiscreet—oh, I never felt so hot before! 
Take advice—lemon, ice, sugar, dice, claret, spice— 
Stir it twice, ain’t it nice ?—but I never felt so hot before ! 


Lib’rals active, hold attractive 
Meeting in St. James's Hall, 
Folks computing splendid shooting, 
Answer to St. Grouse’s call ; 
Mrs. Weldon, unexcelled ’un, 
Makes a legal point at last ; 
Chol’ra raving mad behaving 
Foreigners are all aghast. 
What a heat! broiling street—such a treat shade to meet— 
Fiercely greet, blanket, sheet—oh, I never felt so hot before ! 
Hear the wise! Coinage buys, wherein lies—soothing prize, 
‘Thirst that dries quickly flies—but I never felt so hot before ! 


Goodwood so-so (didn’t go, so 
Feel a little pleased at this) : 
The Markiss—kandy, now quite handy 
Glovey seems to be—what bliss ! 
One O’Brien they've be thryin’, 
Got it warm in libel case, 
O’B (know it) shouldn’t go it, 
Or you'll have to *‘ kape the pace.” 
What a heat! I repeat—no conceit keeps us neat, 
Button, pleat, quite a cheat—oh, I never felt so hot before ! 
Mighty Krupp! pangs that eruy, pup and tup, dry us up 
Let us sup claret cup—oh, I mever felt so hot before ! 


Steep-grade tramway (crash and jamway ?) 
Had another accident? ; 
Osman Digna, neither big ma 
Small, believed on death was bent ; 
Federation in relation 
To our Colonies and us 
Some folks play with (none can say with 
(Juite unnecessary fuss). 
What a heat! (long for sleet). The e/ste (most discreet) 
Now retreat—country seat—oh, they never smelt the Thames before ! 
Heat and stinks !—Mr. Binks blandly thinks soothing drinks——! 
Then he winks! Swchk high jinks!—oh, I never felt so hot before ! 


a = Canal Bill (no fal-lal Bill) 
nce again thrown out we see ; 
Spite of grumbles sale of Wombwell's 
Widely-famed menagerie, 
Politicians, plebs, patricians— 
Speechifying up and down, 
Lies repeated, wild and heated — 
, Goodness ! let us rush from town. 
What a heat! Country sweet, smell of peat, waving wheat, 
Dickies tweat, muttons bleat—oh, I never was so hot before ! 
Tap a bin (’tain’t a sin) dash of gin, cool and thin, 
Suck it in with a grin—have I ever had a drink before? 








“On more than one Sunday morning before now has Miss Jessie Craigen stood 
upon a seat in Primrose Hill Park, and held forth in impassioned language on the 
wrongs of the working classes. In the prosaic language of the police-court, 
this 1s defined as ‘creating an obstruction,” and the orator has been fined sums of 
money. . No longer, however, will Miss Craigen allow her sympathisers to 
discharge the penalty, and she is determined to go to prison. If the magistrate 
could have seen his way to make the term eight days instead of seven, so as to 
include two Sundays, the working man who likes to smoke his pipe in peace on 
Sunday morning in Primrose Hill Park, would have been the more grateful to him.” 
—St. James's Gazette.—({“ Right !"—Fun.] 


CHORUS OF INNOCENTS (presenting an address of congratulation to 
Goop Nature). Hail, noble Abstract! We beg to humbly felicitate 
you on the last perfect specimen you have produced. What a triumph 
is yours! We congratulate you on your latest and worthiest pupil—— 

Goop NaTuRE. Eh? I beg your pardon—what particular pupil do 
you allude to? 

CHORUS OF INNOCENTS, Why, to your Primrose Hill Park pupil, 
of course—that example of the highest phase of self-forgetful good- 
nature, which is content to give up its own leisure to please others. 

Goop Nature. Ah, to be sure! Oh, yes, I am very proud of my 
Primrose Hill Park pupil. 

* + x * * * 

First WORKMAN. ’Ere, Joe; ’ere’s a nice bright Sunday morning. 
Let’s go and enjoy our bit o’ leisure, and have a quiet smoke in Prim- 
rose Hill Park. 

SECOND WoRKMAN. Right you are. Here’s a seat. Jolly pleasant 
’ere, ain't it? I do enjoy a hour or two in a quiet place like this ere— 
hullo! who’s that a-gittin’ up on this ’ere seat, and a-kickin’ up this 
row ? 

First WORKMAN. I dunno, I’m sure. Wy, it’s a young woman 
a-bawlin’ out somethink or other—a sermon, or a lecture, or somethin’. 
No it ain’t—it’s all about ‘the downtrodden workin’ man,” and the 
‘rights of labour,” and ‘the son of toil crushed hunder the ’eel o 
tyrannical tarskmarsters.” I wish the young woman would go an’ make 
’er row somewhere else, instid of pickin’ on the seat we wanted to be 
quiet on, and collectin’ a crowd o’ loafers all round. 

SECOND WORKMAN, Well, so do I; but she do seem so anxious for 
us to listen to ’er, that I s’pose it ’ud be unkind for to shift to another 
seat, wouldn’t it ? 

First WORKMAN. Well, I s’pose one did ought to kinder give up 
one’s selfish hinjoyments for the good of others ; so we'll jest ’umour 
the young woman an’ listen to ’er. P’ra’ps she carn’t git no amusement 
enny other way, and we oughtn’t to prevent ’er injoyin’ ’er Sunday 
mornings. 

* * * * 7 * 

FIRST WORKMAN (0m every subsequent Sunday morning). Why, blest 
if there ain’t that young woman a-goin’ at it again. If it’s a-comin’ to 
this, blowed if I shan’t fetch a pleeceman ; it’s too much ofa good thing 
if all one’s Sunday mornings are to be—but there, I s’pose it’s unkind to 
interfere with ’er enjoyment ! 








SECOND WORKMAN, So it is, ain’t it? Let’s ’umour ’er. 
* * * « © - 
CHORUS OF INNOCENTS, Why, Miss Good Nature, how is it you are 
patting the head of that workman, instead of encouraging and applauding 
this yaung lot who is standing on the seat and shouting ? 


Goop Nature. Eh? Well, to begin with, I have not the honour of 
the young lady’s acquaintance—— 
aaa OF INNOCENTS. Why, isn’t she the pupil you are so proud 
of? 


Goop NATURE, Dear me, no! I was speaking of this workman. 








Tue London tailors will probably grow jealous now so many of their 
shooting customers have gone North, in the hope of getting good 
«6 bags.” 
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OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


THE PIED PIPER OF WESTMINSTER LEADING 


THE WAY, 
(See Cartoon.) 


HAVE ye not in memory kept 
How, when out into the street 
Hamelin’s Pied Piper stept, 
From his reed pass’d notes so sweet 
That the children all came running, 
Captivated by his cunning, 
Follow’d at his heels, and then 
Never more returned again ? 
A spectacle like to that kind of thing 
At Westminster now is happening ; 
The Piper there, thinking the time is ripe, 
Tootles aloud on his festive pipe. 
And at once there’s a bustling and scrambling and hustling 
To flee in hot haste from debate and its tussling, 
Peers’ shoes are pattering, Commons’ boots clattering, 
All of them blithely of holidays chattering, 
Eager to show they at least have a smattering 
Of yachting or sport, 
Or pursuits of a sort 
That are currently thought to supply health and pleasure 
To overworked statesmen whene’er they get leisure. 
But here the case grows different ; 
For while these children of Parliament 
Dance over the hills and far away 
Directly they hear the Piper play, 
Though they go to the mountain or up to the moon, 
They'll return to St. Stephen’s—and that pretty soon, 
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OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS—THE PIED PIM 0 
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SONGS OF THE WATERING PLACES. 


No. 3.—RAMSGATE. 


DELIGHT of all outers on Bank-holidays, 

O Rollicking Ramsgate, who'd not sing thy praise, 
Who has in his voice even three valid notes, 

And, like a true townsman, on sea-odours dotes ? 
Thou'rt not the least dainty, stuck up, circumspect, 
Not a bit of stand offish, exclusive, select; 

If, longing to visit thee, great wealth we lack, 

For ‘five bob” you'll welcome us, then speed us back. 


'Twere pleasant, no doubt, to be quite a rich swell, 
And welcom’d with bows at the Granville Hotel, 

Have hot luncheons at one and big dinners at six, 

And not with mere five-shilling visitors mix ; 

But, somehow, the swells, who have money galore, 
Don't yet seem to have quite the best of thy shore, 
Where the white cliff that’s typic of Albion stands 

And guards the bright stretch of thy child-belov’d sands. 


There Alf and Jemima, like flow’rs in the sun, 
Expand—and run over with boisterous fun ; 

For coker-nuts three sticks a penny there fling, 

Take rides upon donkeys, and think ’tis ‘‘ the thing” 
On shrilly tin whistles wild breakdowns to play, 

To dance, shout, and sing all the long summer day— 
A little more noisy and thirsty than elves, 

Like people who're ‘‘ really enjoying theirselves.” 


You meet your greengrocer and butcher down there, 
And ‘‘ never before knew how pleasant they were,” 
How almost distingud is plump Mrs, Veal, 

How near Mrs, Parsnip’s to being genteel; 

And, then, are the figures not pleasant to see 

Of bright Mrs. Jacobs, dress’d gor-ge-ous-lie, 

With three shining daughters, besides their papa, 
All whiskers, and watch-chain, and fragrant cigar ? 


Turn which way we will a benevolent eye, 


Some source of enjoyment we're sure to espy ; 
For this not to give thee loud praises in song, 

O Rollicking Ramsgate, were flagrantly wrong! 
With cash guanmtum suff and a liberal mind, 

’T will be our own fault if with thee we don't find 
An outing as pleasant as pleasure can be, 

And spirits as bright as the charm of thy sea, 
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’TwaAs the ** Twelfth,” and some cockney-bred shootists went forth 
To ‘* pop” at the grouse on the moors in the North ; 

And one of the ‘‘gillies” the shootists had hired 

Went forward to hustle the birds, as required. 


MOOR MUDDLING! 
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But ere he could start, they let tly with much glee— 
** Hoot awa !”’ gillie cried, ‘‘dinna bang, or I'll dee !”’ 
’T was too late! And those shootists, deficient in sous, 
Hurt themselves and the gillie much more than the grouse ! 








KNICKNACKS. 


‘* GERTRUDE, our baby Cornelius will be of a cringing, slavish dispo- 
sition,” said Horatio to his charming young wife, as they looked into the 
cradle of their first-born. ‘* My mother 
says this is sure to be so, because he 
clutches with his thumbs turned in.” 
‘Turned in, indeed! [I'll turn out 
mother-in-law this very night,” retorted 
the pretty little matron, ‘‘and you are 
a cruel, horrid man!” After this things 
went very badly with Horatio, till, being 
wise in his generation, he took his wife 
down to Margate, and gave her permis- 
sion to have a waltz or two every evening 
at the Margate Marine Palace. Thusly 
was harmony restored in an unhappy 
family. 


PERSONALITIES are always risky luxu- 
ries to indulge in unless most judiciously 
manufactured and cooked. An ‘*’Arry” 
discovered this truth to his sorrow, after 
unmercifully chaffing a nautical party at 
Margate. The mariner, having become 
annoyed at ‘*’Arry’s” personal witticisms, 
seized him by the nose, and pulled at 
that organ as only a boatman in good training ca# pull. ‘* What's 
this ?—what’s this?” cried ’Arry’s brother, as ’Arry screamed out with 
pain, and writhed like a conger eel ona hook. ‘Only a little haul by 
the seaman, an’ a werry successful one too,” retorted the nautical party. 








BRIGHT burnished sunbeams glowed on sea and hill as a Herne Bay 
visitor chappie took his fiancée for a country walk. The chappie had 
pe bright patent leather boots on to his somewhat large feet. Bright 

urnished blushes glowed on chappie’s face, when a harsh-voiced joskin 
shouted, ‘‘ You be a-trespaarsin’ ‘ere, young corn-trampler! We doan't 
waant no wheat threshed out yet a bit in this field.” 





‘* DARLING, innocent little puss!” said a fond mother on Ramsgate 
sands, yazing tenderly at her seven-year-old daughter. ‘* How she is 
enjoying herself, to be sure!” The little lady, with an ingenuous mind, 
was experiencing pleasure by digging up small crabs and pulling them 
slowly to pieces! 





THe ways of children at the seaside are frequently a source of great 
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| of the first day of grouse-shooting. 


entertainment to parents and their immediate friends, After returning 
to town, pater and mater delight these friends with numerous anecdotes 
of lodgers’ beds being packed with sand and jelly-fish, and their boots 
being filled with salt water and seaweed, etc., by dear little Edwin and 
Charlotte, ‘‘ who are so full of animal spirits, you know!” Such livel 
descriptions generally finish up amidst triumphant roars of laughter, wit 
‘*It was never found out who did it, you know!” Now and againa 
bachelor lodger who has experienced the merry freaks of infants at the 
seaside listen to such recitals sadly; and the sound he is obliged to make 
at intervals is a hollow mockery of mirth. 


WE have a singularly retentive memory concerning misery we have 
undergone in childhood’s anything but happy days. During that period 
of life we often doubted whether the spade and pail and pebble-throwing 
pleasures of being at the seaside in any measure compensated for the 
terror and torture we suffered by being taken shivering into the sea every 
morning, and forcibly ducked till weatherbeaten old guides were of 
opinion that a sufficient quantity of salt water had found its way into our 
eyes, ears, mouth, and system generally. 





A SAVANT suggests that fewer ships would collide at sea and telescope 
each other up, if all sailors were provided with 

spectacles, Certainly we have experienced a vast 
number of marine ‘*‘ accidents ” lately through the 
gross incompetency of seamen who sail in a blind- 
fold manner. Possibly if our little boy blues had 
barnacles attached to their figure heads, collisions 
on the ocean might not occur so frequently; but 
the use of glasses will not teach a man his business, 


Mem. A collision between British ironclads is 
always followed by a collision between naval 
officers, and most erratic court-martial manceuvres 
are executed immediately afterwards, while Britons 
who ‘never, never, never will be slaves” have to 
** pay the piper ” for the crass carelessness displayed 
by—goodness knows who. In some cases the rightly, in many the 
wrongly, charged prisoner is punished. 








‘* Business is the salt of life.” This maxim perhaps accounts for the 
perpetual thirst city men are afflicted with in the Isle of Thanet just at 
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THE FASHIONABLE ** TWEL¥YTH NIGHT” JOST NOW.—The evening 
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“ FUN. 


AuGuST 13, 1884. 
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’'T was a glorious summer’s day 
When Nature wore her best array ; 
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To see ten anglers in one spot 
Appears like concord, does it not ? 


A CROWDED 
(Or, WALTONIAN WARFARE.) 
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Some anglers (of their craft the cream), 
Sought out a *‘ swim” in Thames’s stream, 


But yet this nearness, as you'll note, 
Bad feeling will at times promote ; 


“S WIM.” 
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And in their punts, with great delight, 
Those anglers waited for a ‘bite.’ 
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For when, at length, a ** nibble” came, 
That ‘* nibble” each one wished to claim. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


On Friday vich vas August ze 2, Lord Norfbrook inform ye Earl of 
ze Ash vich burn ’em, zat ze sheep of var of ze Colony of Victoria are 
not Australian muttons, guoigue some of zem are rams, Mr, Gladstone 
desire to press on Supply, and shut up shop as qvicker zan possible. 
Mr. Newgate, who I use to sink man of peace, ask him in Martial’s 
vords vy, vit so great cry at ze end of ze session vich vas ze beginning, 
zare is at ze ozzare end so leetle vool. Mr. MacR,T. regret zat ze Irish 
Education Bill cannot come forvard zis session. I say qvite so; ven it 
does I hope it vill teach young Ireland zat might—especially dyna-mite 
—is not right. 

Tuesday.—Lord Granville inform noble lords zat Lord Norfbrook, 


vit his relation, vould proceed to tas Tall Commissioner. Son / 
Ze best vay in Egypt to take ze bearings is to send ze Barings. In ze 


House of ons Mr. Gladstone say ditto, ditto ; and as ze Conference 
is like ze man zat valk on glass roof and has fallen tro, he ask vote of 
credit for £300,000 for expedition to relieve Gordon if necessary. Sir 
Stafford reply in ze vords of ze von poet, *‘ Vy, certainly !” and in ze 
vords of annozare, ‘‘ For vy didn’t you say so before?” 
Vennisday.—Sir Norfcote desire to discuss tian policy, vich he 
sink discussting. Sir Dilke suggest zat in Supply to-morrow he can 
discuss it on ze vote for Egyptian telegrams. I say ‘‘ Oui! it will be 
electric current topic.” It is so sultry zat ven ve go in Supply ze 
Chairman of Means and Vays is Sir Otway. On ze vote for Queen's 
Colleges in Ireland, Mr. Parnell pitch into ze colleges at Cork and ozzare 
places, but on a division he is bottle up, and ze corkscrew—I go say 
Cork College screw, is allow. 

_ Tursdays.—Ze ozzare day it vas ze Irish tenants zat reqvire help from 
Government, to-day ze Earl of Longford say ‘‘ Pity ze poor landfords,” 








and ask for loans to zem. Lord Carlingford say he must leave ze matter 
of ze loan alone. _I vas use to zink it vas only old port vich vas crusty, 
but in ze Commons Lord Newport is crusty vit Mr. Chamberlain for so 
much pitching into ze House of noble lords. Good news from Gordon. 








On the Hop Bitters, of Course. 


A Happy New Midsummer! shouted the Duke of Batterboys’ tenants, 
as they met him on Flufferton Common to congratulate him upon a 
return to his estate and health. 

His Grace had been seriously deranged by amateur ‘‘ slumming.” 
Perpetual dinners at communistic foreign restaurants, dinners consumed 
by the Duke in order to detect dynamitards in their deadly plots against 
the constitutions, and digestions of his native land had also caused a 
variety of mental and bodily complaints to creep, crawl, and abide in 
the perambulating patriotic ducal structure; for let it be known once 
for all, that adulterated absinthe is not to be imbibed, decayed Aors-flesh 
@auvres are not to be consumed, nor assassin’s daggers to be swallowed 
with impunity, even by a Peer of the Realm. 

_ “Tenantry!” exclaimed the Duke, with the energy of a lion break- 

ing his tamer’s ribs, ‘‘ Tenantry! I attest I have done much for you. 

I have ‘slummed,’ I have ‘ grubbed’ in a manner foreign to the aristo- 

cratic British grenadier—I mean pioneer. I have suffered in consequence ; 

but, like Cxsar, ‘I came,’ ‘I saw’ (I felt), and ‘I conquered ’ disease 

fina ‘Hop Bitters.’ If I have committed perjury by saying so, I 
m to be tried by my peers.” 

The eyes of the faithful retainers were more multiple than his Grace's, 
and the satisfied glint and glimmer in them, told that for once in his life 
the Duke of Batterboys had spoken the truth. 
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One ‘‘ struck” —that fish’s gills to fix, 
When suddenly arose a ** mix,” 
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A CROWDED “SWIM"—(continued), 


. \ 2a SSR ener ee . att —ihek tes 
"" CY “Se ' SF St eee “Sr - —~ it 7 ’ 
—.—— dag Pea : ~~ *~ 
cle ~ ’ — 7 


The rods and lines of all the lot 
Were in one tangled, hopeless knot, 
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And then occurred a general fight 
To settle who had had the “ bite.” 


























At last the struggling fish slipped through, 
And took their tackle’s wreckage too, 


Indeed, the anglers (stupid elves) 
Had barely time to save themselves, 





Then, finding all their hopes were ‘* bust,” 
They all went home in great disgust. 








A Holiday Hash. 


‘* Now then, Mr. Bard,” said the Guv’nor (I mean my employer, old 
Fun)— 

‘The season in London is closing, and folks who have fairly-filled purses 

Are off to the coast or the country, to bask in the rays of the sun. 

So summon your mirthful muse, chappie, and give us some holiday 
verses, 

You know—‘ trees’ and ‘ breeze,’ ‘seas,’ and so on, and throw in a bit 
on ‘ozone,’ ; : 

But let nothing that’s deep or despondent your rhythmic effusion en- 
cumber 

Let your metaphors all be idyllic—in fact, ‘truly rural’ in tone— 

For our Holiday Number ! ” 


Now / (entre nous) was preparing a poem precise and profound 

Upon sundry political problems and social affairs of the nation, 

And I wept (sotto voce) at leaving a work so instructive and sound, 

But to please him I put aside stanzas on which I had spent contempla- 
tion. 

Then straightway I set to preparing a kind of a holiday lay, i” 

Some mmiritinns metaphors choosing, I banished the sage and satiric, 

And said, “Gentle muse, would you kindly assist your wise Bard to be 


y> o ae 
” For this holiday lyric ?’ 
Anon I Rs gure: :—** Mr, Neptune (for that’s your cognomen, me- 
thinks), j 
With ecstasy, lo! we regard thee—that is, from the shore, mighty 
ocean— 
Thy wavelets are restless, like Randolph—like him thou art prone to 
high jinks, 





Thou blockest our way, like to Warton—who joys in creating commo- 
tion. 
O, cliffs, thou art lofty in manner, and look’st with contempt on the sea 
(As the Peers try to look upon Gladstone), but in rolls the tide, 
growing rougher, 
And soon (like the Will of the People) you ’Il find it resistless to be, 
And, like Peers, you will suffer ! 


** And see, o’er the face of the ocean, the ulls careering around, 
Like the Conference, soon they will vanish—like Northbrook, afar 
will they wander ; 
And the youngsters sand-castles are building, which tumble ere long to 
the ground— 
Ah, do not Conservative projects resemble those sand-castles yonder ? 
And behold ! right away from the beach there are baa-lambs disporting 
on meads, 
Which are green (like the folks who trust Tories—who'd fain let 
Reform measures slumber) 
But stay! Muse, I fear that this mixture is hardly the lyric FuN needs 
For his Holiday Number !” 


ProrgessoR THOROLD Rocers, in his article on the Peers in the 
current number of the Fortnightly, refers to them as “five hundred 
accidents.” If that be correct, we su we must not be too severe 
on their Lordships, for ‘‘ accidents” wi// happen, you know. Still, there 
is such a thing as insuring against accidents ; so it is just as well to take 
out a policy in order to protect ourselves from the Peers, 





Not mucu Goop ror Grousz,—The *‘ Moor” of Venice. 











Gay” To Coxrzsronpents.—Zhe Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 


In no case will they be returned unless 
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THOUGHT-READING AT THE SEASIDE. 


Seafaring Party.—‘* DO YOU BELIEVE IN THIS ERE THOUGHT-READING, 
SIR, WHAT WE ’EAR SO MUCH OF IN LONDON?” 

Tourist, —‘* WELL—ER—I DON’T KNOW. DON’T THINK I DO MUCH. 
Do YOU BELIEVE IN IT?” 

Seafaring Party.—“‘IN CouRSE I Dogs, SiR. F’R INSTANCE, I KNOWS 
PRETTY WELL WHAT YOU'RE A-THINKING OF NOW.” 

Tourist.—“‘ INDEED! WHAT DO YOU SUPPOSE I’M THINKING OF?” 

Seafaring Party.—‘* WELL, SIR, BEGGING YOUR PARDON, IT STRIKES 
ME YOU'RE A-THINKING AS HOW THIS ’ERE OLD PARTY MIGHT TAKE IT 
KINDLY IF YOU WAS TO ARSK HIM WHAT HE’D HAVE TO DRINK.” 

[ Zourist is in for tt. 








Lays of a Lover. 


A ROASTING, AFTER BROWNING. 
Ou, to be out of London now that no one’s here, 


For who ever sleeps in London dreams each morning of a pier, 


And a flowing sail, and a burnished sea, 

And an azure sky that is not for me, 

While my darling sings at the Seagu!’s bow 

In Venice now. 

For after Goodwood, when Cowes follows, 

And the blue-blood leaves us like the swallows, 


Hark! where the blooming flower-cart in the street 


Leans ‘neath its weight and scatters for the drover 
Petals and old clothes—’neath the bovine feet. 


That’s the harsh voice: that cries each ware twice over 
| Mest you should miss the purport of his jargon, 
| And this cheap matchless bargain. * 


For though our streets are hot, and skies are blue, 


| The air is not so fresh as breathed by you; 


The butterflies are thirsting for a shower; 


| The milk of human kindness turning sour. 


*Ep.—"*. . . I myself could find a better rhyme! 
That bard's a Browning; he neglects the form. 


But, ah! the sense, ye gods, the weighty sense !"—/ux Album. 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITOR OF ** Fun.” 


S1r,—Not much to write about this week, only look out 
for my tip for the Leger. And who sent you absolute second 
for all the principal Goodwood events? Need I say ‘*’Twas 
I”? I needn’t—I feel I needn’t. Anyway, you keep your 
eye on Queen Adelaide for the event I’ve just alluded to, and 
if she loses don’t say it’s my fault, that’s all. 


The man who'd say, ‘* With Adelaide 
The Prophet’s made me lose my pelf,” 
Were one of whom it might be said, 
‘* He was an addle-head himself.” 


There is a pun in that quatrain, sir, so what more can you 
expect this week from Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 





Who and Where ? 


‘© WHO are the Tories?” asks a paper— 
To which we’d fain reply, 

They're folks who indulge in many a caper, 
Curious and sly. 


And ‘‘ Where are the Tories?” asks Joe C., 


To which we answer, ‘‘ Up a tree!” 





More USEFUL THAN THE UPPER House Peers,—The 
piers at the seaside. 
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The Pied Piper of Hamelin. BPuUN’S FUNNY BOOKS. 


ALL hail! Macbeth, A.R.A.! hail to thee! prince of etchers. Let FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 1s. ak. 
us congratulate you upon your earnestly manipulated and delicate ren- <a 
dering of the late G. I. Pinwell’s picture of ‘‘ The Children—the Pied 
Piper of Hamelin.” Mr, Robert Macbeth’s etching after the above well- amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawing’ of ani 
known work of Pinwell’s gives us a beautiful delineation of the scene in | FU’S H°LIDAY BOOK.—COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
which the rat-charming piper, feeling justly irate at being swindled by 
the Burgomaster of Hamelin, takes summary revenge on the citizens by 
charming away their children with the strains of his seductive music. 
We regard this etching as one of the most successful Mr. Macbeth 
a produced hitherto; it is published by Mr, Dunthorne of Vigo 
treet. 





THE companion etching, ‘‘ Rats,” will be published in the autumn. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 


RPL LL LPL LLL LLL 


| FUN’S COMICAL CREATURE:,—COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
“In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score of 


* It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.”—Doncaster Gazette, 
FUN ON THE SANDS.—COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
“It is just the book for the holiday season."Sunmday 7 ésmes, 
THE ESSENCE OF FUN.—COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes.”"—Sportsman 
THE EXTRACT OF FUN.—COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


Admirably fitted to while away an hour or two of a tedious railway journey. 


AALRALAREM. 








To be had of any Bookseller and Newsagent, at all Railway Bookstalls, and at 


153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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by Ernest Griset.”"—Weekly Dispatch. 








Cadbury's GMa 


: approbation. Write as smoothly as a 
lead bre py and neither scratch nor Spat. the points 

ed Is awarded. Assort 
Sample Box,6d.; post-free,7 stamps tothe Werks, Birmingham. 
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FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD! 








A Trivial Tax. 


‘* England is the only country in the world where taxation o1 medicines is regarded 


£150,000 is thus contributed to the exchequer.” —See Medical Papers. 


WE can’t be sure of anything—except of being taxed, 

And that’s a law which, I’m afraid, will not be soon relaxed. 
We pay a tax for most things in this happy land, but still, 
Perhaps, you’re not aware we pay a tax for being ill! 


We not only pay for physic, but what many think is worse, 

The Stamp Act, passed in eighteen twelve, decrees we must disburse 
A tax unto the Government for any drugs or pills, 

Or patent medicines, we may use to try and soothe our ills. 


And of course the manufacturers and vendors take good care 
That the buyers of their nostrums a// this honest tax shall bear ; 
But, luckily, some makers and some sellers are content 

At clearing by this little tax three hundred, say, per cent. 


Yet ’tis soothing for the invalid, ’mid all his pains and aches, 
To know he sends his taxes up by every draught he takes ; 
’Tis comforting to know that if his sufferings do not cease, 
The physic he’s absorbing makes the revenue increase, 


And so, to be in order, we suppose we must prepare 

To pay a tax for sunshine, for the use of stars and air. 

The fact that these are not yet taxed discloses something lax, 
And walking, talking, sneezing, they respectively should tax. 


They'll doubtless put a tax on love, ’tis time that that was done ; 
They'll also put a tax on mirth (which means a tax on Fun), 
This wouldn't be surprising, since they’re taxing our quinine— 
For Fun’s a famous tonic—a specific for the spleen ! 


Perhaps they’ll put a tax on bards, like Browning and myself 
(Though, if they do, ‘‘ yours truly ” will go quickly on the shelf) ; 
But, lor ! would you believe it? People’s hate’s so ill-concealed 
About this tax on physic—that they want that tax repealed! 





A NEWSPAPER, referring to the exodus of the holiday-seekers from 


have any route-d objection to the cry. 





asa legitimate source of national revenue. By the Patent Medicine Act of 1812, | 


| 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


UNLIMITED RESPONSIBILITY. 


Jongs, Hallo! Brown, old man! What’s the matter? Why are 
you huddling yourself up in this dark doorway as if hiding from justice ? 

Brown. Well, that’s exactly it. Hush! don't draw attention to me, 
in the name of charity and friendship. You might just step a few yards 
off and notice whether the tip of my nose is visible to that policeman 
down the street. If he spots me I tremble to contemplate the conse-—— 

ONES. Well, but, my dear fellow, you haven't committed any awful 

crime which renders you liable to—— ? 

Brown. Oh, no! that’s just it. It isn’t exactly a criminal affair, but 
I should have to fay such a lot, don’t you see? and I’m rather hard u 
just now, and I really couldn't afford it. By the way, though, you will 
have to go halves with me now you're here—so that'll reduce it to 
£50 apiece and costs, Why, there are no less than fifty of ’em alto- 
gether, in this street. 

Jones. Fifty of em? Fifty of what? 

Brown. Why, stray dogs. 

Jones. Well, but what have you got todo with’em? They’re not 





| your dogs, are they? 


BROWN. Bless your innocence! what difference does ¢Aat make ? 
ONES. Well, but you can easily prove that they don’t belong to you. 
ROWN. Pooh—the other fellow proved shaft right enough, 

Jongs. What other fellow ? 

Brown. Why, the fellow down at. Croydon Petty Sessions the other 
day. He was summoned for keeping a dog without a license. He 
proved that the dog didn’t belong to him, but was found on his pre- 
mises, but he had to pay £2 and costs all the same. So see—fifty 
stray dogs at £2 per dog, that’s just £100, and costs, You'll have to 
pay fifty of it as you’re here; but then I really can’t well afford even 


fifty. Wouldn't mind if I were flush, for the good of the revenue ; but 


{ 


| down- the street. 


| 
| 
i 
} 
' 


town, says ‘‘ the cry is now ‘enroute.’” Quiteso; and very few people | 


just now—oh, I my look! There are twenty man-servants com 

e shall have to pay on them too, I daresay. A 
here are forty carriages coming—they'll be a fearful expense And 
here are a lot of armorial bearings, and guns, and other licensable 
articles. Let’s make a wild bolt for it ! 





Tue favourite kind of picture just now.—A “* Mo(o)rland. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE ALHAMBRA.—Having said that I 
would ‘‘look in” at this house again— 
why, “‘ what I says I stick to”—and 
I have done it. Mr, Burnand’s Black 
Eyed See-usan (as he now calls it, but 
where’s the joke? Why not plain 
Susan? at least not plain Susan, but 
pretty Susan), is more than ever, in my 
opinion, a ‘‘ likely” piece for its pre- 
sent situation ; but a second visit makes 
plainer the fact that the attenuation of 
the story by means of ballets, Xc., isa 
source of er, though perhaps not a 
very serious one. I don’t think the 
ba incidental to the piece, by the 
way, are up to the Alhambra standard. 
The May-pole affair is very mild and 

uninventive, and the dressegnot at all pretty. There is livcliness and origi- 

nality about the ‘‘ Hornpipe and Broadsword Combat Dance” in the 
last act, with Miss Rose Monerieff at the head of it to give us a taste of 
her admirable quality, but the Fair and Military Ballets saved from 7he 

Beggar Student, between which Black Eyed See-usan (why See-usan ?— 

so irritating !) is Sandwiched (though, as you will amusingly say, it has 

more to do with Deal than Sandwich), out-strip them and “ out-bril- 
liance ” them by lengths, 


+ Aa 
Ture AtHamera.—Tue Prisoner 
AT THE BAR-REL, 


It takes some time to settle down to the cast : a goodly portion of it 
comes from the music halls, and it is not easy to tell ‘‘ where we are ” at 
first. Has the Alhambra, we ask ourselves, returned to its old love, 
and been re-converted into one of these shrines of song and cigars, dance 
and drinks? And has the perky, quirky, and comical Arthur Roberts 
(in big black ‘*caps.,” as per programme), reverted to his late profes- 
sion? But if so, what is Miss Lizzie Mulholland doing in a music hall ? 
and is the age-cannot-wither-him Danvers coming out as a comique? (a 
zood idea—in reference to his jig and the management having routed 

im out to play his original part—‘‘ The Dancing Danvers, or the Hatley 
that came so patly!”’) But ere long the truth dawns upon us—it is 
soon clear that they are acting a ‘‘stage play,” and no music hall, as we 
all know, ever indulges in anything bearing ever so remote a likeness to 
a stage play—we’ve often seen them not doing it ! 


It is a favourite maxim with a number of benevolent individuals that 
the music halls are a sort of forcing bed for actors, and that there is a 
large amount of sterling dramatic talent hiding its light under a bushel 
there, which only requires a little encouragement to burst into histrionic 
glory. I don’t admit it. There are one or two genuine actors and 
actresses (in its proper sense) on the music hall stage, but you can count 
them on your fingers—I had almost said your thumbs, and I don’t think 
I should have been so far out if I had—and one or two of our cleverest 
performers have commenced their careers amid pipes and potations, but 
they have floated towards the stage more, I take it, because they found 
themselves in an uncongenial atmosphere than for any other reason. 


The benevolent individuals referred to are always very triumphant 
about pantomime time and on occasions like this, pointing to the appear- 
ance of music hall artists in the theatre bills as proof positive of their 
theory. Is it? Take the case in point. Miss Bessie Bonehill’s William 
is ** jolly” enough, a look at her cheery pleasant face is a satisfaction in 
itself, there’s a freshness in 
her bearing, too, and she 
sings her songs (her special 
province) with spirit and 
point ; but when it comes to 
giving comic lines, and look- 
ing a natural part of a whole 
when she has nothing else to 
do, where is she? Then 
Miss Kate Leamar—true she 
has but a small part, but 
what will not ‘“ histrionic 
talent” do with a small part ? 
—who takes any notice of 
her until she suddenly comes 
to the footlights and begins 
to sing a song with all the 
archness and expression her 
music hall training has taught 
her? (They are always arch 
and full of expression, whatever the song may be.) Then there is a 
sudden diving for programmes, I don’t say that Miss Mulholland’s 
acting is much better; but it is at least as good, and the other two 





Tue ALHAMBRA.—TuHe Lar anp THe LeaMarR 
—Two Karas proviogp sy Mr. HoLtanp, 
LaTEs “ Peor.e's Katerer.” 





ladies are the pick of their profession, it must be remembered, which is 
a good enough profession in its way—only that’s not an acting way, 


Well, well, this is getting away from Black Eyed See-usan, perhaps 
(why Sce-usan ?—very annoy- 
ing !). I used to like plays 
before I was a “‘ noticer”— 
perhaps I used to like them 
better and enjoy them a good 
deal more before I attained 
that honourable position— 
and at one point of my career 
I commenced to keep all my 
playbills. The very first 

laybill I commenced to 

eep was the old Royalty 
bill of Black Eyed Susan 
(not See-usan, then—so plea- 
sant!), I have it before me 
now, and it tells me many 
things. It tells me, among 
other things, that I am not 
so young as I was eighteen 
years ago, but I do not re- 
quire documentary evidence of that. It is a long, backward-folded bill, 
printed on flimsy paper with much ink and many large black letters (now 
fading, and ornamented with a yellow halo round each), which proves 
that I frequented the pit in the infantile days before I began to 
**notice.” On further reference to the document I find I must have 
paid one shilling only for the accommodation, and if I had gone into the 
stalls it would have cost me five, or into the dress circle three, that the 
doors were opened at *‘ half-past six, performances commence at seven,” 
and that the refreshment department was under the management of Mr, 
Caldwell, Zempora mutantur ! 








THe ALHAMBRA.—A RELIC OF THE PAST— 
HATLEY WELCOMED. 





I’ve noticed a good many references to Mr, Danvers, who gives us a 
pale reflection of the past, as the sole survivor of the original cast. I 
presume it means the sole survivor in the present cast, because there are 
some other survivors around yet. There is one Charles Wyndham, who 
was the original Hatchett ; there is Mr. J. Russell, who played Doggrass ; 
Miss Rosina Ranoe, who played William (with a pair of whiskers, by 
the way), is, I have reason to believe, though no longer a Miss, still with 
the minority. (Miss Annie Collinson, who succeeded her in the part, is 
however among the missing.) I’ve some dim idea that Miss Ada Taylor 
(the original Raker, ‘‘ an I-deal Smuggler ”) is legitimatising in the pro- 
vinces, but I’m open to correction there. The original Dolly Mayflower 
was married only the other day, and her name was Nelly Bromley. 
What has become of Miss Annie Bourke, who played the postman (then 
a burlesque on Boucicault’s Shaun the Post), or whether Master Wright, 
who played the telegraph clerk, 
ever attained to eminence in his 
profession, I do not know, 


With all these reminiscences in 
my brain, you may be sure that, 
personally, I thoroughly enjoyed 
Llack Eyed See-usan (why See- 
usan? Most provoking!), the 
necessary changes have been made 
without violence, the ‘‘ Cham- 
pagne Charley” song (Roberts’s 
imitation’s very funny) and the 
pretty See-usan ditto (Se-usan 
all right here) being wisely 
retained. I think Mr. Roberts’s 
Crosstree is even funnier than 
Dewar’s with all the glamour of 
the past upon it; it is full of 
quaint, unctuous humour, and he 
has toned down the drunken scene 
to the limits of very comical na- 
ture. Miss Mulholland is a Susan 
whose musical education has been 
far from- neglected. Messrs. 
Hodges, Honey, and Mudie dis- 
play considerable comic powers, 
some of the latter’s ‘* business” 
with Mr, Fred Storey is worth 
watching. So is some of Miss Katie Lee’s. She plays Gnatbrain, and 
shows quite sufficient brain, and looks as gnatty—I mean natty—as you 
please. Altogether, you won’t find a brighter programme of its kind in 


THe ALHAMBRA.—THE PARADOXICAL 
CAPTAIN—NOT ON BOARD, YET “HALF 
SEAS OVER.” 





London just now. NESTOR, 
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A Trill of the Temperature. 


~ go and be a ee Fun! 
‘ou can’t expect work from a poet 
When the sweltering, pitiless — 

Is inclined more 
The thermometer’s up to its larks, 

And one doesn’t quite know how to take ’em— 
In the house, in the street, in the parks, 
Each half-roasted person remarks 

That, ‘‘ this summer’s as hot as they make ’em.” 


ever to ‘‘go it.” 


Who’s going to worry with rhymes, 
When the once-fickle clime of this nation 
Now emulates tropical climes, 

In a way that forbids contemplation ? 
Why, the zhoughts of work make us perspire, 
And therefore, we dread to awake ’em ; 

And so, you arouse a bard’s ire, 
When you say that you poems require— 
In an August as hot as they make ’em ! 


Do you think you’ll get people to read, 
In the present fierce state of Apollo? 
Z would much rather slumber indeed, 
Or skim o’er the sea like a swallow, 
People lie in the shade on their backs, 
Lest old Phcebus should frizzle and bake ’em, 
At exertion they angry will wax— 
So, our energy how can you tax, 
When the summer’s ‘‘as hot as they make ’em? 


Why, the heat is as much of a block 
To business, as Warton—or nearly; 
And, like the Conservative flock, 
The sun is just now acting queerly. 
The trees are enduring distress, 
For they haven’t a zephyr to shake ’em, 
The temp’rature’s torrid—ah, yes ! 
’Tis as ‘* warm” as the fibs of Lord S.— 
And they are as warm as they make ’em, 


But, alas ! lots are doomed, day by day, 
To swelter in town at their labours ; 
In our walks we might find, I daresay, 
Full many ‘‘ vacationless ” neighbours. 
When the heat-waves cause people to frown, 
Some can rush to the coast and forsake ’em 
And there they can lounge and get brown ; 
But thousands must toil on in town, 
Though the summer’s ‘‘as hot as they make ’em.” | GirRL. OH, WomMAN, Woman!” 
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THE PerRFipious CREATURE.” 

Chum.—** WELL, I SUPPOSE YOU’LL SEND 'EM BACK, 
YOU VERY CRUELLY, BUT——” 

R, A.—“ STOP; THAT’S NOT ALL, OLD MAN, By 
HER A BUNDLE OF LeTTERS I’VE BEEN RECEIVING 


“FRAILTY, THY NAME IS——"(?) 
Rejected Addressor.—* Y8S; AND SHE DEMANDED BACK HER LETTERS, 


SHkE’S SERVING 


MISTAKE I SENT 
FROM ANOTHER 











‘ 


IS 








ell 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE Ep!IToR oF * Fun,” 


isis follow me that | 





CouNTeRFEIT Presewtment oF THE INDIVIDUAL WHO 
IMAGINED MEMORIAL STAKES WERE ALWAYS LIKE THESE. 


being raised to an affluence which induces you to look down on the | 
Prophet and to sneer at him as a “‘ gin-drinker,” when he would only be | 


_ all the season | 
== waiting for it, so | 


. think it’s hard on 


‘|; and the noble 


- the first chance | 


- through your see- | 


too happy to join you at champagne, if you were to so far forget yourself 

_ as to kindly ask me. Well, well, the day may arrive when my end of 

_ the sea-saw will be uppermost, and yours a-bumping the ground, and 

IR,—The Ebor | then—and then, sir——! But no more of this. 
, 7 | (not in spirits, mark you) away to Stockton, and give my 


Tir FOR THE WYNYARD HANDICAP, 


Handicap will | 
claim your atten- | 
tion next week, 
and I have the 
straightest tip of | 


It’s a fact of the case 
That this handicap race 


So the fact I’ve let sli 

That I’m writing its tip, 
look out for next 
week’s copy, my 


But scratchings apart 
boy, though I do (5 om 0y 


By the aid of my art, 
To which I'll make no f 

As sure as I know, 

I will pretty soon show 


thegeneral public 


sportsmen who 


Mr. Bowes’ Rip Van Wink- 


hould get 
you s g Kle will suit you, I think, 


of the good : 

things I send in, | But the Promise of May 
Will attention repay, 

ing them in MS. | 

a thanaweek | Mount Temple will take— 

before they are 

published. It has 


resulted in your | 


(A take that will not 
If the winner’s not there, 
I am dashed if I care! 


Is a one that I do not know much about—much about; 
Has an impudent kind of a touch about—touch about. 


reference—referencc, 


You which animal merits your preference—preference, 


Though Callander’s more like to gratify—gratify ; 

And the utmost of promises ratify—tratify. 
Something more than his stake 

felonious—lonious). 


So no more at present. TROPHONIUS-PHONIOS, 


Let me in the spirit 
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TRACKED HOME 


(See remarks of an eminent authority on water.) 
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ANOTHER ATTEMPT. 


AFLOAT.” 


KEEP 


TEACH YOU HOW TO 
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ANOTHER ATTEMPT. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WHOSOEVER indulges in dips in the sea, 
As a tonic or choice recreation, 

Should at any rate make some endeavour to be 
An adept in the art of natation. 


For the mere fact of being just able to swim 
Will strengthen the nerves of the shrinking ; 

And by keeping your head, when you've risked life and limb 
In the ocean, may save you from sinking. 


Whilst to swim like a fish on your breast or your back, 
Or your side, of the roughest waves heedless, 

Is for anyone clearly so useful a knack, 
That to praise it is perfectly needless. 


Now, if Egypt can learn how to keep well afloat 
In the Mediterranean water, 

Lord Northbrook will surely be welcome to gloat 
On the fact that he went out and taught her. 


For, if recent experience renders us wise, 
Such a feat would be worthy of wonder, 

Since she’s shown less the cork’s disposition to rise, 
Than the bent of the stone to go under. 
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MUCH THE SAME IN THE END. 


‘*Some curiosity was excited in the neighbourhood of the Houses of Parliament 
the other day by the arrival ofa brass band playing the ‘Dead March in Saul,’ and 
followed by a mourning coach containing half a dozen women with as many babies. 
It transpired that this was a demonstration against vaccination, The line was drawn 
at the brass band, but the other members of the procession were admitted to the 
outer Hall of the House of Commons, where they had an interview with Mr: Hop. 
wood,” —See Newspapers. 

SMALL POX was waiting outside in a state of feverish anxiety. ‘I 
| suppose they won’t admit me?” he asked; ‘*I fancy I could put my own 
case better than anybody else, don’t you see—just let me pass in for a 
mom 

‘*T ain’t got no orders to admit you ye/,” said the policeman, *‘ but I 
dessay it’ll soon come to that, if you ’ave a little patience,” 

‘* How are they getting on inside?” asked SMALL Pox of somebody 
coming out ; ‘* have the ladies convinced Mr. Hopwood of my desirability 
and advantageousness? Stop a bit—I havean idea! We might arrangea 
deputation even more telling than that.” And SMALL Pox trotted off, 
engaged an omnibus, collected twelve persons in the habit of riding in 
public conveyances while suffering from smallpox (finding them amongst 
the first twenty-four he met) packed them into the omnibus, and conducted 
them to the House of Commons, where they were cordially received and 
at once admitted to an interview. 

‘* Why, what’s all this?” exclaimed CHOLERA, who had been hanging 
about and looking on, ‘‘I don’t see why my friend SMALL Pox should 
be backed up by such powerful influence while I’m to be unrepresented, 
Here—Tom, Dick, Harry!” 

At his call there came running up, with great alacrity, a whole host of 
little microbes and sucores choleriferes, each answering to his name. 
‘Here, jump into this van, all the lot of you—that’s it, now hoist the 
black flag on top. There—now you can drive straight into the House 
of Commons; they can’t in justice refuse us admittance when they’ve 
done all this for the other fellows,” 

**Tlere, this isn’t fair!’’ cried CONSUMPTION. ‘* Here, all these 
years they’ve been striving to discover my cause, witha view to stamping 
me out, and now I find out they’re encouraging SMALL Pox and Cno- 
LERA! I won’t be stamped out if ¢hey aren’t to be—why should [?”’ 

‘* Ah, why should any of us?” screamed all the other diseases, and 
they set to work and got up a great Diseases Relief Demonstration, and 
marched to the House; and what’s more, they had to admit them. 

* * * * * * 

‘* Why,” said SMALL Pox, ‘‘ when I called to thank those six women 
for their kind and able advocacy of my cause, and to show my appre- 
ciation by kissing the six babies, they actually told me that the demon- 
stration was not intended to be exactly in my favour.” 

‘* The dooce it wasn’t,” said the other diseases, bursting into derisive 
laughter. 

‘* No—it—he ! he !—it was actually intended rather in opposition to 
all diseases than——” 

‘*WHAT !” shrieked the others, gasping for breath. 

‘*Oh, well—so were our demonstrations, too! He! he! it doesn't 





much matter what you say they were for; they'll have the same effect.” 
(Left laughing.) 








“Weather or no.” 
A CONTEMPORARY Calls Lord R, Churchill a barometer, 


Lord Randolph a barometer? That’s likely, we declare, 
For really Randy’s policy’s a changeable affair. 
One moment he’s set *‘ fair” and *‘ dry,” 
But soon a change you will descry ; 
And then he points to ** stormy”—not that many people care. 





A Tory journal remarks that ‘‘ Conservatives have no great liking 
for gigantic demonstrations as a means of settling political controversies,” 
Probably not—not when they are Liberal demonstrations, anyhow. 














WARBLES OF THE WEEE. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 
NEw SERIES, NO. 35. 


Arr—‘*' 7’ma dude.” 


HE LTlouses are 


‘‘up,” and 
the M.P, de- 
parts 


To intensely 
enjoy the re- 


cess, 
In the best of 
good hearts 


for the coun- 
try he starts, 
For a_ rest 
which is tho- 
rough,noless. 
To various 
towns he will 
gaily repair, 
And speechily 
all of them 


through, 
Supporting his 
share (and 


p’r’aps taking 
the chair) 





At a big demonstration or two. 
An M.P. thus we see takes his rest in a singular fashion, 
For his ease as one sees is all argument, worry, and passion ; 
Now offending his intending opponents and framing indictments, 
Now exacting and retracting and other delightful excitements. 


The Royal Yacht Squadron Regatta and such 
Have flourished about with success, 
They've a genial touch I admire very much, 
And so I enjoy them, you'll guess. 
The cricketing week down at Canterburee 
Was wholly successful as well, 
And Marriott, he, isn’t pleased with his fee, 
Did his pamphlet on Chamberlain sell ? 
As one spots all the yachts while they’re sailing away in the offing, 
Our delight in the sight makes us wholly regardless of scoffing, 
And though cricket can’t lick it, why, that’s jolly as well when you spy it, 
But the fun’s more when one writes a squib just to make money by it. 


‘*Their Honours,” the County Court bosses, henceforth, 
Own Judge ’twixt that term and their names ; 
The bobbies go forth, and in London—the north— 
Are stopping burglarious games ; 
The Coracopsis vasa, I’m sorry to say, 
H{as departed this life at the Zoo, 
And in Italy they have more brigands they say, 
We're not going to see them—are you ? 
That a ** Judge ”’ is all fudge as a title we’re far from asserting, 
And ‘‘ cracked cribs’ and sprung ribs we regard as by no means diverting. 
That poor Polly, though jolly for full fifty years, has departed, 
Is saddish, but maddish are the folks who've for Italy started. 


The Government steamer broke down on the Nile— 
More chance of delay that affords ; 
The Liberals smile, and without any guile 
H{ave met to abolish the Lords, 
Some thunderous storms have been storming away, 
The Tories at Manchester showed, 
But how they will pay on ‘‘election-ing” day, 
If I know may I go and be—mowed ! 
So the stea-mer we see was unable to cope with the rapid, 
And the Lib. (strong as Gib.) in his language on Lords isn’t vapid. 
Can one wonder if thunder after such a hot spell there arises ? 
But if Tories gain glories ’twill Le one of the greatest surprises, 


We see the Australians made a big score, 
The biggest on record this year ; 
An earthquake they bore in America, more 
Than we’d care to encounter, my dear ; 
And Boycott’s ‘‘ all there,” out in Ireland, they say, 
The Land Leaguer bites not, nor barks ; 
While ‘‘ Frenchies”” were gay, for at Versailles they 
Were having the dooce’s own larks., 
Then, hoorar! though we are by the Colonists thoroughly beaten, 
And alas! for the mass, though their lot may our sympathy sweeten, 
Then the eager Land-Leaguer is displaying some signs of subsiding 
But the ‘* Frenchies” cross-benchies are mere matters for simply deriding. 
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ENICENACES. 


CLEMENTINA and Algernon had only been married sixty-six hours 
when a catastrophe occurred. On the third evening of the honeymoon, 
as they paced Ramsgate Pier, Clemen- 
tina remarked in her poetic little way, 
**Algernon, I think the most lovely 
composition of art and nature, after 
a well-dressed woman, is a well- 
dressed ——”  ‘‘Man,” interrupted 
Algernon. “Crab,” continued Cle- 
mentina, utterly ignoring her youthful 
husband’s suggestion, ‘*and we will 
have one for supper to-night.” Alger- 
non was not half as sympathetic as he 
might have been when he got up at 
five a.m. to fetch a doctor. 


An artful old batchelor, lodging at 
any. oy who has been bp se gem 
the practical jokes ildren re- 
siding in the apartments below him, 
hit upon a capital device for checking 
the festive ways of the little ones. He 
urchased two cakes of Pears’ glycerine 
soap, cut them up into the size of jujubes, placed the tempting-looking 
morsels upon his sitting-room table, left the door wide open, and went 
out. The infants won't even pass by his door now if they can help it. 





early date of mankind’s existence by those sapient beings who profess to 
know exactly what is best for our race to eat. We have suffered in 
England, France, Germany, Switzerland, Belgium, Holland, and Austria 
from the effects of having been compelled (through the pangs of hunger) 
to swallow horrible compounds at railways stations; but the most terrible 
anguish in dietetic matters we ever experienced was caused by our 
attempting to gulp down a spoonful of sop made according to one of 
Count Rumford’s formulas. The recipe runs as follows: 

‘** Excellent soup for sixty-four persons.” 

5 Ib, barley-meal, at 14d. per Ib., or §s. 6d. per bushel 74d. 





5 Ib. Indian corn, at 13d. per lb........ ay 63d, 
4 ted herrings................. eh Spy oe —- ° 
Vinegar .. Wats IL Poste, Sasetenl, Sondghte. 1d. 
Salt... Paudentrtarem rt A AL RE LR RS TES 
RN WHEE UPON GENEID g o55 5 Soelaty Vastceveccsegs ccvececss ops 2d, 

1s- S?d. 


QUEENSLAND is being opened up rapidly and surely. ‘*Colonials’ who 
“*get up country” are making it patent to the original proprietors of the 
soil, that intoxicating drinks are bad for both natives and pioneers, 
simply by prohibiting the sale of alcoholic stimulants to aborigines, and 
indulging to an inordinate extent in whisky and rum themselves. Such 
conduct is both thoughtful and kindly, and should rejoice the heart of 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson. 


Tue keeper of a saloon in Nevermindwhere Town, Queensland, was 
recently charged before a magistrate with having unlawfully supplied a 
bottle of rum to Mr. Tovacco, a native. It appeared Mr. Tovacco 
had been afflicted with a dire thirst caused by eating a number of real 
native oysters, and being invited by a friend named Tui Tonga, visited 
the defendant’s saloon, had more oysters, and then, to alleviate his pain 
from want of drink, tendered five shillings to the defendant in exchange 
for a bottle of rum, Thusly Mr, T. procured the very means of relieving 
his sufferings he desired, and went off on his way merrily, arm-in-arm 
with Tui Tonga. At the termination of proceedings the saloon keeper 
did not leave the police court in a very gleeful manner, for he was fined 
just thirty pounds, five shillings, and eightpence, through transacting the 
above piece of business with Mr. Tovacco, There was a little loophole 
left him to creep out of though, va:., an alternative of three months im- 
prisonment, which he did not avail himself of, 


Tue other day we heard an innocent-looking Gaiety masher score 
heavily against a foreign patriot in Wardour Street. e G. M. had 
evidently wandered far out of his district, and was gaping at the pretty- 

retties in the windows with wonder, when sud he was con- 
ronted by an elderly exiled nobleman, who had evidently not washed 
since he left /a be/le France in early youth. The gallant Gaul suggested 
that the Gaiety masher should purchase a meerschaum pipe which 
originally belonged to the first Napoleon. ‘* I don’t want your rubbish,” 
said the G. M. ‘*' Ma foi! this is insult ; then you shall stand me vun 
drinks,”’ growled the count in disguise. ‘* With pleasure,” returned the 
G. M. “ Bon enfant /—vere and vat shall it be?” asked the foreign 
patriot, regaining his good humour. ‘* Place? the chemist’s opposite ; 
refreshment, prussic acid,” warbled the Gaiety masher with a serene smile. 








Foon torture has been inflicted on the credulous human from a very | tracked you for seven years, and am now about to blow up you, this 





THE NEWEST THING IN VENDETTE. 

At Hertford, lately, two labourers quarrelled and fought, and the 
beaten one, in order to revenge himself, set fire to the property of the 
other’s employer, causing a loss of £3,000 to the employer, and getting 
eight years’ penal servitude for his own share. The party who had in- 
curred the hatred remained much the same as before. 

Here is the probable end of this affair, carefully planned upon the 
same theory of revenge :— 

cane Uelnean anatase nocturnal journey at some sixty miles an 
hour, The two persons were alone in that first-class carriage. They 
were strangers. Gradually the mild-looking curate became aware that 
the dark in the opposite corner was eying him with an orb that 
gleamed with the fire of hate and fell purpose beneath his slouched 
wideawake. ; ; 

“< Prepare!” said this person in a hoarse voice ; *‘ the hour of expia- 
tion has arrived. You have but another five minutes to live.” And, as 
he spoke, he hooked a carriage clock on the back of the seat, and fixed 
his gleaming eye steadily upon it. , 

‘* But what purpose can prompt this terrible resolve?” asked the other 
writing a short will in his pocket-book, and carefully parting his hair in 
preparation for the coming doom. 

** Revenge !” was the stern response. 

‘‘ But we are strangers—you have never set eyes on me before,” urged 
the victim. 

‘‘ True,” replied the dark stranger, producing a tin cannister from his 
valise ; ‘* but my best hat was sat upon and crushed by a man named 
Smith.” 

‘** But / am not the man Smith!” 

‘* No; but he is a member of your congregation. Therefore I have 


train, and myself to wipe out the score.” 

** And how about Smith?” 

“ He met his death in sitting upon my hat but let me follow the 
story from its commencement, The employer who lost the 4 3,000, de- 
termining on revenge, sought out a publican who had once supplied a 
drink to the man who had fired his property. Watching his opportunity, 








They descended together, the avenger being powdered up, and the 
victim escaping with seven broken teeth. The victimised publican then 
mixed a bowl of poison and gave it toa picture-dealer, who had once 
sold some things to the gentleman who had hurled him (the publican) 
from the cliff. For this the publican got twenty years; while the pic- 
ture-dealer was ill fora week. On recovering, 4e jumped from the top 
of St. Paul’s on to a doctor, who had once attended the publican who 
had poisoned him, and succumbed from shock to the system, leaving the 
doctor, with a broken collar-bone, to seek a mild revenge upon the hat 
of an undertaker who had once sent a circular to the publican. The 
doctor—Smith—sat upon that hat—my hat—on the railway line just as 
an express was coming, and is now no more. The undertaker is myself. 
If you survive, you can take your revenge for what I am about to do 
upon my bootmaker—here is his address. At that moment a fearful 
report closed the interview. 
— ——=——=ZE 
At this Stage. 

A ROSEATE-HUED Conservative contemporary recently said, ‘‘Ina 
day or two, to Fa it in theatrical phrase, the season closes at St. 
Stephen’s,” and went on to refer to ‘ the players and pieces of that 
popular place of amusement.” 

This theatrical pew eee might be spun out 
(And no one could grumble at that), 

Though the Tories made many a ‘‘ scene,” without doubt, 
They did not come in for much “ fat.” 

Ah, most of their party are ‘‘ players,” indeed, 
Not workers (as often they brag) 

And like some “‘ low coms.,” they their “lines” didn’t heed. 
But indulged in a rare lot of ‘‘ gag,” 
Still, they will not shine much in the *‘tag”’ ! 
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Casts after the Antique. 





“ An interesting addition has just been made to the South Kensington 
Museum in the s of a collection of casts from the antique brought 
together through the arduous labours of Mr. Walter Coupland Perry on 
behalf of the Committee of Council on Education.” 


KIND fate at last has heard 








And bids in one brave word, | 
Kensington Pallas rise ; 
The old ideal dream 
No more ‘cross seas he'll seek, 
Solid its shapes will beam 
In casts from the antique. 
Venus, Astarte, start 
Once more to life herein, 
Refine our heart, our art, 
From bright brain to pure chiz, 
Show Anglo-Saxon girls 
Another form of cheek, 
Teach them to east sham curls, 
O casts from the antique! 


Apollo, nobly nude, 

Oh, bring to bear your bow 
Upon the puny dude— 

A bow that’s bent, you know. 
Show mashers how to use 

In aid of poor and weak, 
Stiff muscles, sturdy thews, 

With casts from the antique. 





Humbly, with many a twinge 
Of conscience, we will lop 
Off our old idiot fringe, 
Garotting collars drop. 
‘Esthetes will stand aghast, 
E’en Randy will feel meek, 
When modern eyes they cast 
On casts from the antique. 


Indeed, it seems to us, 
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However mildly tried, 
The project’s Perrylous 

For all self-love and pride. 
Their loveliness outlasts 

Fashion, and freak, and clique, 
And shy we'll eye those casts 

Or shies from the antique. 


AT THE “HEALTHERIES,” 


"Enry.—“ But, I SAY, THEY DON’T PUT IT IN THESK BRE Bic BARRRLS 
AS A REGULAR THING, DO THEY?” 

George (with contempt),—‘*‘ WHAT D'YOU THINK THEY CALL IT * LARGER 
Beer’ FOR, THEN?” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FrIDAYs, August 9. Ze feelings of Earl Harrowby are harrow by ze 
Abolition of ze Proclamation against Vice at ze assizes. He seem to 
sink it make ze vice vwersa—I go say more bad. Milor Forbes vant 
to know vare Russia vill draw ze line in Afghanistan. He do not desire 
vat he call ze alfgone boundary to be all gone. Sir Peel accuse ze 
Secretary of ze Home of dirty trick ; his brozzare call him over ze Vall- 
sends. A/a foi! alzo he vas Peel first and Espikare aftarevards, he is 
Espikare first now, and if he vould not hang he vould for tree pins 
suspend ze brozzare zat bored him. Enter ze Indian Budget, as zey 
say at ze svell veddings ven Her Majesty send ze shawl. 

Ze Grand Ole Man is somesink of ze drivare of niggares. Ve are 
vorse off zan se City clerks, for, vwos/a/ ve lose ze half Saturday holiday. 
I have often hear of ze tree mens of Bristol City zat took boat and vent 
to sea. Vonvascall, I recomember, *‘ Leetle Billie.” Ze Big Billie take a 
See and go to Bristol viz it. Naturel/ement Mr. Monk support ze 
Bishopric of Bristol Bill, Ze onlygrowl is from Mr, Caine. Sort of Cave 
Cainem. 

Mondays.—Ze Lords pass Cholera Protection Bill, Zen sousand 
diables ! vat vill ve be protecting next. In the Commons in ze Appropria- 
tion Bill debate, Sir Volf show his fangs and accuse ze Premier of 
falsifying Egyptian papers. Sir Peel complain zat ze Baring appoint- 
ment have ze effect of bearing Stock. Mr. Gladstone object also to 
stock accusations from Sir Norscote. 

Tuesdays.—Milor Milltown desire ze Government vill interpose to 
prevent Italy from selling ze Pr a. He don't say how much 


is not sauce for ze pro 
no Wy Bee Bill, 
lords, ve sould have so much? Appropriation Bill in ze Commons. 
Row between ze Child and ze Childers. I say to ze spoil Child, 
“* Cher mon, Randy, you are ze best argument against heredity ze 
Radicals have got Piurguoi? Voila! you show how zat noblesse oblive 
does not run in blood, and alzo you are descended from dukes, you 
seem not to be able to rise to a gentlemans,” 











it is ze pound, and ven J ask him in ze lobby, he say sauce of ze goose — 
Zare vare tree lords in ze House on ze | 
by, demand vy, ven ve do so vel! vit so little © 


| 
| 


Vennisday.—Ze Lords read twice ze Consolidated Firms Bill. Zey 
Say ze present volume even bettare zan ze last. 
Sursday.—Prorogation. Verdict—much Hansard, litule Statute, 





Thinning the Population. 

** Tere has been an alarming increase in the cases of small-pox within a half-mile 
radius of the Hampstead Hospital. At the top of Fleet Road, opposite to the vacant 
hospital grounds and gates, on bank-holiday and the following days, a piece of ground 
was used by the proprietor of a ‘* merry-go-round, ' and thousands of people congregated 
roundit . . . and without let, hindrance, or warning from the authorities, were 
thus brought within very measurable distance of the contagion. Old and young seem 
to be attacked." —.Vews paper. 

IN consequence of the great success of the Hampstead experiment, 
as above reported, it will be decided to try the thinning-off process at 
otherholidayresortsnextyear. Forthefollowing, see next year’s papers :— 

**HIGH Beacn.—Bank Holiday passed off here with great success. In 
consequence of the high road being used as a range for heavy ordnance 
practice, the fun waxed fast and furious. The way in which the shells 
cleared off the line of vehicles along the road gave rise to the liveliest 
satisfaction, which reached its climax when one of the missiles burst ia 
the middle of a merry-go-round in full swing.” 

“CLAPHAM CoMMON.—The utilization of this expanse for the pur- 
pose of destroying quantities of d ite taken from the Nationalists 


' afforded great pleasure to those of the Bank Holiday trippers who elected 


to spend the day there. The pleasant excitement caused by eonstantly 


| dodging the i gs: oe yy and heightened by an occasional whole- 
_ sale catastrophe, m 


the occasion one of great liveliness. 

At the end of the day the casualties amounted to about ten thou- 
sand, this being considered in every way satisfactory,” 

‘Tye THAM’S.—From an early hour of the morning the loaded 
torpedo practice caused much merriment among the bi parties, the 
frequent sudden ascent into the air of a boatful of holiday-makers being 
followed by general applause.” 

The happy notion of giving the microbes a “day in the country ” 
among the sightseers at the Crystal Palace had met with universal appro- 
bation from the public. And so forth. 








= sy To Conresronpunts.—7Ae Editor does not bind Aimsel/ to ackn neledge, rcturn, or pay for Contributions In no case will they be returned unin 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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BICYCLED BOBBIES! 


#5 lice office nted on a recently overtook and captured a runaway thief, after a smart run of twenty-five miles, . . . There 
aaa eae any pbniage we should not have a “* bicycled ” as well as a mounted police.” —Daily Paper. 


























(1) Some prints have been lately revealing (2) It they do, they'll at first find their ** bikers ” 


That the gallant police of our streets Rather awkward to manage, of course ; 
May shortly take lessons in ‘* wheeling,” And they even may suffer from ‘‘ mikers,” 
And bicycles use on their ‘* beats.” Like that urchin who's mocking the Force ! 




















(3) With patience and practice, hewever, (4) These machines will thus aid them in wooing 


The police will not only ride well, The housemaids and cooks in our squares, 
But e’en Guardsmen (who think they’re so clever) And also for burglar-pursuing 
They'll out-* mash ” with the area belle ! They’ll prove very useful affairs ! 








COLOGNE, from the period when it was the Colonia Agrippina of the | the various aromas of Goodge Street. There is a lack of the mellowness 

Romans to within a few years ago, has been justly acknowledged the | attached to old Cologne odours, but the fragrance of these streets is quite 

most unpleasant smelling city in the world. When Clovis I, was | as pungent. 

crowned King of the Franks in Cologne, he was obliged to weara 
¢ 


bandage round his nose during the ceremony. Charles Martel attributed | 4, yp: ps cy tiger hag tro Eppa 
his terrible defeat in Cologne to the fact that his soldiers were enervated | At this Time of Year no one should be without 
by the horrible atmosphere they breathed in the city. Now all js U 7 

changed, and Cologne is as sweet as the scent sold om, Anyore a=) N’S FUN N 4 BOOKS. 
wishing to know what the streets of Cologne smelt like some twenty ONE SHILLING EACH. 

years ago should take a midday saunter along the Euston Road, turn | eee 

down Cleveland Street, and if alive after this feat of courage, investigate | “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 




















“ The Richest, Softest, and mest Becoming 
Fabric ever invented fos 
Women's Weax,” 










h ’o IRGONTe ] 
yal ury 5 ; Biue 
ee~ =<“ Cocoa eee 


soup sy rue LeaDiNe Dearens ait over ime wots, | PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! | 
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SHOCKING CATASTROPHE IN A L. C. AND D. RAILWAY CARRIAGE. 


Mrs. Tubbington (wishing to make herself agreeable to the Rev. Marmaduke Osmonde).—‘* Now, YOU YOUNG MASHER, DON’T YOU GET 
A-MAKIN’ EYES AT ME.” 




















OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE STATUES. 


SOME years ago, Sir, as you will doubtless remember, I organized, 
thanks to your kind patronage, a series of ‘* Days in the Country ”’ for 
the Cows of London. What a success those excursions proved you will 
doubtless easily recall. The liberal response of kind friends enabled me 
to give a day’s outing to no less than six hundred and seventy-five milch 
kine, whose lives had for years been passed in backyards, stuffy stables, 
queer adapted outhouses, and other mysterious places where small 
London dairymen reside, and put out boards inviting the public to 
attend and have its daily supply ot lacteal fluid milked into its own jugs. 
As you were present, Sir, at the first of these outings, when forty- 
seven cows from the Drury Lane and Clare Market districts were trans- 
ported in furniture vans, kindly lent for the occasion, to a large meadow 
of sweet lush grass not far from High Barnet, and there allowed to revel 
in the rich pasturage for nearly eight hours, I need not tell you how 
much the quadrupeds enjoyed themselves. In fact, I only refer to the 
excursions in question in order to justify, by their indubitable success, 
another and somewhat similar project I now have in hand. 

The fact is, I am arranging for a Day at the Seaside for our London 
Statues, and have already received so many promises of assistance that 
the carrying out of my proposal may be considered certain. I had 
thought of taking my stony frofég¢és to Margate, but it has been repre- 
sented to me that the visitors at this watering-place might, in their holi- 
day exuberance, chaff rather too mercilessly some of the more oufré and 
dilapidated of the effigies I propose to treat to a day at the sea. I 
doubt, indeed, if Queen Anne ye St. Paul’s Churchyard) and Mr. 
Peabody would be allowed to stroll on the Jetty unmolested, or if the 
Griffin could safely venture on a paddle “in the briny” in the presence 
of a holiday Feast | 

On due consideration, therefore, I have resolved to choose a more 
secluded spot for the Statues’ outing, and it is my present intention to 
take them to Herne Bay during holiday time, when I feel sure they 
will be allowed to enjoy themselves without annoyance. The most im- 
portant feature in the day’s excursion will be the dip in the sea, which 
the figures will, I hope without exception, be induced to take, as I feel 











sure the happiest results would follow such a proceeding. Many of the 
Statues, indeed, including Mr. Pitt, who has sat in Bloomsbury Square, 
wrapped in his bedclothes, for the past sixty-nine years; our popular 
Sailor King, who has braved the smut and grime of King William Street 
for nearly half a century ; and Mr. Richard Cobden, who has been 
doomed for so many years to remain on his estal within sight of a 
Turkish Bath at Camden Town—are well-nigh beside themselves with 
delight at the very thought of the salt water bath promised them. And 
even Messrs. Burns and Tyndale, who have only been in position on 
the Embankment for a short period, have gleefully accepted my invi- 
tation. 

To prevent annoyance, the Statues that prefer privacy will be taken 
down to Herne Bay in horse boxes. A mounted detachment consisting 
of their Majesties Kings Richard I., Charles I., Frances I. of France, 
George III., George IV., and five Prince Alberts will ride down at night 
by road. The four politicians who occupy Parliament Square, Peel, 
Palmerston, Disraeli, and Derby, will at their own request go down in 
a ‘*growler,” as they intend to play “‘penny Nap.” en route. The 
Hyde Park Achilles will be wrapped in a rug fa/e/6¢ and sent down in a 
hansom, with the roof removed, The Griffinand the two Sphinxes from 
the Needle were anxious to make up a party with the Albert Memorial 
Elephant, Lion, Buffalo, and other quadrupeds ; but the latter refuse to 
**chum in” with “‘ mere heraldic monsters,”’ as they term them, and so 
I shall arrange for the Griffin and its friends to go ina wild beast van 
by themselves. 

All the arrangements, in fact, are completed, Sir, and it needs only 
fine weather, I think, to make my latest project as successful as that 
former one to which I have alluded. You will, I am sure, Sir, consent 
to receive any subscriptions on behalf of my ‘‘ Statues’ Day at the Sea.” 





Lorp CARNARVON may be a very efficient Conservative, but he is 
not a capable fable manufacturer, as his recently impolitically vamped- 
up twaddle anent an ‘‘ill-conditioned lad,” who meddled with bees to 
his sorrow, proves. The noble lord tried to be waspish, but his feeble 
satire lacked even the little gnat’s sting of Randy Pandy. 
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UFFS. 


THE HOLBORN.—Dis- 
covering by accident that 
this theatre was to be re- 
opened on the 16th with a 
new-to-London-but-pretty- 
well - known - in - the- pro- 
vinces burlesque, called 
Little Lohengrin, as the 
principal item, and a fa- 
vourite of mine, Miss Lizzie 
Coote, as the principal 
attraction, what did I do 
but go to see them, ru- 
mours as to the probability 
of my, after all, finding 
closed doors to the contrary 
notwithstanding. 


Although Mr. Bowyer 
was known to me as a 
writer of comic songs, not 
altogether without merit 
as such, his title Little 
Lohengrin did not prepare 
me for great things. I have 
observed that burlesques 





Tue Hoisorw~.—Miss Carriz Coorez—norT Ex- , t ; 
ACTLY A PORTRAIT, PERHAPS, BUT A PRETTY bearing the uninventive 


vain Carnin-CooTe-Turs | title of Little This or Little 
That usually display the same power of “ uninvention” in the body of 
the work, There are exceptions, of course; but the piece under notice 
does not prove the rule in /Aaf fashion, and the only justification it gives 
for its title is the fact that there is so little Lohengrin in it that it might 
with almost greater propriety be called Vo Lohengrin at all, 


The company isa rattling good one for the kind of piece; there is an 
amount of ‘‘ go” and relish in the way they go to work, which, in spite 
of a tendency to an over-exuberance which calls imperatively for repres- 
sive stage-managerial measures, is in the right spirit, and is both infec- 
tious and exhilarating—for an hour. After that, in the absence of in- 
terest in the piece and the superabundance—the infinite superabundance 
—of songs, the high pressure system and apparent determination to carry 
it all with a fos and at all hazards, is conducive to weariness and 
headache. I should like to see the same company in a good piece. 
Their expert readiness in playing up to each other, and “ pulling to- 
gether,” marks them Ar first-class, and thorough amusement and 
enjoyment result from their efforts, however much one may object, from 
any artistic point of view, to the constant ‘‘ cracking of wheezes.” Two 
hours of them in such a piece is, however, too much, and the reason for 
dividing the piece into two acts is not very obvious, unless three preg- 
nant words I once saw in a theatrical advertisement—‘ bar pays 
rent "—affords anything in the nature of a clue! 


Miss Lizzie Coote plays the leading part with untiring spirit and dash, 
and no little sense of humour, looks well in a tastefully tinted costume 
of heroic cut, and dances with elegance, skill, and variety. In dancing, 
her sister, Miss Carrie Coote, is scarcely less successful, and presuming 
that a certain stolidity of manner is assumed for the character in hand, I 
should take her to be an amusing actress—her imitation of Miss Lingard 
is not striking. Mr. C. Coote (with his three-card trick from the Romany 
Rye) is funny in an Arthur Roberts vein, and Mr. James Danvers dis- 

lays some dry fun. Miss Hetty Chapman showed some humour, too, 
in the mock-melodramatic way. 


There are some strange things seen in the course of the piece—there 
was a black moon at one time, and during one of the songs strange freaks 
were played with the lights, and principals and chorus had a long fit of 
** pointing off,” but the strangest thing was the wholly unexplained 
appearance of a young lady in a sun-bonnet and pinafore, who told us 
with some emphasis (in a song) that she would be “a frolicsome girl.” 
It was interesting, no doubt, to find that this young lady’s idea of a frolic 
was to remove bonnet and pinafore, and indulge in a skipping-rope 
dance (very cleverly done, by the way, Miss Sylvia Grey) but why it 
came at all, or what it had to do with anything whatever, I don’t think 
even goodness could explain ! 


All the same, however you may look upon what I have said, if you 
like a burlesque played with a rollicking abandon which is the true bur- 
lesque spirit, the Holborn is the place for you—and about the only place 
just at present. 


The burlesque is preceded by an amateur performance of the late H. 
J. Byron's War to the Knife ! 








Tue Empire.—The Gaiety contingent in possession here have 
changed their programme ; Mr. Burnand's Camara/zaman taking the 
place of The Forty Thieves. The only changes of importance in the cast 
are the appearance of Mr. Royce as Danasch, a performance full of fun, 
and of Mr. Dallas as the Emperor of China. Misses Farren, Gilchrist, 
and Broughton, and Mr. W. Elton display their various excellences much 
as usual ; there is plenty of fun in the piece, in spite of a large supply of 
elderly puns not over skilfully worked, and the revival ought to be fairly 
satisfactory. 


Tue Garety.—Messrs. Alfred Murray and Edward Jakobowski’s 
comic opera, Dick, withdrawn from its original home, the Globe, sooner 
than I expected, was revived here on the 18th for a contemplated run of 
a few weeks, with an almost entirely new cast. The changes are mostly 
well-advised. Miss Fanny Leslie has so much of the acting faculty in 
addition to her singing and dancing powers, that it would be difficult to 
improve upon her rendering of Dick. Nature has not gifted her with 
an altogether pleasant voice, but she sings with a direct simplicity of 
expression which has an indefinable charm even to sticklers for musical 
technique, and her abundant sense of humour has in no wise destroyed 
her feeling for 
tenderness. Miss 
Pierson, too, 
seems to have 
improved since I 
heard her first ; 
perhaps _fami- 
liarity with the 
music has begot 
an assurance 
which enables 
her to do justice 
to herself, any- 
way, she makes 
a most melodious 
and sweet-voiced 
Alice. Messrs. 
R. Brough, H, 
Monkhouse, W. 
Shine, A. Wil- 
liams, and Miss Bella Cuthbert contribute successfully to the general 
fun, and altogether the piece goes even better than at first, I think— 
encores were frequent, at any rate. 





Tue Hoitzorn.—Miss Hetty CHAPMAN STRIKES A 
HR&TTY-TUDE. 


Nops AND WINkKs,—Mr. James Willing, jun., has written a drama 
called Daybreak, which will be produced at the Standard on the Ist 
prox.—Veedles and Pins, which the Daly company have shown some 
reluctance to produce, was down for appearance at Toole’s last Saturday 
morning.—To-morrow (Thursday) closes Mr. Irving’s present season at 
the Lyceum. Miss Ellen Terry will not be sufficiently recovered to 
perform, but she will be at hand to bow her acknowledgements; and on 
Monday Mary and Galatea and Clarice come back to us.—The Covent 
Garden ‘* Promenades” are going on with spirit, and are immensely 
patronized every night; the music and singers are of the best, and 
the ‘* See-Saw ” waltz has ** hooked on”’ unmistakeably.—The Compton 
Comedy Company are going to take their Davy round the provinces ; 
at least Mr. Edward of that ilk has added Davy Garrick to the com- 
pany’s repertory.—Mr. Bartley Campbell’s Zhe White Slave is just now 
playing at the Grand. This is the third of the American melodramatist’s 
pieces which have appeared lately—the Campbells are coming with de- 
termination—and it seems to satisfy the Islingtonians reasonably well. 

NESTOR. 








Men and Things. 


IF an officer receives an order he cannot be arrested for a dayomet ! 

Ready-made tailors usually give their customers the Benny-fit of a 
doubt. 

Compositors are, we very much regret to say, no better than other 
men ; they are much given to imposing. 

A proper bearing is at times a very satisfying and nutritious commo- 
dity, for it was their manner that kept the children of Israel alive in the 
desert. 

Gaming-house proprietors are always subject to a police raid on their 
premises—it is quite on the cards. 

Auctioneers know their customers usually by si¢e ; whilst grocers can 
usually tell with very little difficulty whether their customers are worth 

der, And although various contrivances are in use in Government 
and other buildings for the purpose of elevation, there is nothing like a 
star actress to get up stares with ! 





A Tea-pious AFFAIR.—The Congo question. 































acd aon wena one. 


TIN RBS Retain. aR aa Ns a a a . " 
* z ae ae cathe ee 


















































f fun, 
hrist, 
much 
ply of 
fairly 


wski’s 
ooner 
run of 
nostly 
Ity in 
ult to 
t with 
‘ity of 
usical 
royed 


HESS 


eneral 
link— 


drama 
he Ist 
| some 
turday 
son at 
red to 
ind on 
Sovent 
ensely 
t, and 
mpton 
inces ; 
> com- 
st now 
1atist’s 
ith de- 
well. 
TOR. 


veh ! 
it of a 


other 


ymmo- 
in the 


n their 


ers can 
worth 
mment 

like a 

















AuGusT 27, 1884. 


FUN. 








LAMENT OF THE RAILWAY DIRECTOR. 
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‘* First,” for fear of being considered hard up. 


This is impecunious "Enery who alwaystravels This is the Railway Director, who thinks that people who 
travel “ ‘Lhird” ought to be ashamed of themselves. 


These are the bloated Millionaires who always travel 
** Third,""and are not agg! ashamed of themselves. 








when he proclaimed himself a thief. 


for a pint o 


nowadays ;” and Magsby sat down and eyed 





1tte 1 MeeeeeseOene 


THE SOLICITOR’S BILL: A STORY OF 
IMPECUNIOSITY. 


IT was one of those days when one’s bank has closed ten minutes be- 
fore one’s watch says four—when one’s friends are out of town—when 
nobody has any change for your cheque—when your house is shut up, 
and your family sunning themselves in Iceland—when, in short, you 
find yourself at dinner time in London with just three shillings and six- 
pence in your pocket. Albeit a solicitor ten years on the rolls, Mr. 
Hardicanute Smith happened to have but this in his pocket on the day 


It was ridiculous, unprecedented ; but, just for the rarity of the thing, 


wouldn’t dine at the club; he would eat at a middle-class restaurant, 
sleep soberly at his desolate chambers, and only resume prosperous 
existence the next day when the banks opened. 
eating-house, with a lot of gilding around the glasses in which you 
couldn’t see yourself, and a wealth of artificial flowers on the counter, 
where the sugar was fossilised, and the cherry brandy stagnant. 
Hardicanute ordered his dinner warily—soup, sixpence ; rump steak, 
a shilling ; potatoes, threepence ; cheese, threepence—yes, and sixpence 
Font that would leave him a clear shilling for emergencies. 
He had an instinctive fear for that shilling when his best client Magsby, 
the brewer, came into the room, and made at once for the solicitor’s table. 





*‘Only turned in to look at the evening papers ; no use buying them 
Hardicanute’s steak. 

“* Looks tender, dined myself, but—” ‘Oh, can’t go b 

But Magsby had already ordered his steak, and 

shilling was gone. Then and there he heroically cut off his cheese, 


It was a modest 


een Foam a a” 
o ee a 


liked ‘em. If he would only forget the beer! 


ment with a brief, common 
**Cheese, celery, dessert, Sir;’ 
Cheddar. 


extract his cab fare from his pocket. 





about, not quite sure he'd 


| ‘* Three-and-sixpence: very reasonable on the whole.” 


beer—he didn’t care. 


| I can't quite think petty larceny an unpardonable crime.” 


foreseeing the inevitable demand for potatoes—floury, just as Magsby 


Stealthily, with the gestures of an Indian juggler, Hardicanute poured 
half his pint into Magsby’s glass, There would be nothing for the 
waiter, but that could be explained by a principle which Magsby would 
be the first to approve. The arduous task was to prevent him from 
thinking of any addition to his second dinner. To this Hardicanute 
devoted all his energies. He unfolded newspapers full of interesting 
matter when any new plate was passed to acustomer; he executed com- 
plicated strategic movements to conceal the presence of a pickle-bottle ; 
his successful masking of a salad gave him Moltke’s eminence in his own 
just I [ estimation; and at the same time he was developing the conversational 
Hardicanute Smith rather enjoyed the situation than otherwise. € | powers of Dr. Johnson and Sidney Smith. He ranged from Chicago 
conventions to Paris divorces; he had private information concerning 
the Garmoyle case, and he had the last issue of Greville memoirs by 
heart. He was dazzling, but a dastard waiter outrivalled him in a mo- 


and Magsby had a weakness for 


The conversationalist was dumb from that moment. He was doing a 
sum in mental arithmetic which always came to the same dreary total : 
threepence more than he possessed. He knew his best client: no use 
saying he had forgotten his purse, nor airily announcing that he was 
short of change, nor allowing Magsby to pay ina fit of abstraction. 
Magsby wouldn’t be allowed to pay; Magsby would offer to run for his 
purse and change a ten-thousand pound note, if need be: and Magsby 
would infallibly regard a solicitor who lacked threepence as an embezzler 
bound for America by the next train. He might have an a 
but his penury would still be discovered, for Magsby would assuredly 


plectic fit, 


Utter gloom settled down upon Hardicanute Smith as the feast drew 
towards its close. He had insane thoughts of ordering lobsters and 
champagne and pine-apples to make his deficit a decently respectable 
_ one; he pictured himself imploring the waiter on his knees to trust him 
to the extent of six halfpennies until to-morrow. And then he felt that 
that waiter was approaching with a paper in his hand, he heard 
confusedly Magsby saying that they had better be moving, and putting 
his death-warrant on the table; he began to mutter something 
e enough, supposed (with a lamentable 
j | laugh) that they wouldn’t make him bankrupt ; when Magsby, who had 
pe gee Y | been coolly glancing at the amount, said briskly: 


They had forgotten the soup—or one potato—or the cheese—or the 
He was out of that hostelry in fifteen seconds ; and—‘ The worst of it,” 


looks, and—” | he now confessed, ‘‘I haven’t been back to it. I have robbed them of 
felt that the | sixpence; and after that awful hour of impecuniosity, do you know 












~ 





a 






we 







and salad ane SSS So ie nay at stati Sp " iain 
pode agg adh inh ap # = on i ra. aH rnd Pr Gee. 4 
TO TR RS A A TR: aii cg te ae Na IN rs IM is em et cay ati oa Woes 













































AUGUST 27, 1884, 

















ee ee ee 





A Greeting. 
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“YOU DIRTY BOY.” 


Young Hopeful (who has been reprimanded for not washing his face).— 


“ Boo—H—00! I wisn I was A NicGcerR Boy!” 
Mamma,—‘' A Necro Boy! . WHAT FoR, GEORGY?” 
Youne Hopeful.—* Wuy, I—I—SHOULDN’T HAVE TO W—WASH 
‘CAUSE THE D—D—DIRT WOULDN'T SHOW!” 
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(FROM THE WORLD IN GENERAL TO “FUN” ON A 
CERTAIN AUSPICIOUS OCCASION.) 


O, Fun, who art glorious and gay, 
O, soother of gloom and of care, 
We send thee a tribute to-day, 
A kind of a birthday affair. 
O, FuN, so unique and so bright, 
Who hast wisdom in every nod, 
We observe, with a deal of delight, 
That you number One Thousand and Odd! 


And so, we (the world and his wife, 
And also our family throng), 
Who find that you brighten our life, 
Would send our good wishes along! 
We congratulate you, Mr. Fun! 
Who cheerest our hearts as we plod, 
That your marvellous paper has run 
To number One Thousand and Odd! 


Oh, long may you make us all smile 
At your innocent humour and mirth, 
And long may you lash craft and guile, 
And such vices that blot this fair earth. 
You have ever been healthy and sage, 
On hypocrisy laying your rod ; 
Which has caused you to reach the ripe age 
Of number One Thousand and Odd, 


One T. Gibson Bowles lately showed, 
In a certain expensive review, 
That titles should e’er be bestowed 
On Editors— We think so too, 
And the /7s¢ who ennobled should be 
Is the best who on earth ever trod, 
Namely, Fun, now of Fleet Street, E.C., 
Whose age is One Thousand and Odd! 


And yet, what were titles to you? 
= And what were a seat amid peers? 
Wk Your title’s ‘‘ A 1”—+¢hat will do, 

And may you retain it for years. 
All rivals assail you in vain; 

You ‘‘ polish ’em off,” like S, Todd— 
O, may we behold you attain 

The age of One Million and Odd! 


THEN, And——[Our modesty will not permit us to print 
the rest. We are even now blushing awfully,—Ed, Fun.] 
































The National Harbour Society. 


THE National Harbour Society of the United Kingdom earnestly appeal 
for increased financial support. The object of the Society is to provide | 
a greater number of refuge harbours and ports of shelter on our coast. 
Address: Hon, Sec., 17 Parliament St., S. W. 


A NOBLE project truly, to help the gallant crews 
Who on the restless ocean the direst perils brave ; 
To aid a cause so noble no Briton could refuse, 
For all respect the heroes who fight with wind and wave. 


For has not England's commerce and honour been upheld 

By seamen, who with courage their lives risk day and night ? 
How often the invader and foeman have they quelled, 

And taught them due submission to Britain’s power and Right ! 


And how our fishers labour, and, oh! at what a cost ! 
Whole days and nights together they toil upon the main. 
What dangers hourly face them ; yet oft, when tempest-tossed, 
They look for some safe harbour, they look, alas! in vain! 


Must men, for lack of refuge, yield up their precious lives 
Whene’er the storm’s fierce terrors against them are arrayed ? 
Must they be torn from dear ones—from parents, children, wives ? 

Ah, no! we'll help our sailors, as far as wan can aid ! 





Mr. Dopp, in the Morning /ost, recommends ten drops of sulphuric 
acid in a tumbler of water as a good remedy for many complaints. 
Would a journey on the Metropolitan Railway answer the same purpose? 


| be whispered ; but, gradually becoming calmer, it might dawn on them 
| that songs by Cowen, Tosti, and Benedict, as sung by Miss Florence 


| people very much; while the trained boarhounds and wolfhounds 


| in watching clever performances and tricks of the lower creation ; and 
| Miss Nelly Farrell, a daughter of Erin, having surprised them by chant- 

_ ing ditties not advocating the indiscriminate use of dynamite, the censors 
| would certainly become quite chirpy. But on discovering that clever 


The Oxford. 


A FEw of those immaculate beings who have never entered a music 
hall on principle, and therefore assume a profound knowledge of the 
terrible scenes that are supposed to occur in such poisonous haunts, 
ought to lose themselves one night, and drop quite by accident into the 
Oxford. On entering the hall, naturally feelings of indignation that 
such a well-lighted show should be tolerated in a civilized land would 
rumble through their brains, and fervent wishes for subdued gloom would 


| May, do not injure the minds of either young, middle-aged, or old 


having revealed to the immaculates that, after all, there is no great sin 


James Fawn and vigorous Macdermott may be listened to with pleasure, 
and without one tiny blush being called up to the sternest immaculate’s 
cheek, we wager these opponents of music halls would “ prospect” the 
American bar just to test whether the fluids sold there are pure or not, 
and then finish up matters by giving Manager Jennings a written testi- 
monial to this effect :—‘‘ The energetic caterer provides the public with 
an amusing, wholesome, and healthy entertainment: the cocktails to be 
had on the premises are softly refreshing.” 





Advice to a Law Student. 








THE Globe points out that “surrender on the part of the Peers is | 
manifestly impossible, while all the Government has to surrender is the 
spirit of pique.” What a pique-uliar notion ! 





| with law as possible. 


To become a solicitor you need only ask anybody for something. 
This costs nothing—unless you are ‘‘cheeky.” To become an attorney 
requires a ** power of attorney :” this is expensive. Have as little to do 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEE, 
SET TO THE FASHICNABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
New SERIES, No. 36. AlR—*“‘/ don't know so much about that.” 


HE people who 
know me de- 











clare I’m no 
fool 

(But I don’t 
know so 
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They say that 
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Theatrical managers say that they know— 
But I don’t know so much about that! 
It’s certain I do know a thing (maybe two), 
And have their intricacies pat ; 
But when it’s so hot, where relief’s to be got ?>— 
Well, I don’t know so much about ¢has. 


The Turks are a wonderful nation, I think 
(Hm! I don’t know so much about that!) 
They’re certainly, none of them, given to drink 
(Well, I don’t know so much about that!) 
But the way they’ve been trying, this week or two past, 
To manage the post has a comical cast ; 
They may catch the mail with their vessel at last— 
But I don’t know so much about that! 
They continue to tell you they manage quite well 
With the Inland Despatches they're at, 
And the Foreign, they say, they will conquer some day— 
But I don’t know so much about that! 


The Greely attempt at exploring the ice 
(Well, I don’t know so much about that!) 
In some of its details was not very nice 
(There—don’t let us talk about that !) 
The ‘‘ Seaforths ” have had a new flag from the Queen, 
A-chasing one Norton at Poole they have been, 
He’d ‘‘informed”’ against betting—of course that was mean— 
Well, I don’t know so much about that! 
In fair Pimlico, and the City, I know, 
They’ve had fires (it’s the general chat), 
And every night the ‘‘ Souakimmers ” fight— 
But I don’t know so much about ¢ha¢, 


The report of the Hova-licked French was a plant 
(It didn’t take much to guess that !) 
The poor Hovas didn’t—the poor Hovas can’t 
(I wish there was doubt about that !) 
The poor Countess Torre has been ‘‘ tore” from her cats! 
She let out her premises to them in flats; 
But Vestries won’t stand over-crowding—well—that’s— 
Well, I don’t know so much about that. 
The Duc de Morny didn’t manage, I see, 
To place where aforetime it sat 
His father’s sta/ue, as he wished for to do— 
Well, I don’t know so much about that! 


There’s Harris has got out of Holloway Gaol 
(Of course you’ve heard all about that ?) 
(It wasn’t Augustus—you needn’t turn pale— 
/7e’s never in trouble like that). 
A Newcastle welcome the Wales’s receive; 
There’s Beach has beat Hanlan without a reprieve; 
And Miss Eva Mackay is betrothed, I believe— 
But I don’t care a cent about that. 
So in verses that flow I relate what I know, 
All, so to speak, off my own bat; 
You're sorry, no doubt, that my news has run out— 
But, I don’t know so much about that. 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE) TIMES. 


A MISCALCULATION, 


FATHER THAMES. Hullo, Decency! good day t’ye! You seem 
very much e with that newspaper—anything interesting in it? 

Decency. There’s something that concerns you a good deal—a letter 
about the blackguards which are always bathing in you, and keeping 
decent persons away from you—it says they disport themselves in a state 
of nudity, and mostly out of the water, in full view of the banks and the 
boats that are always passing. j 

FATHER THAMES, So they do, the brutes! can’t help it. I’m sure 
I try all I know to be a respectable old gentleman, as I used to be once 
on a time when kings and lord mayors used to be rowed about on me. 
I've tried to frighten the ruffians away by being as black as ink, and 
smelling like anything ; but they don’t mind that, and I tried running 
dry—especially at Richmond—but that didn’t do much good either. I’m 
sure 7 don’t know how to—— 

DEcENCY. Well, look here, the letter says, ‘‘I am quite convinced 
that if the leading newspapers would take the matter up seriously, the 
nuisance would soon be stamped out,” Let us go round to the editors 
and get them to do it, and the thing’s done! Who is that evil-looking 
creature there, and what is he chuckling about ? 

FATHER THAMES, Why, it’s the ruffian which bathes in me, and it's 
chuckling because it thinks we can’t help ourselves ; but we'll see. We 
only have to get the leading papers, &c., and before you can say ‘‘ Jack 
Robinson,” &c, 

* * * * * * 

Decency. Well, the abuse is as good as stamped out. I spoketothe 
editor of the 7hunderer, and he grew red in the face, and got out an 
immense sledge-hammer and tucked up his sleeves, and I mentioned the 
matter to the editor of the /maginer, and he cut a great pen and dipped 
it in all the colours of the rainbow, and took a sheet of lightning and 
sat down; and I represented the state of affairs to the editor of the 
Flogger, and he went and fetched a cat-o’-nine-tails and put new bits 
of flint in it. 








FATHER THAMES, And I laid the case before the editor of the 
Stinger, and he opened a new bottle of gall; and to the editor of the 
Slinger, and he looked out a very nobbly stone, and made a new sling. 

Decency. And then I went round to the comic editors, and they all 
sharpened their pens and made them red-hot—— 

FATHER THAMES, And I got a promise from the Prime Minister to 
mention it—— 

Decency. And I carried the matter before the House of Lords. 

FATHER THAMES. And, by Jove! here’s a smashing article in the 
Thunderer, and here’s a vivid one in the /maginer, and here’s a scourging 
one in the Flogger, and a piercing one in the Stinger ! 

Decency. And whata leas there was in both Houses about the matter ! 

* . * * s 

Boru. And the bathing ruffian is still bathing in sight of everybody, 
only more in sight than before—and chuckling more consumedly than 
ever ! 

” o 7 * J 

FATHER THAMES. Hurrah! I’ve been talking over that matter with 
my old friend Father Severn, and he has given me a capital hint; he 
said, ‘*‘ Why don’t you entice all the bathing ruffians into you one day, 
and then have a bore?” ‘* Why,” said I, “that’s just it; I have too 
many bores already.” And then he explained himself, and I mean to 
try it. * * Now’s the time—one good overwhelming wave—just 
stand aside for a moment, DECENCY there ! i 

Decency. Bravo! TZhose ruffians will not outrage my feelings any 
more. Never mind the inquests—just drift them down to the sea, and 
the dog-fishes will soon dispose of them, and nobody will miss them. 
Now I shall be able to enjoy the river once more—how strange it 


seems ! 











Tue Earl of Ducie is about to write a history of the Spanish Armada. 
The Ducie is! We hope his efforts will be con-Ducie-ve to success. 
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A REALLY USEFUL MINISTRANT. 


An analyst writes to the newspaper to say that, having analysed various samples of milk which had caused violent vomiting and pain to the drinkers, he found two ot 
them genuine, four preserved with boracic acid, eight with carbonate of soda, and one with nitrate of potash. 
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Just fancy ! says our Special Innocent, ou n sne ileman,’ but what should we do without the milkman? Look at the Early Briton! 
When he wanied milk, after making a jug out o abbage had to go and collect the ingredients, first the water from the early Water Company. 
Then scrape the chalk into it from a cliff. 
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HAVING HIS FLING; OR, THE MIDLOTHIAN 


SWORD DANCE. 


(See Cartoon.) 
THERE were none but did know, 
Sev’ral autumns ago, 
How the Grand Old Man visited Sandy ; 
And, while starring about, 
Made it plain beyond doubt, 
That he’d plenty of eloquence handy. 


As a matter of course, 
He with marvellous force 
In the enemy’s strongholds made breaches ; 
And the Sctoch stood agape 
At his shots—in the shape 
Of a show’r of Midlothian speeches, 


Now he seemingly thinks 
His Midlothian jinks 
Wouldn’t sutfer by fresh repetition ; 
So, in spite of his age, 
He again doth engage 
In a similar bold expedition. 


Though the bagpipes may squeal 
To the rapidest reel, 

He'll still keep up to time in his capers ; 
And Midlothian’s cheers 
Will ring loud in your ears,— 


And you'll read of it all in the papers. 
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Jones take every needful care that the children’s bath is rendered innocuous. 
fumigating his railway carriage. 


1. Jones retires to the back garden, and prefers isolation; he’s afraid of the cholera. 





GOING OUT OF TOWN THIS YEAR. 


2. So are Brown’s two boys afraid of the collarer. 3. Mr. and Mrs. 
4. Dr. Smythe takes precautions against infection, 5. So does Robinson, by 


6. Thomson and Johnson feel sundry significant symptoms when at sea. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF ** Fun,” 


STARTLING INTELLIGENCE FROM THE OLD MAN, 


S1rR,—I promised atip for the Ebor Handicap this week, and you will 
no doubt be a good deal startled by the intelligence that / am going to 
keep my word! I don’t know why you should be, but that is the atti- 
tude long experience teaches me that you will assume towards me, 
Some day you will be sorry for it; you will miss me when I am gone, 
Sir, But this is unmanly, let me proceed at once with my 


TIP FOR THE Eror HANpIcap, 

Without the least vestige of tender remorse 

(I trust no resentment will rise to be mollified), 
I’m going to take an unusual course, 

For which I, however, shall #o¢ be disqualified, 
For, though at the act you may stagger aghast, 

And say, only folly and junacy savour it, 
I’m going to break through my practice at last, 

And give you a tip—that’s a tip for the favourit’. 


Yes, Springbok is not to be played with, my friends, 
And Jetsam had better be dealt with respectfully : 
The Seahorse may serve your immediate ends, 
Ben Alder should hardly be treated neglectfully. 
In many wrong quarters, though coin may be spilt, 
Though Lizzie may yield you some hope in futurity, 
Though many will cover themselves with the (Quilt, 
Loch Kanza alone can afford you security, 


That, Sir, is my deliberate opinion, formed upon the spur of the 
moment, some months ago, and dashed off impromptu after mature 
reflection. I do not know how this tip will strike you, but I know ex- 
ceedingly well how an uncivilized section of your readers will strike me 
if it fails; but without atremor about my massive brow, I am yours etc., 
TROFPHONIUS, 





A Mere Subterfuge. 
(A HINT TO THE POLICE.) 


FLACKSON HARE, an intelligent-looking party, in appairently robust 
health and excellent spirits, was brought up at X Police Court, 
charged with attempting to commit suicide under unwarrantable circum- 
stances, 

Constable I, Y Z, stated that, having received information of the 
prisoner’s intentions, he tracked him to a seaport and found him on the 
point of embarking on board a ship with the intention of trying to dis 
cover the North Pole. It was proved that prisoner had always borne 
an excellent character, filled his place in life in the most satisfactory 
way, was an ornament to the society in which he moved, and would 
certainly leave a blank by withdrawing himself. 

The magistrate remarked that this was one of the most aggravated 
and inexcusable cases that had ever come under his notice. There 
might be some sort of extenuation for a person who, being in low spirits 
or bad health, or other depressing circumstances, threw himself from 
the top of St. Paul’s, or took a dose of London milk; but for a young 
man in the position of the prisoner to deliberately set out for the North 
Pole was an act of wanton self-destruction which he could find no words 
to condemn. Prisoner would be chained in the middle of a drawing- 
room for the rest of his natural life. The prisoner fainted on hearing 
the sentence, 








DAME CHOLERA not having made ravenous demands on British 
society, B.S. cracks its merry jokes cheerily about germs and baccilli. 
It is quite the fashion for a lady to ask a gentleman if he is sure there is 
not a germ in the glass of dry champagne which is being handed to her. 
In fact, we have got so far that even Dr. Andrew Wilson's ‘headline ” 
to a most interesting article written by him in a contemporary anent the 
Bacillus family, is ‘‘ A Chat about Disease Germs.” The light and airy 
use of the word “‘chat” by Dr. Andrews kept us in our normal state of 
jocular festivity while we read about the creepy-crawly little germs he 
knows so extremely well, and dilates on with so much understanding. 
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HAVING HIS FLING; OR, THE MIDLOTHIAN 


SWORD DANCE. 


(See Cartoon.) 
THERE were none but did know, 
Sev’ral autumns ago, 
How the Grand Old Man visited Sandy ; 
And, while starring about, 
Made it plain beyond doubt, 
That he’d plenty of eloquence handy. 


As a matter of course, 
He with marvellous force 
In the enemy’s strongholds made breaches ; 
And the Sctoch stood agape 
At his shots—in the shape 
Of a show’r of Midlothian speeches, 


Now he seemingly thinks 
His Midlothian jinks 
Wouldn’t suffer by fresh repetition ; 
So, in spite of his age, 
He again doth engage 
In a similar bold expedition. 


Though the bagpipes may squeal 
To the rapidest reel, 
He'll still keep up to time in his capers ; 
And Midlothian’s cheers 
Will ring loud in your ears,— 
And you'll read of it all in the papers. 
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Jones take every needful care that the children’s bath is rendered innocuous. 
fumigating his railway carriage. 


1. Jones retires to the back garden, and prefers isolation ; he’s afraid of the cholera. 


GOING OUT OF TOWN THIS YEAR. 


2. So are Brown's two boys afraid of the collarer. 3. Mr. and Mrs. 


4. Dr. Smythe takes precautions against infection, 5. So does Robinson, by 


6. Thomson and Johnson feel sundry significant symptoms when at sea. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF ** Fun,” 


STARTLING INTELLIGENCE FROM THE OLD MAN. 
S1R,—I promised a tip for the Ebor Handicap this week, and you will 
no doubt be a good deal startled by the intelligence that / am going to 
keep my word! 1 don’t know why you should be, but that is the atti- 
tude long experience teaches me that you will assume towards me. 
Some day you will be sorry for it ; you will miss me when I am gone, 





Sir. But this is unmanly, let me proceed at once with my 


TIP FOR THE EsorR HANDICAP, 

Without the least vestige of tender remorse 

(I trust no resentment will rise to be mollified), 
I’m going to take an unusual course, 

For which I, however, shall #o¢ be disqualified, 
For, though at the act you may stagger aghast, 

And say, only folly and lunacy savour it, 
I’m going to break through my practice at last, 

And give you a tip—that’s a tip for the favourit’, 


Yes, Springbok is not to be played with, my friends, 
And Jetsam had better be dealt with respectfully : 
The Seahorse may serve your immediate ends, 
Ben Alder should hardly be treated neglectfully. 
In many wrong quarters, though coin may be spilt, 
Though Lizzie may yield you some hope in futurity, 
Though many will cover themselves with the (Quilt, 
Loch Ranza alone can afford you security. 


That, Sir, is my deliberate opinion, formed upon the spur of the 
moment, some months ago, and dashed off impromptu after mature 
reflection. I do not know how this tip will strike you, but I know ex- 
ceedingly well how an uncivilized section of your readers will strike me 
if it fails; but without atremor about my massive brow, I am yours etc., 
TROPHONIUS, 
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A Mere Subterfuge. 
(A HINT TO THE POLICE.) 


FLACKSON HARE, an intelligent-looking party, in apparently robust 
health and excellent spirits, was brought up at X Police Court, 
charged with attempting to commit suicide under unwarrantable circum- 
stances, 

Constable I, Y Z, stated that, having received information of the 
prisoner’s intentions, he tracked him to a seaport and found him on the 
point of embarking on board a ship with the intention of trying to dis- 
cover the North Pole. It was proved that prisoner had always borne 
an excellent character, filled his place in life in the most satisfactory 
way, was an ornament to the society in which he moved, and would 
certainly leave a blank by withdrawing himself. 

The magistrate remarked that this was one of the most aggravated 
and inexcusable cases that had ever come under his notice. There 
might be some sort of extenuation for a person who, being in low spirits 
or bad health, or other depressing circumstances, threw himself from 
the top of St. Paul’s, or took a dose of London milk; but for a young 
man in the position of the prisoner to deliberately set out for the North 
Pole was an act of wanton self-destruction which he could find no words 
to condemn. Prisoner would be chained in the middle of a drawing- 
room for the rest of his natural life. The prisoner fainted on hearing 


the sentence. 








DAME CHOLERA not having made ravenous demands on British 
society, B.S. cracks its merry jokes cheerily about germs and baccilli, 
It is quite the fashion for a lady to ask a gentleman if he is sure there is 
not a germ in the glass of dry champagne which is being handed to her. 
In fact, we have got so far that even Dr. Andrew Wilson’s ‘* headline ” 
to a most interesting article written by him in a contemporary anent the 
Bacillus family, is ‘* A Chat about Disease Germs,” The light and airy 
use of the word “chat” by Dr. Andrews kept us in our normal state of 
jocular festivity while we read about the creepy-crawly little germs he 
knows so extremely well, and dilates on with so much understanding, 
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ENICKNACKS. 


ARTISTS are not always sentimental creatures ; now and again one is 
to be found who babbles on mundane matters ; occasionally, too, one 
may be met who, after a 
period of protracted 
silence, gives vent to dry, 
caustic remarks on human 
nature which make his 
hearersshiver, and attempt 
to turn the conversation 
into the ‘“‘ warm sprin 
zephyr laden with delight” 
channel. We tried to be 
chatty wih an unsympa- 
thetic limner the other 
night who had _ been 
sketching out in Montana 
for some years. We re- 
teived monosyllabical 
replies to our questions till 
we touched lightly on the 
subject of Lynch law. 
**Great snakes!” whis- 
pered the artist, as he 
rubbed his bearded chin thoughtfully, ‘‘ great snakes! Take my word, 
boy, nature is in front of art in Montana. For instance, when a man’s 
lynched in that part of the world’s show, he’s strung up to a noble tree 
instead of being swung on a common lamp-post, and three minutes are 
generally given him to survey the beauties of nature for the last time. 
Ah,’’ he continued, heaving a deep sigh, ‘‘ and it’s a considerable quan- 
tity less mental worry to co-operate in hanging a man over there, than 
to assist in hanging an exhibition over here—I ought to know.” 








Our Premier's rules for the proper mastication of food published in 
one of the *‘ Health Exhibition Handbooks,” will be interesting to 
Whigs, Tories, and Radicals, Yet it is a great question whether parents 
of any political persuasion will see their way to following Mr. Gladstone’s 
advice and example by insisting upon their children giving exactly thirty- 
two bites to each mouthful of meat they attempt to masticate. Very 
few papas would care to stand at the head of a table audibly counting 
from one to thirty-two, and waving time with the carving-knife while the 
jaws of their offspring work up and down with slow monotonous crashes. 
Hardly any papas could patiently and hungrily continue this self-enforced 
labour to the bitter cold end of the meal. Goodness good gracious ! what 
months of patient practice would be required before tiny Benjamin could 
be taught to exercise his teeth as slowly as wee Cassandra. Severe 
spanking measures might be necessary to adopt towards fat Ferdinand in 
order to inculcate a belief in his mind that he must only consume the same 
number of mouthfuls as artless Algernon ; for all order would be lost if 
the infants began and left off according to appetite, and a pet child such 
as captious Clementina insisting on having a third helping to roast pork 
and shattering calculations hopelessly by such conduct, might be the 
cause of a chartered accountant or a profound mathematician being 
called in to take papa’s place at the head of the table, domestic peace in 
such a case, of course, being permanently deranged. 


THE revolver-armed burglar, as he sits in a British householder’s 
pantry, does not give thirty-two bites to each mouthful of pété de fore 
g7vas or chicken he consumes, No! He considerately ruins his diges- 
tion by boltir £ the food after unbolting the door, and undergoes all this 
inconvenience lest the advent of the provider of the feast unexpectedly 
should render the removal of that provider from this world a work of 
anpleasant necessity. 


In days of yore seared hearts combined with robust appetites were 
fashionable with young ladies. Nowadays vapid cynicism and damaged 
digestions are considered very much better ‘* form.” 


Dr. TOM RoBinson has written a clever, profound book on the any- 
thing but airy subject of ** Baldness and Greyness,”’ but he has neglected 
to state that broom handles, flat-irons, kitchen pokers, and _ toasting 
forks are frequently active agents in causing a sudden loss of hair among 
the lower classes. 


A MEDICAL OFFICER of a convict prison for females has discovered 
that the bad temper displayed by women prisoners is often caused by 
their skulls having been fractured. This is satisfactory; we should 
have learned with sorrow that their broken craniums are frequently the 
cesults of their irascibility. 
the above ladies also suffering from permanent injuries to their know- 
ledge boxes? 











Are the persons who fracture the heads of | 





THE MONSTER! 


ice- se it transpired that a landlord, having in vain applied 
for hie ee en conabt om the shoulders, turned hat out, and fechas 
the door. The tenant—{who, by the way, not paying any rent, must, in common 
sense, have ceased to be a tenant and deteriorated into a trespasser)—thereupon 
brought an action for assault, and gained it ; the magistrate remarking that it was a 
cruel and wicked thing to turna (non-paying) tenant out into the streets, and could 
not be tolerated for a moment! 

ALL THE VIRTUES. Pray, who is this unfortunate person at whom 
you appear so shocked, and what fearful crime is he engaged upon? 

EXPOUNDER OF RIGHT AND WRONG (sometimes known as a “‘ magis- 
trate”). ‘Unfortunate person,” indeed! Say rather “‘ flagitious crimi- 
nal!” He makes my blood curdle. The crime he is engaged upon is 
writing letters to his tenants to say that he is about to call for the rents, 
the overfed oppressor ! 

ALL THE V. Dear us, what an atrocious person! But he doesn’t 
appear so very much overfed either; in point of fact, he looks rather 
thin, and his clothes seem rather threadbare ; and we observe that he is 
at present engaged in inking the seams. 

Exp. oF R. AND W. Pooh !—he is in happy possession of large pro- 
perty—has no end of houses, all of ’em let. 

ALL THE V. But perhaps the tenants do not pay? 

Exp. oF R. AND W. (recovering his breath). Wha-at? ‘* P-p-pay?” 
Did I understand you to say ‘‘ pay?” Well, I should hope not, indeed ! 
That’s exactly what the consummate villain is now attempting to make 
them do. Oh, horror !—police! 

ALL THE V. Whatever is he doing now that’s so dreadful ? 

Exp. oF R, AND W. Why, if heisn’t actually going round to try and 
collect his rents! There—can you believe in such inhuman villainy? 
He actually calls again and again. Says he must have the money. 
Threatens to put an executionin. Here, constable, arrest this miscreant, 


and cast him into the deepest dungeon among the largest rats with the 
There, now I breathe again. 


sharpest teeth. 














ALL THE V. Dear us, how ignorant we were on matters of right and 
wrong before we met this most thoughtful magistrate. But we know 
better now. 

* * a * + * 

Exp. OF R. AND W. Well, constable, what is the charge against this 
prisoner ? 

CONSTABLE. Got into a house and won’t get out of it, your wushup ; 
and wi// smash the winders and the bannisters, and tear up the floors, 
and pull off the roof. 

Exp. OF R. AND W, Well, is that all? It’s somebody else’s house, 
I suppose? Hasn’t he a right to do as he likes with somebody else’s 
house ? 

Const. And he hit the landlord on the head when he called for the 
rent. 

Exp. OF R. AND W. Quite right too! The prisoner is discharged 
without a stain on his character. Why, if it isn’t the former landlord 
taken to honest ways! Give him a thousand pounds out of the poor- 
box, and let a constable stand outside his house to arrest the landlord if 
he goes any more for his rent. 

ALL THE V. Well, to think how mistaken we have always been in 
questions of right and wrong! 








A MUCH-PESTERED editor, who wears boots shining and sharp as a 
well-ground polished spear, denies that medical men are right in stating 
that compressed, pointed-toed pedal coverings curtail the play of the 
foot ; though he opines that pointed boots sometimes spoil the graceful 
gait of men who have annoyed him, especially while they are travelling 
briskly out of the office. 





LorpD Boston lately coupled the respected name of ‘‘a certain”’ 
Professor Thorold Rogers with ‘‘ ragtail and bobtail,’’ and immediately 
afterwards maundered washily about a sinful habit Liberals cultivate— 
viz., of using violent and uncalled-for language when attacking the 
House of Lords. 
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SONGS OF THE WATERING PLACES. 





No. IV.—MARGATE, 


O MERRY MARGATE, if I were low 
In spirits (not in pocket), 
To thy laughing shore Id like to go 
As swiftly as a rocket, 
Or the flash of a full-charged Leyden jar, 
Or the fastest train on the S. E, R. 


O merry Margate, thy fame is old | 
For shrimps and recreation ; 
Ages and ages ago, we’re told, 


The place’s mood is cheerful ; 
Nobody goes there wishing to sigh— 

Its aspect is anti-tearful. 
The very waves on the beach, as they fall, 
Seem murmuring strains of the Music Hall! 





O merry Margate, long may’st thou be, 
As now, beloved of actors, 
Who, in the sun of thy uncheck’d glee 
Stand for the gayest factors ; 
With their teeming stories and sparkling chaff, 
Ready good-nature and heartiest laugh, 


Like Cleopatra’s beauties prevail 





East winds may try thee, thy lodgings be dear, | 
But, Margate, thou flourishest year by year! | 





A Hint to the Psychical Society. 


THERE is a spirit that any one can hear and feel, as well 
as see. It is (s)*‘ creaming gin.” | 


The charms of thy society ; | AS if 
Thy age cannot wither, nor custom stale | NY : 
Thy infinite variety. | J SSS 


Thou wert a favoured station ; | Y- 
And poets have sung of the special joys i, aye 
Of voyagers seeking thy strand in ‘‘ hoys,” “peta 
One sings, that whatever foulness goes e) 

From Thames to Margate vagrant, | [4 Me 
Arriv’d there, no more offends the nose, | bee 

But scents like flowers fragrant : | Amiens 
So wond’rously pure was the Margate air | ogee 
In the days when Peter Pindar went there! | eae 
To-day, as ‘twas in the days gone by, | Bae 





Ardent Politician (with violence).—** AS FOR THE MAN GLADSTONE, SIR, 
I'p—I’p——” (Rages.) 

Customer ( fitppantly).—*‘ ALL RIGHT, OLD GENTLEMAN—ALL RIGHT— 
KEEP YOUR HAIR ON!” 
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A LITTLE IMPRACTICAL, 








Wit and Wisdom of Octavius Ebenezer Potts, Esq. 


MENNY people are most witty wen thay sai leest. 


yeur own and that thair mai not be fownd anuther soul to agree with it. 
The cawst of war is the safegard of nashuns, and Pease shud rear her 
hed wen the wurd munny is spoken of. 

Thair iz no moar pitiable site than that of a grate mind laburing fur a 
living in the decadense of its pours. 

Let uz consiliate wen we kan, and fite wen we must. 

Thair iz a plezzur in noing we air wot uthers think weir not that is 
akin to nuthing elso I no of. 

The truly successful man is a god amung peeple. 

Where ignurense bands tugether wizdum may nok in vane. 


mud awai. 

Thair iz no sutch thing az a ‘‘ self-maid man.” The capability of be- 
kumming grate, and the fakulty of adequitely sustaining grateness, are 
given to the se/f/maid man by a pour whoos ramifikations are ubiquitous 
and one which wen we seek to determin reezen looses hold, and we faul 
into the see. Wen we speek ofa self-maid man we thairfor meen a 
heaven-maid man. 





Hardly Rum-bo! 


IN Scotland there is a shooting-ground called the forest of Rum, 
Surely the deer and grouse found there would be fair game for Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson to try his hand on. They are doubtless, however, of a 
very spirited kind, not to say ‘‘rum-bustious.” 





A Goop HoLipAy ResorT FOR IGNORAMUSES.—Dunse; while 
mashers, perhaps, might try Duns(e)-inane. 





THE most healthy cider just now is generally the sea-sider. 





Wen you form an opiniun, orlways remember that that opiniun is only 


| 


| 


| excellence. 


It iz no good sturring up a muddy streem unless yew meen to kart the | 





NEW LEAVES. 


The Century and St. Nicholas.—It is impossible to express in a few 
words any idea of the beauty of the many illustrations in these maga- 
zines, or of the superiority of the literature. They must be seen to be 
appreciated. 

Macmillan’s.—The articles are fraught with variety and interest. 

Household Words.—The continuation of ‘‘ Judith Wynne” (serial 
story), eight complete stories, and endless varieties make up the present 
dart. 

' The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, Girl’s Own 
Paper, and Friendly Greetings—all keep up their almost unvarying 


The Life Boat.—This quarterly record of the splendid work of the 
Royal National Lifeboat Institution should stir the hearts of all who 
have the power to give it the much needed support. Far and near the 
cry for help should go, from far and near the ready help should flow. 

Litman’s Musical Monthly has two songs, a duet for the piano, and 
other pieces. 

‘* The Tourist Guide to the Continent.” —This Guide (the sixth annual 
issue), published under the authority of the Great Eastern Kailway Com- 
pany, is a most complete one. It will be found both useful and instruc- 
tive either before, during, or after a tour. 

‘Picturesque Wales.’’—This is a handbook of scenery accessible 
from the Cambrian railways : it has two clearly-defined maps, numerous 
well-executed illustrations, and the delighttul scenery is described by the 
editor, Mr. Godfrey Turner, with his well-known power and skill. 

‘* The Did’em Ditties.” —Having called attention to these ditties be- 
fore, we may now point to the ‘‘ People’s Edition,” which, being pub- 
lished ‘‘for the small price of one penny,” brings all classes within reach 
of the merits of the man who did’em, 

‘‘ The Fatal Gift,” by I. G. (Wyman and Sons). This is a smart 
satire on the vanity of human wishes, and despite of some instances of 
flagrant cockney rhyming, it will afford amusement, 








os To Corrusronpaents.—Zhe Editer docs not bind Aimsel/ te acknowledge, return, or pay /or 
accompanitd by a stamped and directed envelope 


Leontributions. in me case will they be returned “nies 
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MAKING THEM SIT UP. 
Our Artist lin his softest tone but one).—** PARDON ME, YOUNG LADIES, BUT WOULD YOU ORJECT TO MY INTRODUCING YOU IN A 


SketTcu I’M MAKING OF THE Beacu?” 

Siren of the Sands.—‘* DELIGHTED, BUT WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO MAKE US—CALYPSO'’S NYMPHS WEEPING FOR ULYSSES, OR 
MerMaips?” 

Our Artist (in his very softest tone).—**‘ NoT Quite. Fact ts, 'M GOING TO INTRODUCE you AS BUMBOAT WOMEN WAITING FOR 
THE Freer.” [And they discovered tt was time to go home to lunch. 








How’s that, Umpire ? PRICE ONE SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
A NEW outdoor game has recently been registered. It is called ea 
“Victorian, or Ladies’ Cricket.” The bat is similar in shape to the LIFE IN LODGINGS. 
ordinary one, but is more elegant—much batter, in fact, and the wicket, By TOM HOOD. With One Hundred Illustrations by Frederick Barnard. 
which is all in one piece, has a bell fixed on the middle stump. This bell “A capital little book, full of clever illustrations from the versatile pencil 
rings when the wicket is struck, but strange to say, it does not ring till of Frederick Barnard.’ 
it has been struck by the other bell(e)s. Mr. Peacock, who is the inventor ONLY A FLOWER GIRL. 
of the new game, will doubtless become very popular with the gentle By the Author of “MY NEIGHBOU2 NELLIE.” 
Sex, notwithstanding his *‘ wicket ” ways. “Would you make your railway journey to the seaside pass pleasantly? Then 
‘Only a Flower Girl’; a delight ‘ully natural and sympathetic tale, with 

; plenty of heart in it.”"—Pensny /llustrated London News. 
a eae DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 


WE may not steal, the injunction runs ; “‘ A very amusing story of old coaching times.”--Reynolds's. 


I'd like to ask in rhyme 
Just how it is that mickimg swans MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE. 
Is not accounted crime ? AN ILLUSTRATED NOVELETTE. 
“It is a simple story, tenderly touched."—Sunday Times. 











In Accordance with the Fitness of Things.—General Brine’s balloon To be had of any Bookseller and Newsagent, at all Railway Bookstalls, and at 


trip across the Brin(e)y. “FUN” OFFICE, 133 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 




















BIRD'S = ES Cadbury’ 
== CUSTARD /alitanmt: PENS yal 8 
© POWDER Meat == Og ¢og 


Pints. 


ALTERED BIRD & SONG, Devonshire Works, | cwnliiiy amv ream Satrertintarsnasee wecre| UREN SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 


Birmingham Sample Box.6d ; post free,7 stamps tothe Works, Birmingham 
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“ At the Health Exhibition, while the sun was shining brightly, a chimney of the machinery department was pouring out a dense massof smoke. . . Atan 
Exhibition which has for one of its foremost objects the abatement of the smoke nuisance.”—.Vewspager. “Hallo!” said Sol, “am / to be kept out of the 
Exhibition? How can you have health without me?” ‘‘Eh?” said Bull; “why, we've kept pretty healthy for years past without secing much of yew; but if I'd 
known you were going to visit us this year, I'd have kept a place for you.” 
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“* For years past sunshine has given place to rain at harvest-time.”—.Vewspafer.——‘‘ Lor! Mr. Farmer,” said Sol, “ I've often wondered what you did_ with the corn 
after you've cut it ; I have always had a paiticular engagement about harvest time for many years past, but I thought I'd look in and satisfy my curiosity this year. 
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“ Dear me, Mr. Cityman,” said Sol, “‘ I had no idea you worked in such dark dens—haven't looked in at London for years—why don't you con out and — 
tent ? . 66 And get drenched ? / replied M r. City man > “ No, thank you, there's no depending on your Comtrmutng on, g sod behaviour. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Too.e’s.—The third of the Daly series of comedies—or farcical 
comedies—does not disturb their unanimity of character to any appre- 
ciable extent. 
They all seem 
to come from 
the German, and 
contain charac- 
ters providen- 
tially fitted to 
the peculiarities 
of their destined 
representatives. 
Needlesand Pins 
seems to me no 
better and no 
worse than Cast- 
inga Boomerang 
or Dollars and 
Sense. There is 
plenty of fun to 
to be got out of 
any one of them 





Too.e’s.—Sucu a Game or Dominos, 


—when interpreted by Mr. Daly’s present company. 


Miss ADA REHAN is quite reinstated in my good opinion (I can see her 
jumping for rapturous joy when she reads this line, which some one has, 
of course, sent to her with a blue-pencil-mark round it!). There can 
be no doubt of her being exceptionally clever, and gifted with a rich 
sense of humour and comical expression, demure and otherwise, so that 
the part of Silena is made the most of in her hands. Mr. James Lewis, 
too, finds ample scope for his peculiar abilities in an eccentric character ; 
and Mrs. G, H. Gilbert, who is certainly one of the best and completest 
actresses I’ve seen, reveals a hitherto unsuspected power—the power of 
dancing a eee The other parts are well played. Mr. Drew makes 
a capital young lawyer; it is a performance showing the perfection of 
ease and much quaint facial expression ; and Miss Dreher is a very lady- 
like Mrs. Vandusen. Both Miss May Irwinand Miss Jean Gordon give 
good sketches of a trans-Atlantic and a trans-St, George’s domestic 
respectively. 


Tue Surrey,—A drama of a somewhat conventional pattern, called 
Outcast Poor, by Mr. Julian Cross, has been chosen by Messrs. Conquest 
and Merritt for the opening of their autumn season. Why it is called 
Outcast Poor is not altogether clear, as, of the r concerned, none 
appear to be exactly outcast (for their poverty’s sake, anyway), and two 
of them drop into a pretty good thing apiece before the end comes ; but 
I suppose this doesn’t altogether matter much, so that the particular 
audience gets the entertainment it looks for. There is a certain not 
despicable touch of originality in the handling of pretty familiar mate- 
rials: the pivot of the plot is the changing of a rightful heir “at nuss !” 
—and perhaps Mr. Cross’s 
dialogue, if given in its 
entirety, might have been 
at least consistent, for 
obviously much was said 
that was never set down, 
and much set down was 
never said, 


Few of thefamiliar mem- 
bers of the company ap- 
pear in the piece, though 
Mr. J. F. Nye, ** clothed 
in villainy” and lovely 
evening dress, once more 
displays the despicable na- 
ture of his character with 
great effect; and Mr, T. 
Hyde, the harder frag more 
vu crime. 
+ ha Edvard Vincent 
plays an ‘‘eely” sort of 
character with a certain 
comic truthfulness not al- 
together tending to dis- 
gust the unreflecting with 
et-picking. Miss Amy 
cNiell plays a blind girl 
with grace and tenderness, and Miss Clara Laidlaw im nates an un- 
pleasant character with some intensity, and many promising touches of art. 





Tus Girose.—“ A PHEnomMENON IN A 
Smock FROcK |” 


THe VAUDEVILLE (Morning).—There is an advertisement which 








occasionally meets the eye of the regular newspaper reader which runs 
somewhat to this effect :—‘* Memory and Success. How to secure suc- 
cess—have a good memory. How to obtain a good memory—go to 
So-and-so, and try his never-failing method,” &c., &c., &c. The spec- 
tator of Mr. Walter Browne’s “new and original ” farcical-comedy, 4 
Wet Day, having this advertisement in his mind, not unnaturally enter- 
tains suspicions that Mr. So-and-So has at some time had a client in the 
author. This is a fault which might be condoned on the score of much 
bad example if there were any evidence of striking ability in the body of 
the work ; but, beyond a roughly good construction, there is nothing in 
it but a vulgarly coarse kind of indecency which elicited a good deal of 
laughter from an afternoon audience, but which, if presented toa regular 
evening audience, would probably have aroused our friend ‘‘ the organized 
opposition ”’—that is to say, healthy public opinion—into well-merited 
activity. There is enough suggestion of merit in the piece to make this 
a pity, although a large proportion of the respectable humour is annexed 
from the works of the late Joseph Miller and kindred humourists. There 
are other faults, but in such a piece they are not worth pointing out. 


THE task of performing it was accomplished with discretion and clever- 
ness by the company engaged. Most of the work falling to the share of 
Mr. Charles Groves, it was in more than capable hands, and his per- 
formance was an undeniably humorous one, as well as completely artistic. 
Miss Addie Conyers fulfilled the author’s evident intention in a part 
which is something of a libel on artists’ models, and accomplished a 
delicate task with skill, The remainder of the cast played up to a good 
level excellence. 


THE GAIRTY (mornine).—The author of Faith ; or, Eddication and 
Rights, produced here on Wednesday last for the benefit of Mr. Harring- 
ton Baily, though giving evidence of the possession of some good ideas 
and the desire, at least, to be poetic and idyllic, betrays an all too-inex- 
perienced dramatic hand. To begin with, there is no fixing the title on 
to the story. The story itself is more or less ordinary (though there ave 
incidental touches of originality) worked out with tediousness and repe- 
tition and an entire absence of relief—for the attempts at humour are at 
least equally heartrending with the more intentionally sad incidents of 
the piece. 


THE acting gave the author every possible chance ; the art and finish 
of Mr. Charles Groves as an old farm labourer with his failure to under- 
stand modern notions, his old-fashioned devotion to his master and _ his 
implicit faith in ‘*the parson,” were of the very best (I thought this. 
character and his rustic opponents formed the keynote of the play at first, 
and anticipated something striking ; it all went by the board, however, 
it had nothing to do with the story at all!). Mr. Julian Cross, too, 
played a difficult character with success, and with two such promising 
young actors in a field that is not too full as Messrs. W. R. Sutherland 
and Percy Lyndal, a character actor of Mr. H. Akhurst’s grasp, a 
rapidly improving article like Miss Gabrielle Goldney, bright Miss Nellie 
Phillips, and stolid Mr. Smily in the cast, the piece can hardly be said 
to have missed fire for want of adequate representation. It was very 
well received by the audience. 


Nops AND W1Nks.—One of the most curious things that strikes me 
about the disgraceful riot at the Holborn Theatre (manager, oddly 
enough, Mr. Wrecks Pierson !) is the complete absence of arrests. The 
difficulty of detecting ringleaders, I suppose, explains the phenomenon, 
but in an ex-circus the discovery of ringleaders should have offered 
small difficulty. No doubt the company didn’t foresee the hornet’s nest 
they would bring about their ears, but it would have been fairer, it 
seems to me, as far as I know the facts, to have raised their watchword 
of ‘‘ No pay, no play,” previous to the opening of the theatre. 


Mr. Henry A. JONEs’s play, destined for the Vaudeville, will appear 
somewhen about the end of September, and somewhere about the Strand. 
It demands a rather elaborate scenic setting, there being no less than 
nine scenes—with a day’s wonder apiece, let us hope. 


_ Next Tuesday (the 9th inst.) Toole’s reopens, after the Daly evacua- 
tion, with Messrs. Paulton and Levey’s burlesque, 74e Bades, under the 
fostering care of Messrs, W. Edouin and Lionel Brough, 


Next Saturday the Comedy reopens with Rif Van Winkie, Mr. 
Frederic Leslie being engaged to give a repetition of his original part. 


Messrs. J. MORTIMER and E. Solomon have completed a comic opera, 
and one of them has called it Polly. It is to be played at the Novelty, 
under the direction of Mr. Augustus Harris, Miss Lillian Russell is— 
up to now—going to play the heroine. 


Tue new Gilbert-cum-Sullivan opera is expected to show itself some- 
where about next November, and will be called—ah! wouldn't you like 
to know what? NESTOR. 
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The Pier and the Peri. 


The Order of the Bath. . New Version. 


Spreading his Canvas to the Wind. 








Gordon’s Relief. 
WHAT THEY WILL SAY OF IT. 


IF it succeeds.—What have we always said? Wasn’t it one of the 
easiest and cheapest things in the world to accomplish ? especially when 
we mapped you out that way by Dongola, and the desert passage by 
Bahinda—what was to hinder you? Didn’t we assist you in our journals, 
in our speeches, in our lectures, by telling you that the Mahdi’s followers 
were next door to invincible, and the desert wells all poisoned? Didn’t 
our specialists show you plans of impossible boats capable of going over 
any cataract, and camels driven by electricity against any number of 
odds or hordes? In short, didn’t we worry you by suggestion and aggres- 
sion and taunt and obstruction into organizing this sublimely victorious 
expedition, and would it ever have succeeded if it hadn’t been for us ? 
Yah! you know you never could bear Gordon, and all you wanted was 
that he should perish, and so never give up the secret of all those tele- 
grams they suppressed. 

If there be no need for it.—Well, the Ministry may thank whatever 
providence is mean enough to look after it for its luck, if not for its 
capacity or virtue. Never saw such a run of luck in so much running, 
They did their low level best all through to keep that poor Gordon im- 
risoned in Khartoum as long as any Claimant; they sent him out with 

sovereigns, or, at any rate, Childers half-sovereigns, and th 

arranged that all his steamers should be in papier mache, and yet he is 
out. By sheer will and pluck he has delivered himself and those 
dependent upon him. He has fought his way to the Congo, and 
thence to Zanzibar ; and when he reaches London we propose that all 
the Primrose and Lords’ Protection Leagues shall give him a banquet, 
for he was only sustained on his perilous and heroic journey by the 
lyrical effusions of an evening paper, and Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett’s 
latest pamphlet on Egypt. A man who could endure this deserves 
support, even though he call himself a Liberal. 

If it fails. Woe and malediction! Where's the public executioner? 
Is there no block left for Tower Hill, no blockhea—— we mean avenger 








on the Council of the Empire Club ready to utilize it? Froth and fury! 
What is patriotism? what is honour, and everything else monopolized 
by the late Lord Beaconsfield and the present Mr. Chaplin? They have 
failed, miserably failed, and the nation must know why. Because the 
wouldn’t send out eighty thousand men with Gordon, whom we didn't 
want to send at all, and because they wouldn't wait ‘ten days longer, 
when our Mr. O’Donnell would have been able to go with them and 
take charge of the strategy. Woe is us‘ Shame and malediction ! But 
do give us fullest details about the slaughter, and make it as gory as you 
can, 








In-V-dious. 


A CORRESPONDENT, writing to an evening journal, advocates the 
abolition of the figure 5. He says it is not only often mistaken for 3, 
but that it requires two strokes of the pen to write it. He proposes to 
use the Roman V in its place. 


Abolish 5! What, has it then no claim? 

Has that poor figure really cimgue, so low? 
We say to this proposal, five—for shame ! 

How could that figure five sur-five the blow ? 





Tue enthusiastic Radical of Sandwich, who has just got six weeks for 
cruelty to his dog by dyeing it yellow, has been heard to protest that 
justice has taken a very jaundiced view of his offence, He thinks that 
the case might have been met by a fine of a few yellow-boys. He dis- 
claims any intention of cruelty to the dog, but admits that he wanted to 
make it yell, oh! Latest advices report a radical change in the colour 
of the prisoner's opinions. He is already looking decidedly blue at the 
consequences of his stupid brutality. 





A DROP TOO MUCH.—The recent “ drop” in the thermometer. 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEE. CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 
New Serizs, No. 37. Air—* What a bit 0’ luck!” HARD TO CONVINCE, 
IRS other “ Hammersmitu.— A lady residing in Richmond Gardens, Shepherd’s Bush, was 
4 ae ’ summoned for allowing a ferocious dog to be at large unmuzzled. It was stated that 
newdittyI’m | it had given a little boy two large bites on the leg. The owner refased to have the 
goi tosing, dog destroyed, remarking that its life was of more value than a Ney = ys; Three 
What bit | persons—one a policeman—were called who had been bitten by the dog. It wasa 
’ u *Punch and Judy kind of dog, and a harmless creature, and playful.” The Com- 
o’ luck! | jjainant: ‘Can I have the dog shot?’ Mr. Paget: ‘No! 

a pots Ben First SHEPHERDSBUSHMAN. Good morning ; taking the baby for an 
>. osite | airing I see. What beautiful weather we are having to be su-—.. _Con- 
thr, P found it! What the dick—why here’s a great piece out of my calf! 

What abit | Now who the deuce can have taken that? I don’t see anybody about. 
o’ luck ! SECOND SHEP. Oh, it’s that Punch-and-Judy-kind-of dog that lives 
The bobbies | over there ; it’s reallyso playful ; in point of fact, I was just going round 
) seemlatelyto | to ask the magistrate what to do about it, as it bit three pounds seven 
) have got the | Ounces out of the baby yesterday. Well, good day—here, I say; when 
knack you shake hands with a fellow, you needn’t pull his hand neatly off at 
; : the wrist ! ‘ 
| on vetts® ste First SHEP. Why, that’s precisely what I was going to say to you ! 
: on the bur- SECOND SHEP. Eh? yours one too? Oh, of course ; it’s that Punch- 
glar’s track and-Judy-kind-of dog at it again ; it’s so playful—or perhaps it annoys it 
| ae : Fun is very to see persons shake hands. Hullo! Where’s the baby? I am certain it 
ai \' ; 2) 6) Toit. pleased with | WS in the perambulator a moment ago. Oh, I see; there’s the P.-and 
| ‘i \ Pe Ce them, and | J--kind-of dog (the harmless creature, and playful) making off with it 
- es S ie 3° ats oe on | down the road. Dear me, I shall have to go home and get another of 
j “ neg S- io back, the youngsters to show to the magistrate ; just wait a moment. 
What a bit 
ae FY 0’ luck ! 
1) The Maori king came here to complain, 
What a bit o’ luck ! 
He ’s safe on his road to his home again, 
What a bit o° luck ! 
The merits of his case were not quite clear, 
But, except that he’d a cold or so, I fear, 
He'd a pretty ‘‘ good time” while staying here, 
What a bit o’ luck ! 
| Cleveland has consented for to run, I guess, 
a What a bit o’ luck ! 
‘MEbe His best for the Presidential chair, U.S., 
Had What a bit o’ luck ! 
i ae letter “ acceptance, they observe, is plain, 
‘ffectuall mmoxing Mr. Blai F 
So “fe he he Presit bent ee we in vain, — a Lor, I had no idea your youngest boy but one was so 
it o’ very fragm ° 
a decemn Sauer. Eh? ** Fragmentar—.” Oh, I see; the P.-and-J. 
We have a lot of clever scientific coons, Harmless-and-Playful-kind-of dog has been nibbling at him as we came 
What a bit o’ luck! along without my noticing it. I assure you the boy was perfect when 
They're discovering just now the way to ide balloons, we started, except for the absence of an arm or so, which I was going to 
What a bit o’ luck ! int out to the magistrate. Never mind ; it’ll make a better case now, 
With a dignified ‘* I-told-you-so ” expression of our glee, if he only holds together until we reach the police court. I’m resolved 
Mr. R. C. Monro-Fergusson has, happily, we see, to get the magistrate to—— 
Obtained a big majority in Ross and Cromartee, First SHEP. Well, to what? Why—eh? Jones! where are you? 
What a bit o° luck ! Why, if the Peeanjayharmlessandplayful kind of dog hasn’t sneaked up 
: behind poor Jones unawares and swallowed him. I consider it my solemn 
They placed a Mr, Cornwall in the dock, you know, duty to carry on the quest of my vanished friend ; I myself will convey 
; _ What a bit o’ luck! the fragmentary little boy to the magistrate, and persuade him that the 
But now he is acquitted, and of course can go, peeanjay h. and p. kind of dog ought at least to be muzzled, if not abso- 
, : ‘he What a bit °’ luck ! lutely chain—— 
Salvation Army idiots and ‘‘ skeleton” roughs, POLICEMAN. Well, I could have sworn I saw a gentleman a-standing 
At Worthing came to loggerheads, exchanging cuffs, at this very corner not a moment ago, and now there’s nothing there but 
But neither army ae bie oh = tot a sort of white terrier with red and blue spots and a calico frill a-swallow- 
at a bit o’ luc ing something. / know; it’s that p. and j. h. and p. kind of dog. Well, 
r , : ae . he poor gentleman, and it’s my duty to convey that button 
War-fever’s breaking out again in cheerful France, ee sorry for ¢ Rew dare. : ariel “y ‘ 
tae yhich is all that’s left of him, before the magistrate, and prove—— 
(They'd like to have a var is ve sora the Midd an capubaa sy v9 yoere nee oat sanatebis Suanpentes to before my 
, i. ae very eyes, eh! , 4 see—that dog again. will—— 
And when we hint aan fro: dng ite oe / me MAGISTRATE, What are these very incoherent fragments of an in- 
They point to Alexandria and get quite mad ‘ spector ooaverng this harmless and playful Punch and Judy kind of dog 
They say they didn’t fire it—don't they wish they had! before me for? Eh? List of persons he has devoured? Pooh! You must 
What a bit o’ luck ! ’ produce the persons. Have the dog shot? Nonsense. I never saw a 
more harmless and playful animal in all my born d—— 
The Volunteer Artillery at Shoeburyness— [Vacancy made for one magistrate, 
What a bit o’ luck ! 
Have got through ae? rey tre marked success, 
What a bit o’ luck ! : 
The Foresters, who've had their /é/e, have now, good lack ! All a Blue-ming. 
Have got upon a general rheumatic tack, S1rR STAFFORD NORTHCOTE told his hearers at the Nostell Priory 
And Lord Wolseley’s off to Egypt to bring Gordon back, meeting the other day, that ‘‘The blue, of the favours worn by the 
What a bit o” luck ! Conservatives present rivalled the blue above””—in the skies. Some 
might express indig(o)nation at such a statement, but we merely remark, 
* It wasn't the Buffs, but we don't care, rhyme before everything ! ** Tell that to the Ultra-marines !”’ ’ 
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Deep Disappointment. 


‘« Here's to our friend Randy, whom we miss. Would he were here! "— 

Shakespeare slightly altered. 

Sir Stafford Northcote, speaking at Nostell Priory, said, ‘‘ There is 

always a tinge of bitterness even in the pleasantest things. . . Itisa 

cause of deep disappointment that we have not the advantage of Lord 

Randolph’s assistance to-day.” Lord Carnarvon also expressed regret 
at Lord R.’s absence. 


THERE’S a saucy young man—an M.P., 
Lord R. is that member's cognomen ; 
A sort of a terror is he, 
Much more, though, to friends than to foemen. 
He harassed his leaders so much, 
That an incubus often they thought him, 
But, anon, by some magical touch, 
To a sense of his duty they brought him. 
And now, ’stead of trembling in fear 
Because of his antics unpleasant, 
They murmur, ‘‘ Oh, would he were here, 
We regret that Lord Randolph’s not present.” 





His leaders he’d often revile, 

Just as though they were Liberal Members, 
But again he has altered his style, 

And quenched, for a while, rancour’s embers ; 
That is, all his rancour he saves 

For Gladstone and those of his faction ; 
Yea, the manner in which he behaves, 

Does vot drive Lord S, to distraction. 
So Carnarvon and Northcote were loth 

To miss him now he is so pleasant, 
And ’twas touching to see how they both 

Regretted Lord R. wasn’t present. 





For the Franchise Bill lately he went, 
Which grieved the Conservatives sadly ; 
But once more he has changed—so, content, 

Makes each of his leaders smile gladly. 
For the weathercock Member is smart | 

(He’d be called a ‘‘ live” youth by the Yankee), 
And his cheek gives his leaders some heart 

When attempting some new hanky-panky. 
And so, ’tis no wonder that they, 

Now his temper (to ¢4em) is more pleasant, 
Exclaim, as they did t’other day— 

‘** We regret that Lord Randolph’s not present.” 











Keeper.—** Lor’ A Mussy, SiR! you’vE LET THE WHOLE Covey Go, 
WHY DIDN’T you FiRE WHEN I saip, ‘ Birp OveR?” 

Intelligent Foreigner.—‘*' Mort de ma vie, mon amil Ven you SAY ‘ Birp 
OVER,’ DID YOU NOT SAY ALSO, ‘ LET FLY?’ ANDI Let HIM FLY, Voila/” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or “Fun,” 


IR, — How any 
man in his sober 
senses— or even 
in his disgrace- 
fully intoxicated 
ditto—can go and 
scratch a horse 
when I’ve said 
most distinctly 
that it is going to 

* win, I cannot 

fu) understand. That 
¥, the ownerof Loch 

uae ~ Ranza should 
mney, have deliberately 
destroyed his 
chance of taking 


REPRESENTATION OF THE YouXG Lavy wHo “ DIDN'T i by the hy- 
KNOW WHAT A TIP WAS IF THIS WASN'T OXE!” that I 
ve unwittingly 
offended him on some occasion, and he takes this means of being re- 
venged upon me. However, if that was his aim, his shaft has failed to 
hit the mark, for I’ve squared my belt long ago, and Loch Ranza wasnt 
in it. , 
; Ahle week I turn my gaze towards Derby, and here is my notion 
about 











THE PRVERIL OF THE PAK PLATE. 
Let parties on their holidays, and basking in the sun 
And abrogating just fro éem. their powers of criticism, 
Turn the eyes upon the future, as, the Prophet, he has done, 
And look with satisfaction on the form and chance of Prism. 


Let Tonans have your pat whatever may be said, 
And do not blame the Prophet if it doesn’t quite repay you ; 
Do not trifle with Lucerne if you would elevate Be ac ead, 
*_ And do not say the Prophet only mentioned this to “play” you, 


Take Chislehurst and back him with the very best of wills, 

And don’t blame me if my advice shows nought of the occult in, 
Back Whipper-In like mad without anticipating spills, 

And try to bear it calmly, lad, whatever it result in, 


And let Incendiary bear your very utmost coin, 

Or put on Sachem all have (supposing that you choose it), 
Upon “the Nun ” get al * par can beg, borrow, or purloin, 

And only thank yourself when you discover that you lose it. 


I'll stay and watch you make your bets with eagerness, and then, 
I'll notice how the gossip makes your faces forlorner 


’ 
Then idly retiring from the busy haunts 
Vl if realit Eituatol tes dn sateaee aieuie. 


Which is the ht tip from the straightest and tippiest (in an in- 
ne ee ee. Who gave you Alder for the 
Ebor Handicap? Yours, &c., ROPHONIUS, 





ACCORDING to a society organ, the Mashers have lately taken to doing 
without yests. No doubt the tailors will complain of their thus di-vesti 
themselves of waistcoats, and will look upon it as an attack on their 


vested interests. 
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A SYMPATHETIC SYMPHONY. 


(By Kinp PERMISSION OF THE MIDNIGHT MEws.) 
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’T1s sweet, at midnight, time of calm repose, But when, upon the chimney-pots hard by, 
The “‘ harmless, necessary cat,” to hear, Zwo feline wooers sing a love duet ; 

What time it o’er the neighbouring house-tops goes, Their dulcet tones, re-echoing through the sky, 
And by its solo brightens this our sphere : Cause us to owe their tribe a mighty debt. 
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A trio of these warblers of the night, A feline quartette makes your bard elate 
Is still more soothing in its thrilling tones ; ’Tis dear to each admirer of the mews ; 
But, ah, alas! some cruel persons might And yet, you readers probably will state, 
Yearn to reward these singers with fell stones ! That you're unable to endorse these views ! 
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MOSSOO AND HIS ZL/77LE GAME 
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VIVE LE SPORT! MOSSOO AND HIS LITTLE 


GAME; OR, THE GALLED GAUL. 
(See Cartoon.) 


“TIENS! Cest la saison for to shoot ze gun, 

And make it shoot ze birds,” says Monsieur France ; 
“ Zere is a bird—a Cochin-China vun, 

Zat is to me defiant in his glance. 
I vill bang fire at him. Me voyez/ See! 

I first him vound, and zen, to cut him short, 


I vill him blow to pieces, vz/ement, out / 
And say,‘ Bon! Vive le sfort!’ 


“ Zat bird has me insult like any zings, 

He dare to peck at me ven I him kick, 
He crow and say, ‘ Yah! boo!’ and flap his vings, 

And so I vill shoot bullets at him qvick ! 
Zis is for chastisement, ce n'est pas guerre! 

Non ; pas de tout—no, nozing of ze sort, 
The journals of my Paris thus declare, 

So bang! fire! Vive le sport / 


“L’Allemagne, l’Amérique, and old Johnboule—/i— 
Have me advised to calm me, and not fight, 
Zey say, my fingares, I may burn them—bah ! 
Ne suis—je pas brave? Have I not always right? 
I have not had for longtime of some war, 
So ‘ Gardez vos affaires !’ 1 them retort, 
Zat Cochin-China I am ‘ going for,’ 
So allons. Vivele sport!” 
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THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER. 
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they're having ! 


Some of our dear old friends blazing away. What a day 


The birds are so plentiful this year, that the Sports- 
man has to protect himself from the shower. 








Checkmated. 


‘* WELL, my dear,” said Mr. Ontheloose to Mrs, Ontheloose, *‘ I’m 
happy to say business has gone a good deal better with me this year than 
it has for years past ; so we cam have a bit of a holiday for a few weeks 
at /ast,” ‘*I’m so glad,” said the good lady ; ‘‘I will order dresses for 
myself and the girls, and make arrangement with cousin Jane to come 
and take care of the house——-” _ *‘ And I will go and order new trunks, 
and a nice quiet tourist suit, and tell the managing clerk to——” ‘‘ By- 
the-bye, where shall we go?” said Mrs, Ontheloose. ‘‘ We thought, 
you know, that some part of the continent———Oh, dear! by the way, 
there’s the cholera on the continent, isn’t there? Oh, the continent 
would never do, eh?” ‘‘ Hum!” said Mr. Ontheloose. ‘‘ No, I suppose 
we must taboo the continent. Ob, well; never mind ; the continent 
isn’t the only place. Plenty of choice. There are all the English sea 
resorts. Let me see—there’s——” ‘*Oh, I don’t think we ought to 
go to any of them, because, you see there are always all sorts of cholera 
ships passing and coming in.” ‘‘Oh, so there are—but then there are 
quiet places where no ships come near; Worthing, for instance.” ‘‘Oh, 
I shouldn’t like to go to Worthing,” said Mrs. Ontheloose, ‘* They 
have such dreadful affairs with the Salvation Army at Worthing, and——” 
**Oh, that’s true,” said Mr. Ontheloose. ‘*‘ Doesn’t seem to be sucha 
very quiet place after all, does it? Well, never mind, there are lots of 
nice inland places,” ‘* But they are having Franchise demonstrations at 
the inland places, and are so noisy and ” ‘Hum! I didn’t think 
of that,” said Mr. Ontheloose. ‘‘ Well, there’s America—but, no; I 
shouldn’t quite fancy America. The daily papers turn you against your 
meals with sensational stories of cannibalism printed in red ink—and the 
Mormons might proselytise the girls ; and—no, America wouldn’t do. 
Besides, if the Irish refused their vote unless the United States Govern- 
ment passed a bill for the massacre of the British visitors, of course, the 
bill would have to be passed.” ‘So it would, of course,” said Mrs, 
Ontheloose sadly. ‘‘Oh, dear; I suppose we shall have to stay in 
London afterall. Well, we can take apartments for a month at Hamp- 
stead, that will be a little change——” ‘‘ But, my love, you forget that 
the Hampstead Smallpox Hospital——” ‘*Oh, dear me, so I did; 
well then, I suppose we must stay where we are, and not go——”’ 
“* Well, my dear, I have a suspicion that this is the very district where 
the milkmen put that poisonous chemical into the milk ; that stuff which 
the analyst wrote to the paper about, which gives you violent pains and 
vomitings.” ‘‘ How dreadful!” said Mrs, Ontheloose, ‘* What ave we 
todo?” They did nothing. 








VERY MUCH “on ’CHANGE.”—The barometer just now. 








Callous Conservatives. 
(OR FRIGHTFUL FRIVOLITY.) 


A SEMI-CONSERVATIVE contemporary, referring to a Conservative 
picnic held recently at Plymouth, says that ‘‘ The fair sex and the rising 
generation were adequately represented, and that Kiss-in-the-Ring was 
carried on with great spirit.” 


At a recent big picnic convened by the Tories, 
At which certain orators kept at full swing, 

The people, unawed by Conservative glories, 
Went playing with spirit at Kiss-in-the-Ring ! 


Instead of expressing, by tears and emotion, 
The suff’rings they felt from the Liberal sting, 
These folks to the girls showed unceasing devotion, 
And merrily frolicked at Kiss-in-the-Ring ! 


Oh, why did they rather not show lamentation, 
When told England's glory is now on the wing ? 

And that Gladstone (of course) has quite ruined the nation,— 
Instead of disporting at Kiss-in-the-Ring ! 


Fancy playing high jinks with the children and ladies, 
While mud at the poor Tory Party folks fling ; 

When now, on the Peers, there a Radical raid is, 
Fancy gambolling thus—and at Kiss-in-the-Ring ! 


And yet, who shall blame them for revelling gaily ? 
For Conservative croakings much dullness oft bring : 
Tory tactics, to judge by the stuff one reads daily, 
Are much more depressing than Kiss-in-the- Ring ! 





Notes by a Naturalist. 


Tue polecat inhabits the Polar Regions—hence its name. It feeds 
on the water-rats and the stream (m)ice. 

The poet who wrote about sweetness being wasted on the desert 
(h)air was ignorant of the fact that there are no hares in the desert. 

When Tennyson speaks of the lapwing getting itself another crest, he, 
of course, implies that it is got at the Herald’s office. 

A horse is valued for mot ‘‘ turning a hair,” but a greyhound is con- 
sidered worthless if it cannot turn a hare. 

The flower most like a parrot swearing is a crow cuss, 

The Prince of Wales is very fond of his (s)moke. 

To avoid Trichinz, have your rashers cut only from Hematite pigs. 

Beavers are not hunted in England, The ‘‘ Beevor” hunt is spelled 
*€ Belvoir ” hunt. 
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KNICKNAOCKS, 


So the Health Exhibition is to be followed next year by a show of 
‘* International Inventions.” As the new inventions which excite most 
admiration and attention among the 
governments of civilized nations are 
the various engines and devices for 
destroying life, the forthcoming ex- 
hibition is likely to form an agree- 
able change after the Healtheries. 
Our own French chef says, ‘* Let ve 
opse ze Intaarenationale Inven- 
teeions vil design ver goot dinnares 
as like ze Feeds Healthaaries, vere I 
research several new dish. Ze bet- 
terest cook in ze globe, me, Octave 
Jumiége is not yets above to learn.” 
We insert Octave’s words to make 
an inquisitive public conscious that 
prosperity enables us to keep a 
foreign chef. 


EveryBopy who cares to know is 
aware that the Old London Street in 
the Healtheries was erected under 
great pressure and difficulties, with 
wonderful skill and success from an 
artistic and commercial point of view; but to flippant persons, like our- 
selves, the incongruous dresses adorning some of the artizans who ply 
their trades in the Old London Street seem excessively funny. Recently 
we watched with delight a carver dressed in, well, let us say a portion 
of a sixteenth century costume; he likewise wore a nineteenth century 
blue cotton shirt, and worked diligently and proudly at his craft, be- 
stowing ever and anon smiles of approbation on his industrious appren- 
tice, who was exceedingly smartly clad in the most recent Mile End 
Road fashion. The melodramatic effect became rather too ticklesome 
to our risible arrangements on finding a glazier attired in a sort of 
Edward VI. dress justifiably enjoying the /imk ’Un, and retailing that 
journal’s excellent wheezes to a printer whose costume was a mixture of 
the Elizabethan, Charles, Queen Anne, and modern Tottenham Court 
Road periods ; his bright magenta necktie, technically called a Duke of 
Edinboro’, formed a cheerful relief to the rest of his sombre-tinted garb. 





IN fact, it is rather rash for those sentimental beings who love illusion 
for illusion’s sake to play Paul Pry, and peep over the shop boards and 
into the doorways of Old London Street. Those who do (after having 
got over their shocks) must conclude that many of the workmen, while not 
objecting to cover the upper portions of their bodies with sixteenth century 
garb, distinctly prefer modern trousers and bulky Bluchers to ancient 
tights and strangely-shaped shoes, when encasing their lower limbs. 


Ricu and poor, washed and unwashed, of all classes, mingle freely at 
the Healtheries. A grubby-looking individual created considerable 
amusement among a crowd of well-dressed people last Wednesday after- 
noon—a concourse interested in the curious and mysterious squirtings of 
a shower-bath which was throwing about jets of water too numerous for 
even a teetotaller to count correctly. The dingy party elbowed his way 
towards the cleansing apparatus, gazed at it intently for a minute, and 
then said, with an air of confidence, ‘‘ Ah, I could do with a bath like 
that.” The general verdict on the self-convicted abettor of grime was 
not grim, for amidst rippling bubbles of laughter the jury present un- 
animously agreed that the dingy party was guilty of speaking the truth 
for once in his life without madice prepense. 


A DOCTOR writing on somnambulism remarks that, ‘‘ A boy of eight, 
fond of his rocking horse, rises at night, and is awoke by the motion.” In 
childhood’s happy nights we gave way to rocking horse somnambulism 
several times ; but it was the motion of a nursery cane that aroused us 
from our sleep-riding. The same medical gentleman seems to think that 
gitls who doat on Euclid get up in the night and sleep-walk about in 
search of books. We deduce that such somnambulistic damsels rise to 
seek for chocolate creams or sugar candy, or perhaps plain bread and 
treacle sometimes. 





An American journal states that a shrewd Yankee speculator has 
gone out to China to buy up bamboo-shreds and shattered canes. He 
reckons on securing about eighty tons a month while the Franco-Chinese 
war lasts. The man of commerce informed the American editor of the 
cemeeet in question, that he will purchase the stick material dirt cheap 

ause all unsuccessful Chinese soldiers are positively certain to be 
bamboo-caned, such flagellation being administered to all ranks in the 
celestial service ; fat over-fed generals receiving even more stripes than 
lean underfed privates, after any military mishap. 














THE VICTIM OF NOVELTY. 
(Our AGRICULTURAL ReporT FOR 1884). 


‘Magnificent weather for the harvest ingathering still continues, allowing the 
wealth of the fields to be stored in beautiful condition. : 
“* As may be supposed, late cuts of grass have turned out well, owing to the July 


rains accelerating growth so much. : 7 
“ Bulky stacks have been put together in excellent condition. By common admis- 


sion, the present harvest season is one of the finest in the memory of the present 
generation.” —7elgraph. 

Last WINTER. The British farmer is in excellent health and spirits, 
as the past season of 1883 supplied good, solid, and abundant cause for 
amore than usually prolific crop of complaints. On looking over his 
balance sheet he has been enabled to refresh himself with a good all- 
round well-founded grumble ; the accounts showing the customary few 
hundreds on the wrong side. Moreover, the outlook for the following 
year affords comfortable grounds for anticipation of disaster, the mild 
temperature and absence of frost preventing the destruction of grubs, 
and other enemies of the crops. oie 

The British farmer is reported as scowling satisfactorily and being in 
robust health and capital spirits. 

Last SPRING. The British farmer’s spirits have received a slight 
check, owing to to the non-realization of expectations of a large supply 
of caterpillars for the coming season; but he quickly recovered his 
liveliness in view of the dry weather being likely to ruin the root crops, 
Later :—The B. F.’s spirits have fallen considerably, owing to the hay 
crop turning out extremely well; while the shock of seeing the young |. 
corn coming out splendidly has still further affected his health. Latest 
reports state that he has been partially prostrated by the startling sight 
of an immense stack of hay gathered in an unsoaked condition; and 
that the deprivation of usual causes of complaint is seriously affecting 
his health, 





THIS SUMMER. Under the pressure of novel and unfamiliar circum- 
stances, the robust health of the British farmer is rapidly giving way. 
The cutting of a heavy crop of wheat fully three weeks earlier than usual 
caused him to turn extremely pale, though the possibility of good heavy 
rains preventing the harvesting still keeps him up. Later:—The B. F. 
swooned this morning on seeing the last of his corn carried in prime 
condition, and his health is believed to be permanently affected. He is 
thin and pale ; at times he attempts to relieve his feelings by shutting 
his eyes tightly and trying to grumble, but the shock of re-opening his 
eyes to the present flattering reality makes him worse than before. 

THIs AUTUMN. There is no hope for the British Farmer. On crawl- 
ing round his land this morning with the aid of a stick, and noticing the 
great hay-stacks, the bursting granaries, and the land laid down in ex- 
cellent condition for next year’s crops, he went home and lay down. 

Next WINTER. The British Farmer has been prostrated by seeing a 
balance on the right side of his books. He is mere skin and bone, and 
prattles miserably about the favourableness of the weather and the 
heaviness of the crops. This year’s shock to his system has under- 
minded his constitution. Nothing but a thoroughly bad season next 
year can put him on his legs again and restore the balance of his mind, 








A Card for Conservatives. 


A DAILY PAPER says that Lord Salisbury, in rejecting the Franchise 
Bill, ‘has played the wrong card.” 


“ The wrong card?” Yes; but that’s his usual style,— 
As ‘‘trump ”-ery all his methods are regarded. 

And hence ‘twill happen, in a little while, 

He by his ‘‘ Pack” will find himself dis-‘‘ card ”-ed. 





De Goose-tibus. 


THE term his-trionic arose from the old practice of applauding by 
hisses ; hence a good actor was his-trion. Horace says, ‘* Laudatur ab 
his.” 
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Sartor Departed. 


BLAME not the Poet’s unbelief, 
He does not think it smart or clever 
To think that man is as the leaf, 
That dying once is dead for ever. | 


It was a tailor and his bill 
Who caused my ship of Hope’s dismasting, 

And managed finally to kill 
My young faith in the everlasting. 


He called for that big bill long due, 

Nor house, nor clubs, afforded havens ; 
His bill did not suggest a cue, 

His bill was much more like a raven’s. 


He called at night, he called at noon, 
The woes of creditors relating ; 

His tune was always the same tune, 
Inopportune, inoperating. 


It seems my debt was his poor all— 
I knew it was but shallow seeming ; 
He dwelt within my marble hall, 
But if he dreamt he stopp’d me dreaming. 


He caught the plague and died; the drain 
Was dreadful underneath my portal ; 
That tailor never called again— 
And yet they say the soul’s immortal ! 
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‘*BEDAD! an’ it’s better to wear out than rust,” said an 
Irish patriot to a mild-looking youth during an unparlia- 
mentary debate between them, “Please, sir, is that why 
you take so little water in your petheen?’ inquired the 
mild-looking youth. The squabble that ensued raised the | 
spirits of the members present to almost over proof. This is | 
a true club story. 
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Mems. at the Healtheries, 


PINKS OF PERFECTION.—The young ladies at the jam 
stand, 
AN OPEN For,—An uncovered drain. 


DEFINITION. 


“*T say, BILL, wWoT’s CHINA-MANIA?” 
**Wuy, FRENCH FOR WAR FEVER.” 








The Moor not the Merrier. 


THE exodus to the moors has caused, as usual, the prices of chain 
armour, waste-paper baskets, barricade timber, and patent locks to go 
up considerably. The rise is the result of humorous editors’ strenuous 
efforts to protect themselves against the plagues of the season. Among 
the worst of these scourges may be named— 

All references to Moore (and Burgess’s) blackbirds performing for 
once out of London, even though the witticism be accompanied by a 
garnish cf quips concerning ‘‘ hot corner” men, double-barrel organs, 
strong in the wings, and on the stage, kc. They are ingenious speci- 
mens of word-torturing, but if possible there are even finer. 
Side-splitting sketches of cockneys in kilts, embarrassed by their first 
fowling-piece, and invariably shooting a stray cow or too conspicuous 
gamekeeper. 

Jokes in broad Scotch they can’t understand on either side the border, 
and jokes pretending that the Scotch never can see a joke. As, for 
instance, that the grouse your successful rival sends you from Perthshire 
smells ‘‘ canny,” and that in the way of ‘‘ bags” he has made more that 
don’t come out of his trousers’ pockets. 

Tales told in the ‘tingle nook” by phenomenal keepers, and every 
one of them taken from Walter Scott or Blackwood’s Magazine. They 
may be as full of lairds, and kelpies, and whiskey as you like, but we 
get that kind of thing from the original fount—Black’s, for instance, 
even if there be a little milk and water in it. 

As for humorous stories about whiskey, the best whiskeyfied romances 
now come from the east central postal district. 





Their Little Games. 


Dgar PROPLE—Double Dumb-y. 
STOKERS— Poker. 

CLASSICAL ART STUDENTS—Elgin Marbles. 
City FINANCIALISTS—Flying Kites. 
DysPePTic PropLe—Black Drafts. 
WATCHMEN—Nap. 

WHIsT PLAyYeRsS—Follow your Leader. 








Wonders of the Sea-Shore. 


WONDER what made us come tothis hole ofa place. 
Wonder if we shall find decent lodgings at less than ruination prices, 


Wonder if there is such a thing as a new novel to be bought or bor- 


rowed at the library. 

Wonder when they’re going to hitch the horse on to this machine. 

Wonder if they’ll tow us out before we ’re quite swamped. 

Wonder if that slim, willowy figure in front is a pretty girl or a made- 
up old fright. 

Wonder if that boatman fellow will ask for a bit of ‘bacca or some- 
thing to drink. 

Wonder why boatmen always expect that ladies carry tobacco about 
with them. 

Wonder if the landlord will see to the drains while we're away. 

Wonder why all the seaside race meetings, except in Yorkshire, are 
such plating affairs. 

Wonder if Richard will remember to bring down the joint with him 
on Saturday. 

Wonder if he’ll be tipsy, as he was the last time he came, 

Wonder if we shall get one of the girls off this year. 

Wonder if we can get a bit of fish down here that isn’t brought from 
London, and charged for at double London rates. 

Wonder whether they were really foreign cigars that that smuggler 
fellow wanted me to buy. 

Wonder if the children will all be ill when they get home, like they 
were last year. 

Wonder what is the good of coming to the seaside at all. 

Wonder what it really will cost from first to last. 

Wonder how they can get up these numbers of FuN fora penny. 





A CONTEMPORARY says, “‘the son of H,R.H. the Prince of Wales 
has thoroughly scoured the country round Heidelberg.” This must 
have been hard work for the royal youth, but it is satisfactory to learn 
on inquiry that he was never scrubby when scouring, and went in for 
industry at //ezde/berg. 








Gav To Corxesronvents.—7he Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay Sor Contributions. 
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In mo case will they be returned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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Youthful Combatant (just interrupted by the New Curate).- 
HIGH. 





Ir I WAS ONLY AS HIGH AS YOU, I’D TURN 


HOW’S THAT FOR HIGH? 
**VaH! 


CALLS YERSELF BROAD CHURCH, DON’T YER? I CALLS YER 
HEAD-OVER- EELS, AND THEN I SHOULD BF ’OME,” 








NEW LEAVES. 


‘‘Tie Moselle, from the Battle-fields to the Rhine.’”” We have ona 
previous occasion given our commendation to ‘‘ No. 3” of the wonderful 
** Holiday Handbooks,” edited by Mr. Percy Lindley, and we have now 
to speak highly of ‘* Tourist’s Travel Talk,” by the same editor, which 
for usefulness to Continental Travellers is about the best handbook of 
simple phrases that can be had, 

**Quads within Quads,” edited by And. W. Tuer (Field and Tuer). 
If you would fill up the 
laughter, you can do it with these “* quads,” but be careful, in ‘‘case”’ 
you may have to be ‘‘lead out.” The miniature vol. has much in little 
space, the two in one make a “dainty couple.” 

‘Criminal Contrasts,” by D. A. Macfarlane, M.P. (W. Ridgway). 
This book is similar in scope to ‘‘ The Wife-Beater’s Manual,” noticed 
some time ago. In this instance, as in the other, the facts quoted, and 
startling facts they are, have been collected for the author by Mr, Henry 
Romeike 

**Wintering Abroad,” by Dr. Alfred Drysdale of Mentone (J. S. 
Virtue and Co.). The afflicted and their relatives who have to realize 
the necessity of wintering abroad, will do well to consult this work of 
Dr, Drysdale. He writes as one having a thorough knowledge of his 
subject, his opinions are therefore valuable. 


aps between your smiles with good hearty | 


** The Poetical Works of Robert Burns,” Pearl Edition (David Bryce 
and Son, Glasgow). This edition is small but neat, a sort of ‘‘ pearl” in 
its way; as to the “‘ poetical works,” everybody knows what sort of 
pearls they are, or it is time everybody did, and now’s their time. 

** Aunt Elspa’s A B C,” imagined and adorned by Joseph Crawhall, 
(Field and Tuer). This is so quaint and curious, we go back fast and 
furious, a hundred years or two or three, to when we learned our A BC. 
As oft as we repeat these rhymes, we do recall the ‘‘ early times.” 

**Syllabus of Illustrated Popular Lectures,” by William R. May. 
The variety and interest of his subjects, and Mr. May’s well-known 
capacity as a lecturer, so long manifested at the late Royal Polytechnic 
Institution and in the provinces, will doubtless ensure a demand for his 
continuing to instruct and delight his audiences. 

**A Penn’orth o’ Poetry for the Poor,” by Peter Primrose (Harrison 
and Sons). This book is avowedly intended for ‘* Advancing the Cause 
of Conservatism.” The ‘‘ cause” is not our cause, so we prefer thinking 
it deserving of success, ‘‘if these verses are capable of benefitting the 
poor. 





THAIR ain’t mutch sense to be got out of a good-looking woman ; 
stained glars is pretty to look at but no good to look outer.—O. E. 
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“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 








Successive awards NOME 
Cleanliness in use. 


BLACK LEAD 





‘Large 
in the World” 





| 


JAMES’ GOLb MEDAL 
Quality and 
BEWARE of Worthless Imitations. 


B Keckitts 
Biue 


6t Sale 





Cadbury's 
CAUTION.—11 Cocoa 


Cocoa thickens im the 
PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! | 


cup, it proves the 
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THE DOUBLE PERAMBULATOR; OR, THE EGYPTIAN TWINS. 











THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


‘*TIiow are things in the City, Solomon?’’ asked Mrs. Blunderberry 
cheerfully, as she knocked over the cruet stand with her elbow in a 
frantic effort to scare the flies from the sugar basin, 

‘Ugh !” growled her lord and master without elevating his eyes from 
the money article. ‘* Buildings are rising, rain is falling, and policemen 
are firm!” Then, looking up and glowering fiercely, he continued, 
‘*For goodness sake, Mrs. Blunderberry, can't you ask sensible ques- 
tions? Do you think the City’ s a woman that can’t do anything until 
she’s got her ‘things’ on?” 

‘© No, Solomon, of course not. The things I mean ere not the things 
a woman means when she talks about ‘ things ’"—but other things.” 

‘*Thank you, madam, for the clear and lucid definition of your mean- 
ing,” answered Mr. Blunderberry with mock politeness, as he savagely 
speared a sardine with his fork. ‘* Clear as you are, flat as you are, and 
easily seen through as you are, you might set yourself up as a sheet of 
plate-glass,” 

‘I’m sure I don’t want to set myself up; it’s you who set me down,” 
retorted the wife of his bosom, with tears welling in her eyes. 

**¢Set you down’? Do you think your lord and master is an omnibus 
conductor, to set you down whenever you poke him in the ribs with 
your sunshade, and say ‘Hi’? ‘Set up’—‘set down’! Great good- 
ness !—how many of you are there to the set? A handful of feathers 
and a cluck would turn you out complete as a hen devoted to the setting 
interest.’ 

Mrs. Blunderberry wept softly into the salt cellar, and helped herself 
to dry toast with a sigh. 

‘I wish I knew how to please you, Solomon,” she moaned in a voice 
choked by toast and emotion, ‘It’s a great trial.” 

‘**A great trial’! Noble Coke and Littleton! You only want six 
counsel, twelve men in a box, and a judge i in a wig, to be a celebrated 
case, With ladies excluded, and a verbatim report in the newspapers, 
you'd be the talk of the country. Give me another cup of tea,” and the 
master of the house sank back in his chair, exhausted by his effort. 

Mrs. Blunderberry hastened to refill her husband’s cup; and as she 
poured the cream into her own coffee from sheer nervousness, she mur- 
mured apologetically, ‘‘ When I asked about things in the City, Solomon, 
I meant stocks, and shares, and railways, and—and—and all the things 
that are always doing something and surprising everybody.” 

“‘Ugh1” growled Mr. Blunderberry, ‘‘ who told you that stocks and 
shares jumped unexpectedly out of a box and cried ‘Boh!’? Where 
did you get the idea that railways popped their heads suddenly round 
corners and made faces? With your knowledge of finance you only 


| want to be a trifle more abstruse with a little better knowledge how to 
dress figures to bea money article.” 

**I’m sure, Solomon,” replied his better half again in tears, ‘‘it isn’t 
my fault if my figure isn’t what it once was, and you used in the old days 
to praise the way I dressed, while as for money, I haven't asked you for 
a penny for myself since Easter, though Sarsnet and Jean have just some 
of the very loveliest ——” 

‘*Bah!” interrupted her husband, ‘‘Where in conscience has the 
woman jumped to now? You've got an extra strong double action 
spring in your mind, Mrs. B., that wants wiring down. That brain of 
yours only wants an athletic suit and a band of music to take all the 
leaping prizes at Lillie Bridge, and, by Jingo! you might enter your 
tongue for the running race witha fair chance ofits coming in first.” 

‘**T’m sure, Solomon, I didn’t think you’d make such a fuss about a 
new dress, but if you can’t afford 

‘*Who’s talking about new dresses? Who can’t afford? Great 
Rothschild! Do you suppose Solomon Blunderberry only requires a 
broom and a whine to fit him up as a crossing sweeper? Has anybody 
told you that a bottle of champagne and a diamond ring are all that is 





| necessary to transform your husband into a certificated bankrupt? Why 


madam, with the wealth of your understanding and the treasure I possess 
as your proprietor, were we to vault ourselves over, we should only need 
iron gates with patent locks and steel bolts to be the Bank of England,” 

‘* They’re only two-and-nine the yard,” pleaded Mrs, Blunderberry, 
wistfully. 

‘* My dear, no one shall say you have not a loving and a generous 
husband,” chuckled Mr. Blunderberry, who had talked himself into a 
pw temper ; ‘‘get half a yard and charge it to sundries in the house- 

eeping. 

‘* But I—I—haven’t a dress to wear.’ 

‘Not a dress to wear? Then you ae need a voice like a crow to 
qualify you for the chorus of a comic opera company. However——” 
and Mr. Blunderberry, smiling all over his head, produced his cheque- 
book. 

‘* Here’s the omnibus coming—here’s the omnibus!” cried the good 
lady, all excitement. 

‘* Bother the omnibus!” cried Mr, Blunderberry, ‘* Things are first 
rate in the City so far as / am concerned, and I'll just make you out a 
little cheque which you can cash at Sarsnet and Jean’s, and I’ll go to 
town in a hansom.” 








UNFAVOURABLE WINDS FOR THE TorIgs.—The Liberal “ Gaels ” 
of Midlothian. 
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that is not without attraction; and Mr. J. W. Bradbury, as a good- 
hearted loafer, with a ferret in his pocket and an eye for rats, is drily 
amusing; Mr. Cautley is ‘the villain of the play,” and receives the 
compliment 
of hearty 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. | 
OOLE’S,—The Daly com- | 
bination has departed, and 


left not a little kindly feel- 
which 








ie owt 6 - 


) ing behind it, | hisses for his 
‘little bud of love may | doings, Miss 
: blossom” into something | q ~Mon- 
i substantially satisfactory tague was 
) to them should they elect quite equal 
to revisit us at any time. | 4, the de- 


They must bring some- 
thing better in the way of 
a repertory though; the 
regret has been general 


mands of 
Sister Wini- 
fred. 7wins 
seems in for 


“ 


STE RRR en ES ee eee 


WS opti 


pa remake eames Al Mk ital aia: 


RE ages 





that such a company of | , good run. 
sound artistes should have io Pale 
; been compelled to waste THE PRIN- 
" their sweetness upon the | ogg s’s — 


desert air of the rather 
inferior productions in 
which they have appeared. 
Mr. Terriss, in a ‘‘ fare- 
well speech,” remarked 
that neither he nor Mr. 


THe OL_ympic.—Twins STARTED FOR a GoopD Run, 


This theatre 
re-opened 


on the 30th . 
ult., with C/audian and Chatterton in the programme, and Mr. Wilson 


Barrett in all three. Mr, Barrett and his company, as they put in their 
several appearances in C/audian, were received with enthusiasm, and 
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MaLe ATTIRE. 


A Sranisu DONNA oO} 


Daly had looked for great 
financial results, and the receipts had exceeded their expectations, which 
looks like a liberal claim to a large-hearted philanthropy; but one 
mustn’t look too closely into post-playacting, any more than post-pran- 
ial, § pcce hes. 


A REVIVAL of Needis and Pins formed the programme of their final 


piece, and the necessity of getting it told in some forty minutes results in 

something of a cramped feeling. That is a slight penalty to pay, how- 

ever, for an interesting little story told with brightness and point, not 

forgetting a little touch of healthy sentiment, but isn’t sand a curious 

thing to sink a well in? 

Miss EvitH JORDAN, the young lady who made a bit of a hit as 
Hetty Sor- 





to test the quality of the actress, and yield good promise for her future. 
Mr. ti, Hl. Vincent plays the hero with a sort of deliberate cheeriness 








| 
| 








i 
performance, but on the previous Thursday they appeared in a manipu- nition, Chatterton followed, and, in the inevitable ‘‘curtain speech ” 
t lated four-act version of ¢ olly Cibber's She Wou'd and She Wou'd Not, at the end, Mr. Barrett announced that //am/et is coming very soon, 

i preceded by a slight farce, made intensely funny by the remarkable | and after that the late Lord Lytton’s By asus. 

ie ability of its performance, and called 4 Woman's |Won't. Except in 

Lk, the cases of Mr. James Lewis as Trappanti, and Mr. Charles Leclercq ; ne ; 

iy as don Manuel (a clever, consistent, and well-sustained performance), THE STANDARD.—A new piece by Mr. James Willing, entitled Day- 
Hh the company seemed scarcely at home in ‘‘ costume.” Miss Rehan, who break, has been produced here with an elaboration of mounting even the 
made a handsome and gallant-looking Hypolita, wore her “‘deubletand | great Harris could not excel : the realistic Derby scene, and the still 
1 hose” with ease and a characteristic bearing, as well as played the part, | more realistic ‘‘road home,” are alone ‘‘ worth the money,” cab fare 
él which is really rather a celourless one, on the whole, with the fine sense | ineluded, Space—or rather the want of it—compels me to say ‘‘ more 
thet of humour she possesses ; but her movements were too fidgetty at times, | of this next week.” 
4 Miss Jean Gordon played her maid, also in male disguise, with an exag- | —_— 

t gerated swagger both effective and natural, Mr. John Drew seemed a | Nops AND W1INkKsS.—When you book a seat at the Princesses’s now, 
iii bit out of his element, but the rest of the cast fully sustained their repu- | you receive a sort of railway ticket, instead of the ordinary voucher. 
iii tation, Well, here's hoping to see them all back again some day ! | This isan American idea, and is said to save some labour in the booking 

: | arrangements ; but they ought to make the thing complete : have a por- 
' / Tuk O_ympic,—The laughable 7wins at this establishment is—or pats Ot Wore ¢ pt ange aka Rp the _— ta ey ar a 
tT age—now ** preceded at eight” by a new first piece by that best of first- | a anges o roel 7 oad OR: Ny wee & “hy the 
i; piece writers, Mr. F. W. Broughton, entitled Written in Sand. It | P 404 © BERS pe ” Ry SOS SERN ight, away 1" when, up 

‘ turns out to be a boiled-down—if I may be allowed the expression—and | 5°°° RE CUED, SHS OR WE GO, 

f compressed version of the same author's three-act comedy, Light and | 

‘ Sha ‘e, produced four or five years ago at the Imperial, then under the | Tne Royal Victoria Coffee Hall has changed its name ; it calls itself 

direction of the late Miss Litton, There is plenty of story in the little | The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern. The change is so slight 


rel at the | Hall to do 
) Holborn a- | witha “pub- 
i while ago, | lic”?) The 
ee the | ballad con- 
q leroine very | certs ‘*re- 
H prettily. | sume them- 
Hetty Sor- | selves” on 
rel was a | October the 
trifle too | two, 
much for 
tf her, but To -MOR- 
Kate Shir- ROW (Thurs- 
ley is not | day) will be 
| quite so try- | signalised by 
; Ines though a revival of Tue Paincess's.—Tue New Departure “ PLATFORM” IN 
Tue O_tyvmrnie.—A Ceever Heart-ist quite various The World, THE MATTER OF TICKETS. 
i T, enough in| at Drury 
its phases, | Lane, when Mr, Harris resumes his triumphant career with renewed 


played their parts with unabated freshness ; ia some cases, Miss East- 
lake’s to wit, with considerable improvement upon the original exposi- 
tion. Mr. Willard was as impressive, Miss Ormsby as cockney, Mr. C., 
Hudson and Miss Helen Bruno as comic, and Mr. Speakman as snuffed 
out as ever; and ali the excellencies of the ‘‘ mounting,” from the beau- 
tiful set of the city of Byzantium to the earthquake and moonlight effect 
among the ruins of Claudian’s palace, received their full need of recog- 


that parties, especially after too much coffee, will be unable to say which 
is the changed and which the original title. The campaign there com- 
menced on the 3oth ult., with a sort of music hall programme, and on 
the September Tuesdays Professor Malden will discourse upon Ee yt and 
the Soudan, ‘‘ A subject,” says the announcement, with a happy insight 
into general feeling, *‘ of deep interest to the British public at this time.” 
(Now, what 
has a Coftee 
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The men and women of the world will be 


vigour and a renewed lease. 
_NESTOR. 


well represente1 by a strong caste—I mean cast. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. | : maT) CF | 
To THe Epitor or “Fun.” | | } 
51R,—At a time like this, when all eyes are turned towards a) 
the Yorkshire town of Doncaster, so well and truthfully de- ie 
scribed as Northern by our best judges and students of topo- nh, 
graphy, at such a moment it would ill become me to vain- a 
gloriously allude to the success of my last week’s tip, and | 1 i 
therefore I do not do so, but proceed at once to give you my | a) 
ideas and a Po 
TiP FOR THE LEGER. | i; 
There may be those—nay, I su , \ i 
They glory so to be—to be, els SS \\ NS r| | 
Who'd never quake, but Scot Free take ———e CRASS AAS) \N aa) | : 
To back, but not for me—for me ! | a SWS N i | 
The Harvester I dare aver, == WRN GSERAN ae j 


Gp 


A-many rush to back—to back, | 
But find, too late, they’ve — Fate, 
In him there is a lack—alack ! 


The Lambkin’s meek, but do not seek 
The Lambkin to despise—despise, 
Superba may, for all they say, 
Contribute a surprise—surprise, 
Sir Reuben he, at least, may be 
A prize in spite of ** gas ”—of ‘* gas,” 
And Conaglen may please some men, 
And even please a lass—alas ! 











Though Hermitage ill suits the age, 
The thing has something in—thing in, 
And Cambusmore I should deplore, 
If he’d no chance to win—to win. 
And Brest may p’rap’s, repay some chaps, 
Or even Sandiway—diway, 
But fame has made Queen Adelaide 
The best of the array—hurray ! | 








I think you'll find that tip all right, Sir, and if it should 
happen that the winner is of one of the horses named, you 
may rely upon finding it among the others; so no more at 















































present from Yours Xc., TROPHONIUS, K 
“> 7, i 
Their Ways and “Means.” ea GAY ; 
THE /rrationa! (we beg pardon) National X.view has in its | A BARBAROUS JOKE. 4 
present issue an article, in which it refers to a ‘‘ Dissenter, . ' y i 
and adds, ‘* you know what that usually means.” Tilbury Trotters.—“ GRACIOUS MR, MCKRANKIE, 1F I AIN’T GIVEN a) 
‘6 It means” Tories clory in ecorning Dissenters SOME OF THE BikDS A CLEAN SHAVE TO-DAY ! i 
B Diane aie , The McKrankie.—* AYE, AYE, TROTTERS; BUT YOU WASTED A TER- if 
The pollen ectiona: af Lien mentors RIBLE AMOUNT O’ POWDER DURING THE SHAVING TIME.” ; 
Net those of the flash Jingo-tribe ; 5 [ Zhen an ‘‘ cerie” sadness, mingled with anger, crept over the fatthfu! i 
In Salisbury’s swagg ring they see little glory, retainer who had escorted them our the Moors, and he rebuked hts i | 
For on common-sense seldom he leans, master, the Laird, for attempting a Cockney joke, with such ferockty, , 
And they don’t expect much when one says “* /’ma Tory!” that Trotters burst into—hs own lag, and produced a flask of ity 
whiskey. Shortly afterwards all was forgiven. it 


They ** know what ¢/a¢ usually means!” 


L4 
« ” Ti ” 
Won by a Nose. | A “Poser” for a “Poster. | a 
*AS > Vv The Tories, we know, are very zealous about placarding the streets with a certain 
. ch apie cca agape er mae been charged, borane te Howes Po alk of Mr. Bright s, which they think will help them in their present agitation 
borough magistrates, with stealing a large quantity of jewellery and prearanty payee ry ome Rae Fire ll Tl aged pena a oro ml 
£8 15S. in money, from the hotel where he had been staying, and his ‘* Nobody wants a second Chamber except a few disreputable individuals,” etc., etc. | 
capture was made under somewhat singular circumstances, his identifi- | —/adé Afadd Gazette.) | 
cation being due chiefly to a peculiar perfume he used. It yore ** Nobody wants a second chamber.’ Thus the great Lord Beaconsfieli, | 
strange that anyone who wished to avoid being traced should afin 11 Who was the Tory leader not so very long ago ; 
pre adh pare Bi “ta nave Seeuy she peter Meee Se howe Thus his scorn for nobles’ muddling he irrev rently revealed, 
90 SOO & ae ANT, And showed that House was good for nothing, save, perhaps, for show, 

















| ** Nobody, except a few disreputable folks, 
A Scul-lion. ; Desires 2 second Chamber,” thus Lord B.’s assertion ran, 
A Goon deal of surprise has been expressed at the victory of Beach | 7, him its so-called “ usefulness” was nothing but a hoax, 
over Hanlan, in the recent boat-race ; but it was evidently unreasonable And he (at least, of late years) was the Tories’ greatest man. 
to expect Hanlan to win, when the condition of the race was, that he 
should be continually running ashore—that is, rowing against a each / 





It lately pleased the Tories certain placards to display == 
Of a mutilated speech of Bright's, arranged to suit their views ; 
But what if they were now to scatter this of Dizzy’s, eh? 


That’s the “ Tick”-et. To their ‘‘ Tory working-men”’ (if any) wouldn’t it be news ? 


One of the latest devices of Parisian jewellers is to put clockwork in ; _ 
diamond lockets. This causes the mica to revolve, ph thus emit most " Nobody wants a second Chamber; on the hoardings 2 them post 
brilliant flashes of light. This ought to be good news to those who This utterance of their idol, who gave Jingo hordes ap Sasa a 
object to pay ‘* cash,” for they will now be enabled to have ‘* tick” for Will they publish it with Bright 8, since of their honesty they boast : 
their jewels. ‘ Or, as they garbled Bright's speech, will they try to garble this? 
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FRANCE’S PERFIDIOUS NEIGHBOUR.—(See the tresent tone of the Paris Press.) 
AN 
ce ‘ 

There!" said France. ‘‘I have bonneted every defenceless power I could find ; and now I have got ina rage with myself and smashed my own hat; and I 
know that viper, John Bull, is jeering at me!" But when he turned round to substantiate his conviction, that vicious and unrelenting John Bull was wholly a ed 
in his own occupations. 

) (e., e n y ye "1 
, \ v4 ‘ = 
rye rit 
if (§ : .~ 
: 





. — 
"It is worse; he is more perfidious than ever!" screamed France. “ He is “He shad/ jeer at me! I will throw mud and compel him," yelled France, 
[(* tightening his belt to avoid bursting. 


ignoring me | 
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But, in spite of the mud, the execrable Bull toouddn't used. Having finished his own business, he had actually dropped asleep! It was too much—it was 


monuments—except the lunatic asylum, into which it contemplates 


the last straw. France grew black in the face, banged its head, and blew up the rest of its public 


retiring for good and ; 
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‘CALLED BACK.” (A VOICE FROM MIDLOTHIAN.) 
(See Cartoon.) 
BEHOLD, where Lord S. (who’s the noble’s worst foe 
With his arrogance, hauteur, and scorn,) 
Walks on to the chasm that’s yawning below ; 
Yea, heedless of Gladstone, who oft, as we know, 
Has tried the rash noble to warn, 
Blind, wilfully blind, he stalks onward, alack ! 
In spite of the times he’s been lately “ Called Back” 
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Poor Salisbury, foolishly shutting his eyes, 
Walks on in destruction’s dark path, 
If he saw that abyss, he would find it contain 
The doom of his House, that would dare to disdain 
The People, arousing their wrath. 
Men have warned him that Nemesis follows his track, 
Yet the hot-headed Marquis will zo¢ be “ Called Back.” 


i 
4 


— 








“We'll appeal to their reason, and not to their fears,” 
Said Gladstone a few days ago, 
When giving a hint to these feudal old Peers— 
But that they’re deficient in reason—their sneers 
At the rights of the People well show. 
But when retribution o’ertakes the whole pack, 
They'll wish their “ pet Marquis” had paused when “ Called Back. 
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KNIOCKNACKS, 


WHILE crossing the Channel between Calais and Dover the other day, 
we heard ’oliday-making ’Arry inform ’oliday-making Alf that ‘‘ Pari- 
sian ladies ain’t got no ’arts, fur when yer 
chucks one under the chin promiskus her 
snubs amounts to slaps.” ‘** No! none o’ 
them furriners ’aves a bit ’er gratitood,” re- 
turned ‘oliday-making Alf. It was a Pari- 
sian woman who offered them the loan of 
basins ten minutes later on, though. It was 
a Parisian woman who held their heads 
in a motherly manner. Perhaps ’Arry and 
Alf repented during the passage, 


THE hunting season has opened favour- 
ably in France, several long-winded bet- 
ting men having been run down, and run 
in, by ardent Gallic detectives. 


Most of the Parisian policemen are put- 
ting in a gigantic *‘sweep.” It is known 
as the Bookmakers’ Sweep ow¢ of Paris. 





“Plait au ciel! I vish it vos osservise, 
but ze truths, sare, is, ve knows as you bees 
a ver shady charactaare,” said a polite French detective to an English 
betting man, on arresting the sportive little creature in the Rue St, 
Dennis. ‘*I don’t quite hunderstand ’ow you are agoing to prove that, 
my bold jonndarmy. My karackteer’s well know’d as a hextry hot ’un 
even amongst the warmest members. So there!” returned the British 


subject. 

ONE-TENTH of the marriages contracted in lively France are brought 
to an abrupt termination in the Divorce Court (at least, statistics say so, 
and statistics are always right—more or less), In our slow-going 
country, divorces, tardily obtained, represent about one per cent. breakage 
of nuptial vows (at least statistics say so, etc.). The following adver- 
tisements, which recently appeared in a contemporary, may throw some 
light on the connubial bliss which simmers through the British isles :— 


‘A gentleman, age 36, tall, of very agreeable manners, a good yachtsman and 
chess player, witha fair income, resident in Scotland, wants to meet with an accomp- 
lished young lady, good looking, with an independent fortune of her own, not less 
than £10,000; any trivial flaw, except drunkenness, might be overlooked. Ad- 
dress, etc.’ 

‘* A gentleman, aged 60, no incumbrance; have had a serious unexpected loss, am 
now engaged in a large firm, have but little to boast of at present, but the production 
of my occupation, should be very glad to meet with a thorough good lady at my age, 
with a view to happy matrimony, one that has a little means for her own defence, it 
might prove a blessing to each of us. This is genuine, without the slightest doubt. 
Write for an interview, and judge for yourself. Address, etc.” 


A SouTH African newspaper, Vas Cap/and, asserts that ‘‘ the German 
colonist is a founder of colonies, whereas the English colonist is in- 
variably a trader who only seeks to enrich himself at the expense of 
others.” Yet we may reply, how generous the Englishman is! He 
watches with admiration the heroic and cheerful self-sacrifices Teutonic 
Princes make when they come to his shores, and laudably endeavour to 
turn the British Isles into a comfortable German colony. He also re- 
gards with pleasure the Spartan-like fortitude with which the German 
clerk endures grim pangs of hunger while ousting the money-grubbing 
English clerk from his legitimate place. Yes, truly the Englishman is 
not mean; he never ‘‘ plays low,” but smiles benignly at each German 
who attempts to establish a Teutonic colony in the commercial centres 
of his great cities. —_—_—— 

THE self-abnegation of the German colonist is typified in the following 
anecdote. A fair-haired male Prussian named Adolph recently engaged 
an attic in Soho. He was subject to the extortionate rental of three 
shillings a week. On the night of his taking possession of the said attic, 
the fair-haired male Prussian warbled to the landlord, ‘‘My vriendt 
Sebastian gome to play ze game domino wiz me dis night, zat is, if you 
mindt not.” Permission having been given, Sebastian came, played, 
and went away. The next night Sebastian came, played, and did not 
go away. Shortly afterwards, three vriendts of Sebastian’s (respectively 
named Bernard, Sigismund, and Hans) desired ‘‘ mooch to gome to play 
ze game domino wiz Adolph an Sebastian.” They came, played, and 
went away. The next a they came, played, and did not go away. 
But let us get to the end of this truthful story. Three weeks of Adolph’s 
tenancy expired, and were buried respectably in the sands of time. Then 
the niggardly landlord, who only lived to store up money, uprose, and 
was ignoble enough to turn out these five Teutonic colonists, who were 
paying rather less than a penny a night for their lodging, and were also 
reducing the sky-lighted airy room they partially existed in to the ground 
level of a pigstye. But after their expulsion, the degraded landlord was 
obliged to have the attic thoroughly cleansed at his own cost, which 
quite served him rightly for de ing any rent at all from the Teutonic 
founder of colonies. 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE FLY IN THE FOOTLIGHT. 
Scene—A London Theatre—the Holborn will do. 


First OBSERVER. How delighted the audience seem with all the 
arrangements. Notice how their faces beam with good humour, What 
is that peculiar sound that vibrates through one’s bones ? 

SECOND OBSERVER. Yes; what can it——? Why, it’s the audience 
purring with delight. It's really getting quite deafening. See how 
they hug themselves, and close their eyes with joy. Look at them 
admiring the pretty lamps. See, the overture commences, and they all 
jump up and clap their hands, and cuddle each other, throw their hats 
in the air, and weep hysterically, It’s a very pleasant sight to see the 
public so happy. Look at the tears of joy making a rainbow as they 
fall from the gallery ! 

. * * . * . 

First Oz. What is this strange, wild, distant murmur like a number 
of approaching oceans? 

SECOND Os, Isn’t it strange? I fancied it sounded like the Zoo- 
logical Gardens at feeding-time, from Primrose Hill. It’s growing 
— : I seem to hear an angry chattering like that of a great monkey- 

ouse, 

First Os, Yes, it ¢s a sound of anger. It grows louder; I can hear 
curses hissed out between closed teeth, and awful threats, Oh, I see 
what it is: the audience are dissatisfied because they have discovered 
that one of the footlights is burning dimly, and they are dissatisfied 
about it. Ha! they break into a prolonged howl; they gnash their 
teeth ; they scream out wild oaths ; they tear their clothes, and foam at 
the mouth. 

SECOND Ob. Here is the manager coming forward to explain that a 
dead fly has got into the burner of that footlight, but that it shall be 
instantly removed, But the audience clamour for the manager's blood, 
and their rage is awful to see. Look! They turn livid to a man with 
exasperation because the manager has bowed, They yell for the return 
of their money—tor heavy compensation—for the execution of the whole 
theatrical company. About half of them have fallen down in fits, and 
the rest are black in the face, and gasping. 





First On. Now they are tearing up the benches in the gallery with a 
view of killing all the people in the pit and stalls, because the fly got in 


the footlight. Most of the victims being killed, the rest of the audience 
combine, murder the theatrical company, and burn down the theatre. 
It is unfortunate that that fly got into the footlight. 

* . » * . 

SECOND On. What is that terrible report, followed by howls of delight 
from a vast multitude, numbering many millions ? 

First On, Oh! it’s the audience of that theatre: they have blown up 
the Bank of England to get at the money to recoup themselves for their 
disappointment at the fly getting into the footlight. They are now 
breaking open the Tower of London and seizing the arms, with which 
they proceed to butcher the rest of the inhabitants of London, especially 
the women and children. It is a strong measure of retaliation certainly ; 
but then just consider the provocation—the fly in the footlight. The 
women and children of London ought not to have allowed it to get in! 

SECOND On, Oh, yes, can’t expect an audience to bear that, 

First On. And now they are going to pull down the House of Lords 
in consequence of that fly in—— 

SECOND Os, And now they are stealing everything of value from the 
shops in consequence of that fiy—— 

First Os, And now they are breaking into the public houses and 
pouring the spirits into the gutter, and drinking then fromit. . . . 
And now they have all died of 0 drunkenness and rage. Poor 
dears! The fly in the footlight has one good result ! 
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** ScoTcH ”-ING THE SNAKE.—Mr, Gladstone's Midlothian speeches 
against Toryism. But, alas! the snake is not yet “‘ kilt,” 
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A TASK FOR NO ORDINARY MAN. 


THERE were seven truly great men; men of parts; men designed to 
tower above their fellows in the struggle of life. 

No. 1 was a master of intricate combinations; a general who had 
repeatedly out-manu-uvred the most skilful enemies, solved the involved 
problems of commissariat, and never made a blunder at chess. 

No, 2 was a master of finesse and an advantage-taker of human weak- 
nesses ; a great diplomatist ; he had checkmated the most cunning brains 
of the age, and never failed to bring through the most delicate missions 
to a termination favourable to his own country. 

No. 3 was the incarnation of suspicion ; a celebrated detective. 

No. 4 was a model of dauntless and indomitable energy, an Arctic 
explorer. 

No. 5 was a master of the law, a renowned judge. 

No. 6 was a person of undamageable robustness of constitution, an 
athlete for whom zo strain on endurance was too great. 

And No. 7 had a sweetness of temper and an infinite patience which 
nothing could overcome; in fact, he was a well-known and highly- 
respected saint. 

And it so happened that these seven agreed to merge themselves into 
; one human being (perhaps in order to save the cost of food and clothing) 
i retire from active business, and rest from further care and trouble. 

So the combination human being took a nice little villa in the suburbs 
of London, furnished it cosily, and invited Mr. FUN to come and see 
| how comfortable he was going to be. 

Hum!” said Mr. Fun; ‘ have you ordered any coals yet ? 

‘*Why, no,” replied he; ‘‘ but that’s a very simple affair.”’ 

**Oh, IS it?” said Mr. FUN, 

It was a week after this when a poor, miserable, broken-down, 
spiritless, incurable wreck of humanity crawled into Mr, FUNS room, 
‘* Why, sure/y you are not the Combination?” cried Mr, Fun, ‘* What 
has brought you to this?” 

‘*Ordered some coals,” sobbed the unfortunate wreck. ‘* Well, and 
they cheated you?”  ‘* Chea—cheat—ch—ch—cheated me?” doddered 
the wreck. ‘*I ordered eleven tons: while I was counting the sacks a 
fly got in my eye, and the carmen slipped fifty empty sacks, brought for 
the purpose, on to the heap; then I requested them to weigh the rest ; 
then they refused; then I had to summon them for refusing ; then I 
had to summon the police for refusing to interfere; then I had to buy 
scales and summon the police for the cost, and lost it; then I had to 
summon the police and the cual merchant for not having scales, and lost 
it through a technical informality ; then when the coals were weighed 
the carmen cheated about placing the weights; then I summoned the 
coal dealer for short weight ; then they said the coal from the top of the 
front sacks had been put into the bottom of the back sacks, and those 
from the top of the back sacks into the middle of the middle sacks ; then 
there was a technical informality ; then I had to prosecute everybody for 
perjury, and everybody appealed ; then I was summoned to show cause 
why I should not have the coals in my cellar weighed ; then I could not 
have any fires, because the cellar had to be sealed up; then I had to 
go up to the House of Lords and——” But the unfortunate wreck 
broke down betore he could finish. 

** And you'll never order coals any more?” asked Fun, 

**No; Iam not fitted for it; it requires a man of greater parts than 
I ever possessed !” 





” 





Men and Things. 


ANENT tramways it may be remarked that cable traction is cheaper 
than horse power; this is where the cable tramways ‘‘ have the pull.” 

Those razors which are hollow ground are the best, hence originates 
the phrase ‘* beating hollow.” 

We never would believe what a railway wheel would tell us even were 
it possessed of the powers of articulation, since we are accustomed to its 
(s)kidding. 

Steel occasionally is apt to ‘‘ snap,” this is on account of its ‘* temper.” 

As a colony grows new railways are projected, and traffic is conducted 
upon new lines. 





SeT TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
Naw Serigs, No, 38. Atr—‘* What do you think of that?” 

















WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 


_<-~@ OW autumn ap- 
proaches, 
we're reach- 
_ ing the fall, 
= / What do you 
think of that? 
\ And British As- 
sociates sought 
Montreal, 
What do you 
think of that? 
Of all sorts of 
science they 
talked like 
the dooce, 
Their language 
was learned 
and very ab- 
strooce, 
I’ve no doubt 
all they say 
A J | Ht and they do 
Ae YAN . is of yooce, 
What do you 
think of that ? 











sath 


Whatever they say in a general way, 
Far-fetched or excessively pat, 
You must be a goose if you think they’re no yoose, 
What do you think of that? 


General Gordon has been pitching in, 
What do you think of that? 
And scored, as it seems, a remarkable win, 
What do you think of that? 
The war-path once more took the great G. O. M., 
Conservatives loudly his acts may condemn, 
But they'll find hima little too many for them, 
What do you think of that ? 
Resorting to tricks such as little pic-zzcs, 
To defeat what they cannot comdaz, 
Will zo¢ serve their turn, as they'll rapidly learn, 
What do you think of that? 


There were three little children cut off by the tide, 
What do you think of that ? 
When F, Thompson rescued and had them all dried, 
What do you think of that? 
M. Starcevic’s been running some rigs, 
The Tories at Gladstone are dashing their wigs, 
And Her Majesty’s landed a prize for some pigs, 
What do you think of that ? 
** Wales” had to complain of a downpour of rain 
When Aberdeen recently at, 
Aud .e Kaiser (remorse !) has been thrown from his horse, 
What do you think of that ? 


There’s Henry and Ellen have started again, 
What do you think of that ? 
They're going to sell ‘‘ baccy” in every train, 
What do you think of that? 
The soldiers at Woolwich have had a tournay, 
The ‘‘ Colonists” licked South of England they say, 
The Hathield ‘‘ picnickers” had such a wet day, 
What do you think of that ? 
Now Sexton, alack ! and that Redmond are back, 
(And folks would abolish the cat !) 
We may look for smart times, and perhaps a few crimes, 
What do you think of that ? 


The steamers of Turkey are getting too fast, 
What do you think of that? 
There's one caught the mail, if you’ll trust me, at last ! 
}VAat do you think of that? 
Just now Copenhagen has got our Lord Mayor, 
Lords Wolseley and Northbrook are off, and all there, 
And the Claimant to “‘demonstrate”’ longs to prepare, 
What do you think of that ? 
The various hints from the newspaper prints 
We've culled as we've thoughtfully sat, 
And turned into rhyme in a very short time, 
Now what do you think of that ? 
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An Insane Insinuation. 


- THE Standard asserted a little while ago that ‘Nature is a 
true Conservative.” 


What! ‘‘ Nature a Conservative?” Good gracious ! 
Was ever there a statement so absurd ? 
The notion is most palpably fallacious, 
Indeed, ’tis quite insane, upon my word, 
What! Nature a Conserv— (excuse my smiling, 
’Tis so droll it would a monk to laughter move), 
It would be an easy task, without reviling, 
This rash and reckless statement to disprove. 
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First : Nature’s very useful—did you ever ae ye : OEE Se: aS 
Find the Tory creed was any use at all ? || Ben f “Psbprmdsce ye q 
Your Tory always fancies that he’s clever, | 
But his cleverness is really very small. 
And Nature is essential to a nation, 
And proves itself a friend to all mankind, 
But ’tis only to the folks of lofty station 
That friendship in a Tory you will find, 
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Nature’s sensible ; but matters prove around us 
That the Tory creed is always the reverse ; 

Nature’s free ; the Tory party would have bound us 
To the autocrats who boast the power of purse. 








Nature's calm, and always right ; but lo! the Tory 
Is always in the wrong, and makes a noise ; 

Nature’s peaceful ; but in war the Tories glory, 
Nature builds ; but the Conservative destroys ! 


Nature’s fertile, and on all she blessings scatters, 
But Conservatism’s barren, save in brag ; 
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Nature’s wise, too ; but Conservatism chatters. 
Nature helps us ; but the Tory creed’s a drag. 
Nature’s vast ; we can’t enumerate its glories, 
But this is proved, methinks, without a doubt, 
That Nature’s indispensable—while Tories 
The world could very nicely do without ! 














Some Whist-y Queries. 


IF diamonds are led, how many pigs of lead are there in the 
Koh-i-noor? 

If, whem a heart is played your game is to “trump it,” 
where are you to procure the necessaryFrench horn ? 

If your partner is a man who will not call a spade a spade, 
would he allude to the ‘‘ace of agricultural implements,” 
&c., or what ? 





~ - —— = 


A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE, &c. 


| Elder Sister (giving a Geography Lesson),—** AND WHERB IS OAKHAM?” 
| Ethel, —““ IN RUTLAND——” 

Elder Sister. — QUITE RIGHT, FOR WHAT IS IT CHIRFLY NOTED?” 
| Ethel.—‘ FOR THE NUMBER OF PRISONERS CONVICTED OF CRIME 


THAT ARE SENT THERE,” [Ethel was thinking of Oakum. 











didn’t happen to possess twelve Krupp guns, Base and envious English 
correspondents are here who may allege that this is a Kruppt statement, 
but don’t believe them ; we have covered ourselves with glory. Nota 
bit like the kind of cover they got at that dastardly affair of Alexandria 
—a cover with a quilt spelt with ag. See how the old Boulevard wit 
comes out, spite of distance and an utter absence of absinthe which 
doesn’t lend enchantment to the view. 

Courbet to Ferry.—Immense victory. The revenge of Waterloo and 
Sedan all in one. Send ambulances and a new fleet, and a good-sized 
army at once. I am happy to state that we have destroyed the town 
and every soul (supposing the Chinese have souls) in it, without any de- 
claration of war. 

Second French Correspondent to his Paper, an Opposition one.— 
Here is one of the results of the revolutionary Ferry policy : we have 
been disastrously beaten, Courbet is killed, or worse. All our men ill, 
but it doesn’t much matter, because there are none left of them. This 
would never have happened if we had Louis Philippe II., or even 
Napoleon Victor IV, on the throne. 

Chinese Government to Europe.—I am et to say that in conse- 
quence of the French having destroyed Foochow, and killed ever so 
many heathen fathers of families, our uneducated heathen population 
has just risen in their masses and massacred all the Christian commu- 


Foochow-to-do-it—When One’s “Fou.” 
(EXTRACTS FROM RECENT POLITICAL CORRESPONDENCE.) 


JuLtes Ferry to French Ambassador in China.—Perhaps a million 
millions is alittle too strong even as compensation for the loss of half a 
dozen Frenchmen who had no business to be in Tonquin at all. But 
what is the Prime Minister of a Republic like thisto do? I sometimes, 
do you know, almost wish it were a monarchy, only don’t mention it to 
anyone, They must have glory or they won’t have me ; and they insist 
on having their glory cheap, and, splendid administrator as I may be, I 
don’t know the shop where you can buy glory cheap. So insist upon 
the millions : hadn’t we to pay for the Germans’ glory, and in milliards 
too? 

French Ambassad.r to Pekin Court.—That dastardly outrage in Ton- 
quin can’t be passed over. We don’t know whether you knew anything 
about it, but we hold you responsible for it, and we must insist ona 
cheque for a million millions by return of post. Otherwise—well, we 
won't make war, but it will appear pretty much the same thing to you. 

Pickin Court to Ambassador.—We will give you a few millions be- 
cause of the mistake; but really, a million of them is too much fora 
crime of which we’re not guilty. But, above all, don’t make war on us, 

Ferry to Courbet.—Don't declare war, whatever you do. It wouldn’t 
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look well to Europe, and they might make capital out of it at Varzin. 
Besides which, war means money, and although I mean money too, I 
don’t want the deputies to think so. . 
First French Correspondent to his Paper.—The military consecration 
of the Republic has come to pass; we have received our baptism of 
blood, and I am happy to add that very little of the blood was ours. 
Politely telling the Chinese commander that we had no intention of 
making war on him, but that unless he gave up his fleet and arsenal we 
should be obliged to knock his pigtail into a cocked hat (which, after 
all, is promotion regarded from a civilized point of view) we proceeded 
to shell all the inhabited heuses within reach, and to sink any junk that 





nities. 

Europe to France.—I say, you might have warned our people in 
time, at least. 

France to Europe,—But didn’t I tell you we ain’t at war. 

England to France.—It really looks something like it. 

France to herself.—That selfish envious old England again, raging 
against our colonial progress ! 

Bismarck to himself.—Ha! ha! ha! 
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WorSE THAN A ** SHOCKING BaD Hat.”—*“ A horrible Hat-field.”’ 
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RUDE REPARTE 


The Hon, Frank Fitzfeasant (explaining the “‘ rights” of the s 


y / 


[AT OUR AWISTOCWACY MAY BWEAK, BUT IT WILL NEVAH BEND!” 


Miss Mayne.—** WELL, MR. ALGERNON, IF ALL YOUR ARIST‘ 


LEING ABLE TO BEND,” 


E (OR “COLLARED”, 


to fair American Guest),—‘* BAY JOVE! Miss MAYNE, I AsSURE YOU 


RATS WEAR COLLAR YOURS, I DON’ WONDER AT | HEM NO! 











| participate. 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE STATUES AT 
LARGE. 


No day's outing could have opened more favourably, Sir, than that 
in which I was lately enabled to invite all the Statues of London to 
The weather was delightful; the journey down had been 

ifely accomplished, for the slight covtretemps en route, caused by 
Richard C:eur de Lion going for the Griffin with his double-handed 
arranged by removing the Lion-hearted monarch to a 
and there seemed to be a general 


1 } 


rd, nad been 
arate horse-| x at Herne Hill; 


isposition amongst the Statues to sink all ditferences, and to spend a 
happy day, which I marked with much satisfaction, 


It was, indeed, most charming to note the way in which Georve III, 
lismounting from his horse, insisted on Mr, Pitt introducing him to 


Lord Byron; and, after a short chat with his lordship, walked off with 
him, arm-in-arm, down the beach. Kkight pleasant also was it to see 
how II.M, Charles I., most affable from the first, accepted an ofter of 
shandygatt from Mr, Cobden, and subsequently joined with that state 


baa ‘ 


}man and Admiral Lord Nelson, in a friendly trial of skill at ‘‘ three 


shics a penny ”’ for cocoanuts. 

As to (Jueen Anne, dilapidated though she was, her only difticulty 
was to select an escort from the numerous statues that pressed their 
attentions upon her. The poet Burns, Mr. Kobert Raikes, Tyndale, 
and Sir Ifenry Havelock, each had the honour, in succession, of treating 
her majesty to ginger-ale—a beverage for which she developed a marked 
partiality; and later in the morning I observed her sitting in the arm- 


| Chair Mr. Peabody had placed at her disposal, and so deeply engaged in 


conversation with that worthy benefactor of the poor, that my proximity 
was not even noticed, 

Many Statues, including the Royal Exchange Duke of Wellington and 
the Cheapside Sir R. Peel, were bathing ; whilst others were taking it 


rns to have rides on the Albert Memorial Elephant. Contentment 


+, in fact, reigned on every side, and things would, I believe, 
las they had vegun but for the ill lvised behavi r George 
rsionists had assemb! r junc! , threw 


down the apple of discord, so to speak, by calling on the company to 








drink the health of the anonymous quoit-throwing female from the 
Guards’ Memorial, with whom he had been flirting in the most pro- 
unced manner all the morning. 

Upon this the Gilded Prince Albert, who was in the chair, called out 
“Order!” and George III., who had cut out Mr. Peabody and brought 
in (Jueen Anne to lunch, commenced to remonstrate with his son, who 
retorted in a most unfilial way, going so far at length as ldress hi 


1 This si upset the lor In r that he 


arent as ** Old Cockie. 


aged D 

~~ t 

went for his brother with a sceptre which (Jueen Anne had placed at the 
side of her plate, and in a very short time the confusion and altercation 


Came general, 

Political and dynastic which had been hitherto forgotten 
were now recalled, and the statues, which had fraternally mixed all the 
morning, now assumed directly antagonistic attitudes. Matters looked 
most threatening, indeed, and I feared that in their mad wrath some of 
the more angry excursionists w: deliberately mutilate themselves in 
order to throw the chunks of marble and bronze thus obtained at their 
opponents. In vain I called on Charles Dickens, who had come down 
with a party of busts from Poet's Corner, to pour oil on the troubled 
waters: his efforts were altogether unavailing, and I was about to start 
off in search of the local police when I caught the eye of Kichard (vrur 
de Liun, who since the episode of the journey down had been deprived 
of his sword, which I had deposited in the cloak-room at the station 
with the Duke of York’s Pillar, Nelson's Column, the Grittin’s Pedestal, 
<c., xc. On this I resolved to trust the ‘f Lion-hearted”’ one, and 
hurriedly fetching his sword, put it in his hands, whispering cagerly in 
his ear as I did so, ‘* Saracens! Go for them, Kichard, my boy !” 


s * * * * * 


cadillerence 


It was troublesome work, Sir, collecting the tragments and packing 
them up for the return journey. I got through with it at last, and be 
fore I slept that night every statue was in its place again, Tout I shall 
not repeat the experiment of giving them a day out. Cement has served 
its purpose this time, but it would be hazardous to risk again the organi- 


hit began in peace, might end in piece 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

< Vr HE STANDARD.—The story of 
Daybreak, the elaborately pro- 
duced novelty at this theatre, is 
told in the form of a nightmare 
suffered by the daughter of a too- 
stingy vicar, who does not allow 
suppers on Sunday night, and in- 
sists that his household shall go 
to bed immediately on their return 
from church. The young lady 
(Miss Carlotta Addison) has ar- 
ranged to elope at ‘‘ daybreak” 
with Mr. Sass, and, sinking to 
sleep in an uncomfortable-looking 
arm-chair, naturally, under all 
the circumstances, suffers the 
nightmare alluded to, The night- 
mare of this young, innocent, 
country-bred vicar’s daughter con- 
sists of such matters as desertion 
in poor lodgings by her husband, 











lew bill discounters, intricate 
points of law, betting men, black 





| ‘dite STANS Mav lioiTon, LUT Jeg. ** bashers,” a dreadful and 
| 7 , unlikely little girl who yearns for 
|‘ berlood!” a remarkable inn, consisting of a taproom, madhouse, and 
edroom, with bed to sink into madhouse ; a lunatic who is a trifle 
|} more lucid than any one else, nobbling horses, mobbing we'chers, a 
| curious lady who earns her living by bringing breach of promise actions 
which, if worked upon the system she somewhat elaborately describes, 
ould be crowned with failure, every one of them!), a race for the 


lderby—all the incidents of ‘‘the road home,” struggles, pistols, and 


verything complete, just as if she'd been in the habit of seeing Standard 


neélodramas all her life, 


Ail, me! women are seldom what they seem! To think pretty, inno- 
cent-looking, white-muslin-with-a-sashed Miss Carlotta Addison should 
be so knowing! And yet, deézg so knowing, how comes it that she for 
a moment thinks of eloping with Mr. Sass, a gentleman who always 
displays the loosest ideas of right and wrong (except when he is acting 
at the Surrey)? But then again, supposing her affections to be so deeply 
engaged as to induce her to overlook probabilities and ‘‘ cast the die” 
for elopement, how does she manage to believe all that is bad of the 
gentleman on the mere evidence of a hunger-and-hard-chair-induced 
nightmare? I’ no idea Miss Addison could be so inconsistent. 


THF piece is an average one of its class, with no undue pretensions to 
coherence or nature, and it is perhaps hardly worth pointing out that 
the whole interest is destroyed by making it manifest at the ou/se¢ that 
“‘’tis all a dream.” As I hinted last week, it is ‘put on” with an 
attention to detail and effect which might give a lesson to many a West- 
end house, only where is the West-end house with the reserve stage- 
pace necessary to give the horses a start for that Derby scene? Nor is 
it merely in matters of effect that the mounting is so good ; the scenery 


is painted with true artistic taste. 


is **the villain’’ who 
would discard his 
wife to marry an 
heiress —though, 
as he holds an 
unlikely - to - be- 
redeemed mort- 
gage on her fa- 
ther’s estate, it 
is not very clear 
whiat she isheiress 
f9— once more 
proves himself an 
actor of consider- 
able ability ; Mr. 
R. Lyons, as 
the good young 
man, and Mr, F. 
Shepherd as the 
comic wrong- 
doer, who, al- 
though no wel. 
cher, is mobbed 


Mr, Sass, 


THE acting is all that it need be, 











as such, maintain their reputation. Miss Amy Steinberg is pleasing in 
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unworthy materials. The piece was too long, even on the second night, 
but it’s worth the journey to see the two scenes I mentioned last week. 


Tue Lyceum,—‘‘ Enthusiastically welcomed,” Miss Anderson re- 
appeared here in the programme 
she was successfully pursuing 
when her last season came to a 
close. The cast of the two 
pieces—/Pyzmalion and Galatea, 
and Comedy and Tragedy—is, 
however, almost entirely new. 
Mr. W. Terriss puts a good deal 
of heart into his performance of 
Pygmalion, and succeeds in in- 
dicating a certain poetic beauty 
in the character hitherto some- 
what overlooked; Mr. W. kig- 
nold makes a burly Leucippe, 
but his art is somewhat burly 
too, and wanting in fineness ; 
Miss Sophie Larkin makes by no 
means the least amusing of a 
long line of Daphnes ; and Miss 
G. Arnold creates a good deal 
of interest in the part of Myrene. 
Miss Myra Holme was never yup pycevy.—-“ HoLpinc 
expected to rise to the necessary THE MIRROR UP TO 
height with Cynisca, so no one 
was disappointed with the result; Miss Holme tried hard, but nature 
has given her no chance, and however much we may be inclined to 
adMyra, it cannot be denied that she is not at Holme in the part. 








Miss ANDERSON played both Galatea and Clarice with all the piquant 
sense of humour and want of soul which has made her so popular, 





THE CoMEDY.—A&ip Jan IVinkle as an opera-bouffe proving some: 
thing of a *‘ find” on its first production—-in which result its virile story 
and the finished acting of Mr. Fred Leslie were the main factors (con- 
veying a lesson which has wo¢ been taken to heart with exciting promp- 
titude)—has been thought worthy of revival here now that Mr. Leslie is 
available for his original part. Others of the first exponents are conspi- 
cuous by their absence—Miss Violet Cameron, and Messrs, L. Brough, 
and Penley, to wit. Mdlle. Berthe Latour—whom knowing folks will 
recognize as new to the name—is the best of the substitutes, and sings 
her part with knowledge and style. Mr. H. Paulton, with a character- 
istic preference for dialogue of his own invention, plays Nick and Jan 
Vedder much in his usual way—a way which has its admirers, be it 
said. A Mr. Clavering Power appears as Derrick, Mr. H. Walsham is 
the tenor—the first satisfactory tenor out of the many who have appeared 
in the part—and Miss Lizzie Coote is a delicious Katrina the flirt, all 
the fellows I met kept saying they wanted to live in that village, they 
said existence there would be a- . 
Lizzie-’un—I think they meant 
elysian, but what is pronuncia- 
tion to the punster? Mr, Leslie's 
Rip has suffered no whit from 
time; it is as finished, thought- 
ful, and artistic as ever—a truly 
delightful creation worthy of any 
man’s riputation. The little 
Misses Vicat and Kaynor are 
again the children of the first 
act, and Miss Lethbridge appears 
as the dancer. 





Nobs AND WINKS, — That 
clever lady of the music halls— 
Miss Jenny Hill, whom I call 
clever because her songs always 
display some artisticembodiment, 
direct from, and true to, nature, 
full of sharp observation, has ac- 
quired the management of the 
Southampton Gaiety Theatre, 
and leaves town, only for a while, 
I presume, to take command. I 
trust the Southamptonites will 
back this favourite, and enable 
her to make a good book.—Mr. 
Alfred Hemming's capital touring 

ympany re-opened for the 
tumn at Nottingham on Monday with Mr. 
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Pity the Poor Pic-nickers! 


The public is informed that there will be a Conservative Pic-nic, with 
the following attractions :—Dancing ! Balloon ascents!! Fireworks!!! 
Bands!!! &c., &c. 

‘The other day witnessed the final collapse (at the Earl of Egmont's) 
of the ludicrous attempt to excite popular enthusiasm on behalf of the 
House of Lords.”— Daily paper. 


ALAs, and alack ! for Conservative folks, 
Who have lately been Pic-nic providers ; 
| Who would show that each Liberal scheme is a hoax, | 
And that Gladstone & Co. are outsiders, | 
First — jeered at ‘mere numbers,” *‘ parade,” and *‘ brute 
orce, 
When the Liberals made demonstration; 
Then they vowed to hold meetings to beat them (of course), 
For were not the Tories the nation ? | 
They exclaimed, ‘‘ We will call sundry meetings—ah, yes! | 
And each glorious Pic-nic shall be a success !” 





Then at once certain peers and landowners agreed 
To lend for each grand Tory ‘‘ outing,” 

Some picturesque park, or some grassy-decked mead, 
And for hearers they sent people ‘‘ touting.” 

But being deficient of facts to advance 
When posing as House-of-Lords backers, 

They filled up the void with the song and the dance, 
Balloon ascents, swinging, and crackers ; 

‘* With these,” said the peerage-protectors, ** we guess 
Our Conservative Pic-nics will be a success !” 


Ee 





| 


| And, at times, they had quite an enjoyable day— 


At first people came in a goodly array, 
To these sports that were sandwiched with speeches, 


In spite of the orators’ screeches ; | 
They cheered now and then, just to please their kind hosts, | 





And professed to view peers with affection ; ) —= 
They sometimes hoorayed at Conservative boasts, — ) Ai af: se 

Then sought games in another direction ; 7A ihc yeees Wes 
S ae of / . J = ; eb yi te atdt at 
Said the Tories, ‘*Allegiance folks gladly EXPICss, Fae tf sill Me 

Our Pic-nics, you see, are a splendid success ! | | | ae Se ae a \ a Wie, Ae RA Lr 
| |. Qe ee —E <i ON ae IN ~*~ 
But there seem to be signs of a sudden collapse ; SSSR SSS ag “Sees s wat p a 


For instance, observe the last failure; | 
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Of 6,000 invited, 500, perhaps, 
Were at that Conservative gay lure, 
In fact, all around there are signs of a *‘ frost ” 
In these hoodwinking games of the Tory, 
All over the nation they find, to their cost, 
That their Pic-nics produce little glory ; 
While the Liberal meetings, they’re bound to confess, 
Without avy ‘‘ pastimes” are all a success ! 





ENFANT TERRIBLE. 


Small Boy.— I sAY, MAMMA, THEY RUN THIS LINE ON THE BLOCK 
SYSTEM, DON’T THEY?” 

Mamma.—‘' YES, DEAR, I THINK so.” 

Small Boy. —** 1 UNDERSTAND NOW, THAT GENTLEMAN TAKING SUCH 
A TIME TO GET HIS TICKET IS ONE OF THE BLOCKS, AIN’T HE?” 

















—_— 


“IT’S AS WELL TO BE IN TIME.” 


‘It seems only too clear that the French success in bombarding the Foochow | 
arsenal must be mainly attributed to their sharp practice in getting their ships past 
the formidable forts guarding the mouth of the Min River before the commencement 

f hostilities."—Mewspafer. 
Extracts from the diary of a French Admiral, 

I coME from seeing the Minister of War to receive instructions. To 
commence, we were of accord on the execrable perfidy of foreign nations. 
We have cordially agreed that France alone is honourable, and that 
those others are a rabble of the most contemptible. ‘‘ As for the keeping 
of the faith of Great Britain, one may wait for it under the young elm,” 
said he. ‘* You will cruise,” he said, ‘‘taking care, as France is not at 
present at war with any power, toavoid all hostile demonstrations,” and 
with this he has winked the eye, the which I have done also. France 
is the nation who knows to be frank and candid: with those others it is | 
a small little otherwise, that is all. | 

* * a” * * ‘ 

WE go always on the cruise. On the coast of Africa one findsa town. | 
She is undefended. The name of France being Peace, she is not at all | 
at war with any, above all with the Coast of Africa ; yet complications | 
may be born some day ; it is as well to be in time. To disarm a possible | 


enemy, it is wisdom. Therefore by a r#se we enter and destroy the 
town, But the enemy is rebellious, he knows not which feet to put him- 
self on. It is the time of his confusion, of his rage. His rage against the 
beautiful France; it is not discipline that! He is a rebel,and to punish | 
the rebel, behold there the duty! France sees herself insulted ; she | 
must strike. I write to the Minister of War, and go on the cruise. 
. » » » » . 

~ ONE observes on another coast a fort; it is the coast of an Eastern | 
power. A fort is an insult and a menace to France, for may not the | 


complications arise between France and that [astern country? To doubt 
it is the folly. As yet the fort is not armed ; it is the occasion of France, 
one must be in time and destroy it before it is armed. 

The Eastern power is incensed at its destruction ; it conducts itself 
like a returner from Pontoise. What? Is a sonof France to turn around 
the pot while France is menaced. With its fort destroyed, behold the 
Eastern Power who beats no more but with one wing. She and France 
will fight—have I not prophesied it? To foresee and provide, there is 


the wisdom ! 


WE discover another fort ; this time it guards the harbour of a European 
Power. How? Is it not also a menace to France? I rance and the 
European Power hold the hand, They are not at war ; but—what ——! 
the war may arrive some day. ‘To enter the harbour and destroy it be- 
hind the fort it is a necessity of the prudence and foresight. 

* a od * ~ - 

As we are at peace the international law permits us to enter the har- 
bour, We enter; inside finds himself a ship of the perfidious English, 
The English Admiral invites us to dine on board, We accept; it is 
the occasion of France! We drug the wine of the perfidious English 
officers and blow up the ship. It is glory! Then we sack and burn the 
town and seize the fort in the name of France, There is at present no 
war, but it is prudent to be in time. 

” ‘ * + * 

Is not my prudence justified? Did I not say there might be a war? 
We have performed the above exploits it is scarcely three days, when 
the perfidious England declares war! That it is lucky we thought to 
destroy the English ship and the fort in good time! It is the beautiful 
France who knows to be generous and honest; as to those others, sec 
there some traitors ! 
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“In the Rossendale district, although there are 34 fewer public houses, and 31 fewer off-licenses than last year, there is 20 per cent. more drunkenness, and in the 
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HOW TO DIMINISH DRINKING. 


case of women, 100 per cent. more.’’—Newspaper. 
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Problem? Pooh !—easiest thing in the world. This is how the authorities manage it: Say ther« 
men who go and get three little glasses of ale at three little pubs. 
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FISHY DEMONSTRATIONS. 


Piscatos.—“ HA! HA! JUMP AWAY, MY FRIENDS. ILL SOON TAKE THE 


RISE OUT 


OF 





YOU !” 
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FISHY DEMONSTRATIONS. 
(See Cartoon.) 

It was a Grand Old Angler, and he lately northward went, 
To catch the fish called Tories was that G. O. A.’s intent ; 
These fish were very wily—ay—as wily as could be, 
And oft they said unto themselves, “ With him we'll have a spree !” 

And before he fixed his tackle, 

They all began to cackle, 
And frisked about with rnany a shout, and cheekily did say, 
“ He thinks to catch ws, does he ?—thinks that on his hook we'll play, 
Bah! we defy the tactics of this silly G. O. A. !” 


‘| hese fishes jumped before his face, they twisted and they twirled, 
And epithets in plenty at the G. O. A. they hurled ; 
lor they were stupid fish, although they thought that they were wise, 
Because they had deceived a few by artfulness and lies ; 
But that G. O. A., dismayed not, 
To their shrieks attention paid not, 
Sut calmly set his lines to work, with truthful, earnest skill, 
His hooks he deftly baited, did this Grand Old Angler Will, 
And soon those silly Tory fish began to feel quite ill. 


They wriggled in sheer agony, and tried in vain to smile, 
And, ’mong themselves, they held small demonstrations—for awhile ; 
But these affairs were failures, while the G. O. A. gained ground, 
And to watch his northern fishing scheme the nation gathered round. 
And then that angler daily 
These Tory fish hooked gaily ; 
He landed one at every “throw,” because no bait he lacked : 
Yea, soon they wriggled on his hook, quite vanquished by his tact, 
They found his bait was killing—why? Because that bait was Fact 
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KNICKNACKS. 


Hooray ! a new Irish colony is to be formed in Utah, a hundred thou- 
sand acres of land having been 


already secured for the purpose, 
We trust the discontented sons 
of ould Erin who emigrate will 
appreciate the utility of tilling 
the Utah settlement indus- 
triously, and of behaving them- 
selves with the staid decorum 
of Mormon Elders, By the 
way, the water of the great Salt 
Lake does not mix well with 
whisky. 


THE Irish are sending, from 
Dublin (Juay alone, nearly two 
tons of mushrooms per day for 
their English oppressors to con- 
sume. Is this conduct intended 
as a2 magnanimous attempt to 
effect a reconciliation between 
the two countries? or is it a 
deeply-laid plot to destroy the 
digestions of several obnoxious 
politicians, who are known to 
be inordinately fond of the 
The mushroom, eaten to excess, is nearly as deadly 





spongy fungus ? 
as dynamite. 


COMFORTING TO FRENCHMEN.—China is at bay, and with plenty 
of bayonets, too. 


THAT unhappy crowned monarch, the Emperor of Russia, must have 
considered his journey to the Pole a perilous expedition, which might 
end in something worse than a * frost,” judging from the precautions he 
took to ensure personal safety, and to secure a little warmth of feeling 
on his arrival, 


A NUMBER of extreme Radicals are much exercised in their minds at 
the twaddle certain Conservative bards have been writing against the 
Government. They dub the Tory poets ‘* doggrel writers.” No doubt 
the bards are doggrel, but the ** Rads.” can console themselves that 
there is more bark than bite in the verses. 


A STYLISHLY-dressed lady, wearing a bulky ‘‘improver,”’ who recently 
arrived at Liverpool from America, was ‘‘landed”’ on landing bya 
sharp-eyed Custom’s officer, who said he would improve ’er dress at the 
police station, with the assistance of a female searcher. The female 
searcher, acting under the advice of the Custom’s officer, reduced the 
size of this lady’s ‘‘improver” by taking six pounds weight of tobacco 
padding out of it. A magistrate finally put a finishing touch to the 
improvement by inflicting a fine on the lady, for using tobacco padding 
without paying duty. 

A BACCARAT player, who took a passage in an ocean-bound steamer, 
says stern measures were taken to prevent him gambling by the action 
of the sad sea waves ; he remarks that it is next door to an impossibility 
to play baccarat skilfully and hold a basin at the same time, 

THE Rev. J. E. Rattee believes ‘‘ cholera may be brought on almost 
entirely through nervous fears.” What a pity that the rev. gentleman 
finds it necessary to qualify his statement by using the word ‘‘almost!” 
Can whooping-cough, tooth-ache, measles, croup, and consumption ‘* be 
brought on almost entirely through nervous fears,” Mr. Rattee ? 





‘“ NASTY malodorous aroma about Plumstead, almost as bad as Covent 
Garden,” remarked friend No, 1 to friend No, 2, as they steamed down 
the river. ‘‘ Not quite so powerful as the ‘garden’; but it certainly 
smells like very decayed Plums-ted,” returned friend No. 2. 


FoREIGN chefs are supposed (by English folk) to be the best of cooks; 
but how few foreign chefs know how to curry achicken. Could old 
cocks talk as well as parrots, we believe they would bring actions for 
libel against the continental dressers of victuals, who have the bare- 
faced impudence to serve up badly boiled offspring of respectable hens 
under the cognomen of ‘‘ curried chicken,” 

It was on a Wednesday night that we sat in a restaurant, next toa 
joyous-looking man, who frequently chuckled with delight as he perused 
an evening contemporary. He's mightily pleased with the quotations 
from the comic papers, we thought, and perhaps is revelling in some of 
Curiosity induced us to peep furtively over his shoulder—he 


our jokes. 
** the coroners’ inquests,” 


a 
Was reading 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


A MOST USEFUL ARTICLE. 

GLory. And is this nice French soldier really for me, to be devoted 
solely to my purposes? Oh, thanks; what a lovely present ! 

EXPEDIENCY (2th @ concentrated wink at whatever Kuler of France 
happens to be in power at the time). Yes, we've made him on purpose 
for you. Take him, and be happy ! 

* > * > > 

RULER (OR RULERS) OF FRANCE fro fem, (aside fo EXPEDIENCY), 
Confound it! the mob is going to rise again. It demands the abolition 
of dress-coats and opera-hats, and the blood of everybody with an in- 
come of more than three sous a day. We shall have to—— 

EXPED. Of course we shall have to! What did we create the French 
soldier for, except to send him to be battered in order to divert the at- 
tention of the French mob from home affairs ? 

R. of FRANCE. But perhaps Glory will see through it, and object. 

EXPED, Glory see through it? Ho, ho! that’s a good idea. Why, 
Glory is such a gull, that she will believe anything. I'll manage the 
affair, . . (40 Glory) Don’t you think it would be a splendid thing 
to send your soldier to have an arm knocked off by a cannon ball? 

GLORY (wth a blaze of delight in her foolish eye), Splendid! Here, 
Jean, go to war with somebody—it doesn’t matter whom—and get an 
arm knocked off for my sake. 

EXPED. and R, of FRANCE (digging each other in the ribs, and stuffing 
their handkerchiefs in their mouths to keep in their laughter). We! he! 
For her sake! Well, she zs a fool! There, see! the French mob have 
forgotten all about the dress-coats and opera-hats in their eagerness to 
see Jean’s arm knocked off. Don’t they clap their hands at the sight of 
the blood! Now Jean can come home—eh? No, the mob have taken 
it into their heads to destroy the public monuments and sack the govern- 
ment offices; we shall have to—— 

Exreb. Of course! Here, Glory, wouldn’t it be a glorious thing to 
hand over your soldier to the mob to have a leg mown off ? 

GLORY. Magnificent! Ifere, Jean, go and meet the mob, and get a 


leg mown off, 





* 





Expep. and k. of FRANCE (as defore), Well, she ts a dupe! There! 
the mob have had a little more blood, and have forgotten all about the 
public monuments and government offices. The scapegoat might return 
to grass now—no, I mean the soldier might go back to barracks, Here, 
Glory, you might recall—— 

Rk. of FRANCE, No, no! stop a bit, though. Here’s something else 
the matter with the mob; they want to destroy everything, and murder 
everybody now. What the deuce are we to——? 

Expep. Easy enough. Send Jean to war with—— 

R. of FRANCE, It’s all very well to say, ‘‘Send him to war with—”’ 
The question is, *‘ With whom?” Everybody seems to be peaceably 
inclined toward France just now ; nobody’s given us any ofience. 

Expep. Lord, bless me! what does ¢Aat matter? Isa ruler of France 
to abstain from war merely because there is no reason for it? You can 
easily irritate some nation into expostulating, and then—there’s your ex- 
cuse for war. 

RK. of FRANCE. Yes, you're right; but, I say, there won't be much 
of the soldier left soon. We must husband his other limbs. 

Expvep, Well, reduce the risk to him. First choose a defenceless 
nation to attack, and then sneak behind its forts and attack it without 
declaring war. Glory’s soldier can’t come to much harm then, Here, 
Glory, don’t you think it would be quite in your line to send your soldier 
with acannon to attack somebody without a cannon—attack him behind, 
you know? 

Gory (eagerly), Yes! capital! 
danger ! 

kK. of France. Very well, then, I will write to the defenceless nation 
to assure it of our peaceable intentions, 

Exvep. Splendid ! the mob will be quite quiet while it can get all 
this blood to look at. And we can keep this kind of thing up indefi- 
danger to France! Vive /a—~ahem !—/a guerre! 


Great slaughter without the least 


nitely, as there’s no 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 


SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 
New Series, No. 39. Arr—‘'/’// take it home to Sarah.” 


Sarah so 
my wife) 


yearns 
know, 


And then 


give 


*§ Do tell 


me snor 


. arah, 


4 


HI E papers bother 
(And Sarah is 


That, though 
the news she 


to 


She’s bothered 
out of life, 
‘‘Tlow can I 
wade throu, 
all the print 
To see what 
they report?” 


rh 


she 
this 


gentle hint— 
if ft: 


1 4 99) 


A i allewerti 
And airexertion 


pare her 


| . } 
’ ' ‘ »4 C bh 
6/0 UTINP it fh lfadl, 


That's all your Sarah wants. 


The (Queen and Princess Beatrice 
Have gone to Balmoral 

(That is an item you’d not mi 
I bet my wif, my ral); 

The cholera is leaving Irance 
And seeking Italee 


’ 
(/!¢ must’nt give the thing a chance 


Or pre bly you'll see 
Them bring it home to Sarah, 
It’s not the thing to spare her, 


They'll bring it home to Sarah— 
That's mof what Sarah wants). 


Atlantic steamer gambling seem 
To call for measures strict ; 
Some Viennese with ** Social’ dreams 
Have been securely *‘ nicked”; 
The Prince, l’rincess, and Premier, 
The Braemar gath’ring graced, 
And greatly cheered and hustled were 
Wherever they were traced, 
I stayed at home with Sarah, 
To go I couldn't spare her, 


So stayed at h e with Sarah 
That’s just what Sarah wa 
At Ri ( rpen cl ig d I t) 
A Dish Is ¢ thr ned ; 
In he tow the Cutler i ist 
I] been, for once, postpone 
Australia now to Nottingham 


At cricket has succumbs 
I've gota L’Antt-Anvlais flam 
(It isn’t much bethumbed !) 
I brought it home to Sarah, 
Kkesolved I wouldn’t spare her; 
She curls her hair, does Sarah, 
It’s just what Sarah wants. 


That Wright, the Hoxton burglar, tried 
To compass his escape ; 

The Glasgow Liberals provide 
A ‘‘demonstrating ” shape. 

The Worthing roughs appear again, 
Though Head Aas made some Skip ; 
A Chinese fort, I see with pain, 

Fired on an English ship. 
That brings it home to Sarah, 
No detail do I spare her; 


That bring 
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POWER? 


‘‘Is not the British People in yet?” asked the Unwelcome Visitor ; 
‘6 Very well, as I am determined to see him, I shall wait at the door,” 

It was evidently a disquieting and terrible thing, this Unwelcome 
Visitor, a visitor to be shrunk from, and forbidden admittance. 

The British People was within, contemplating himself in the looking 
glass, and reflecting on his own greatness. ‘‘ Yes,” he might have been 
overheard to murmur complacently, ‘‘I am the most powerful nation on 
this earth; there’s no doubt about that. My dominion extendsall round 
the habitable globe ; the sun never sets on my empire, and my flag is to 
be seen triumphantly waving over every—” Xc., &c. ; and bathed ina 
sense of his own vastness the British People stalked pompously to the 
window, just to take a look at the insignificance of those outside—when 
he started and turned pale at the sight of the Unwelcome Visitor on the 
doorstep, hastily retired from the window, packed a handbag, and 
sneaked out of the back door, in a vain attempt to evade the object of 
his horror. But the Unwelcome Visitor was too sharp for him; and in 
an instant it was at his elbow, hurrying along with him, With a grim 
determination the British People pretended to be unaware of the presence 
of that visitor; but it was perfectly obvious that he was aware of it, for 
he looked intensely uncomfortable, and grew quicker and quicker in his 
walk, until it almost became a run. 

The Visitor did not /oof% so terrible either, for it was simply a little 
newspaper paragraph, and ran thus :— 

‘¢ The crew of the /Visevo have been wrecked on the dominions of a 

mall rajah. The small rajah has taken them prisoners, and demands a 
ransom, Great Britain is considering the possibility of taking steps in 
the matter.” 

‘*J__] don’t understand you; I don’t know anything about it; I am 
the most powerful nation on the earth; go away!” stammered the 
Lritish People, rushing into a cab to try and get away from the Para- 
graph, But it was not to be done; the Paragraph sat by his side, and 
it had now changed to :— 

‘The crew of the Nisero are enduring the greatest sufferings from 
ill-treatment. The rajah refuses to give them up, and threatens to 
kill them, Great Britain does not as yet see its way to taking steps in the 
matter.” 

‘Tf you don’t go away I’ll—I’ll give you in charge !”’ said the British 
People, dashing into a train. But the inconvenient Paragraph sat in 
that train at his elbow, and woud/dn’? be thrown off. It now read :— 

‘© Some of the crew of the Misero are deal. The rajah is still consi- 
dering his answer to the application for release. Great Britain does not 
yet see its way to take steps, but will await the course of events.” 

‘* Look here!” screamed the British People, ‘*I am the most powerful 
nation on the earth. What power would dare to defy me? Will you 
go away ?—do you want to take away my appetite ?” 

** Yes, I should like to do so,” replied the Paragraph. 

*¢ 9 you want to upset my peace of mind ?” 

‘Yes, I do,” replied the Paragraph. 

** Jo you want to drive me stark staring ou/ of my mind ?” 

‘Exactly ; that’s just what ought to be done, considering what a dis- 


| grace your present state of mind 1s.” 


Once more the British People started off in his struggle to free himself 
from the inconvenient Paragraph; he jumped into the water, but the 
Paragraph clung on his back ; he rushed through the fire, but the Para- 
graph would not be consumed. It was all useless. 

** Well, look here, what do you want me to do?” he cried 

** Oh, it isn’t for a poor little Paragraph to advise the most powerful 
nation on the earth. Perhaps I migh¢ presume to suggest that the rescue 

f its subjects is generally considered to be a duty which the most power- 

ful nation on earth is exfected to ‘see its way’ to perform.” But even 

it spoke the Paragraph once more underwent a change ; its wording 
turned to: 

‘* The remnant of the crew of the Wisevo released.” 

** There!” said the British People, *‘now how about my Power?” 

** Very grand,” said Paragraph ; ‘takes ten months to act, and then 
rescues remnant. You must find it most useful on emergency.” 
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EVOLUTION EXTRAORDINARY. 


The latest thing in educational! news is the College of Monkeys in London. Half-a-dozen “fevolutionists ' 
wants. The monkey is at first taught to select some simple word, as ‘ pie,’ and when he} 
Paper. 


; "are attempting to teach monkeys to talk or express their 
ucks out the letters and forms the word, he is given a piece of pie." — merican 
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HERE’s the model monkey college, Here—orthography they’re treating — 
Formed for giving monkeys knowledge : Names of dainties good for eating, _ 
At first, lest they wrong words should stammer, Chunks of which, as need arises, 
They have a dose of Murray’s grammar. Soon are handed round as prizes, 
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ee ee MACE ay 
Anon, the ape (if not too knowing), And when the burglar on the job is 
His ‘‘ masher” instincts soon is showing, We might send out some baloon-bobbies ; 
While youthful apes, with many a caper, Twere better to have ¢hese to fright them, 
In dulcet tones cry, ‘‘ Heev’nink paper !”’ Than send brave men, un-armed, to fight them! 
A Chance for Churchill. Laying out “Tables” in the Desert. 
Py > ’ . 4 ong he cargo shipped in he /’cl; aH are some yilliard abie ( if AMUSE} 
A DAILY PAPER, referring to Lord Kandolph’s article called ‘‘ An Py rr es ot rte rh mc n pj terag Area tables for the amuse 


Antidote to Agitation,” says if he could find an antidote for this 


; , , “eater Now can our soldiers with a cue-rious 
gigantic evil, he would be entitled to the gratitude of Englishmen yet No mie SORE ith a cue-rious tool, 


Learn to take /ives and drink at desert foo/ ; 

















unborn segs 
. , . . ) oe Think little of s/av-vation—put on side, 
ii of ap? pe > giana (ute happy tho’ they've only screws to ride 
For yt prcorby agitation, and receive | phe + sone Raves ee Egyptian Kings, , 
‘¢ The gratitude of Britons yet unborn!” nd casares Geom the proper sort ot things | 
6 Make cannons—reaks for transport when required, 
Now, if from mad obstruction he’d but turn, And always take a rest when they are tired ! 
The nation would regard him with less scorn ; Amusing, it instructs the men as well— 
If he helped, instead of hindering, he »igh/ earn Billiards—like war—is not a Bagatelle ! 
‘* The gratitude of Britons yet unborn !”’ —ancening. 
THE Earl of Egmont, at his ‘* picnic” the other day, said that “‘ many 
people said that Conservative principles would not wash.” 
A Wait-y Truth. Not wash? Dear me! and yet they need it badly, 
A CONSERVATIVE organ asserts, in a hopeful strain, that ‘‘ the Con- kor these same Tory principles, I ween, 
servatives have evidence enough that the country understands the truth, Are in a state that people view most sadly— 
and they are content to wait.” Those principles, you see, are far from clean! 
All this is quite correct ; forsooth ! —_—_—_— ~——— 
The country understands *‘ the truth.” A ** STATIONERY” ENTERTAINMENT.—The Festival of the Three 
That’s why ‘twill not with Tories mate, Choirs, [Our contributor ought to feel ream-morse for that remark. —~ 
For Tories have too little <wezzht! Ep ] 
Ga” To Coregsronpents.—Z7he Editor does not bind Aimee shes det. return. or pay fo atributions in no cass will they be returned wnless 
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THE MEETING OF THE EMPERORS. 


THEY ALL JUMPED OUT OF A 
ROTTEN POTENTATER, 


THE BUTCHER, THE SHAKER, 
THE QUIVERING QUAKER, 


Rub A DUB DUB, 
Tukee MEN IN A Tun, 





Convenient, 


At the Thames Police Court a woman was charged with stealing a purse which she stated that she had ound The magistrat 
said that there was a good deal of misapprehension respecting the finding of property. ' gnome 
priated it to his or her use, knowing who the owner was, that person would be guilty of theft; but if a person found, say, a | 
purse, in which there was nothing to show to whom it belonged, there was no obligation to find out the owner, ar i » thete | 
would be, committed if the finder appropriated the money.—Sce Vewspafer. Diadead Datel 


If a person found anything and appro- 


“On, no, my love; it’s quite useless to think of it; can’t possibly manage a trip to the seaside this 


year,” said Mr. Conshey Enshious to Mrs. Conshey Enshious as they waited at Victoria for the train to 


villa at Brixton. 
| ‘Look at those two old. ladies 

whose trunks are labelled ‘ Brigh- 
ton,’” said Mr. C, E., ** hey seem 
to have plenty of money; by the way 
they wi// insist on leaving that reti- 
cule about with the purse in it.” 

Then Mr. Conshey Enshious 
bought a newspaper and read it, As 
he read, a puzzled expression came 
into his eye ; he put down the paper 
and scratched his chin ; a light as of 
some new, strange, and blessed reve- 
lation took the place of puzzledom 
| in his eye. 

‘‘ There might be a chance for us, 
after all, if those two old ladies 
would just take their eyes off that 
reticule long enough for me to——”’ 

‘*Conshey, dear, what ave you 
talking about?” stammered Mrs, 
C.E. ‘Your mind must be wan- 
dering! Pray wake up!” 

**T ’m wide awake, my dear ; it’s 
all right. Now’s the time!” said 
Mr. C, E., edging up to the reticule, 
and adroitly abstracting the purse. 
| ** Let’s just go into the waiting-room 
and see how much there is in it. 
| By Jove! this is better than I ex- 

pected—three hundred pounds in 

notes and gold, Why, it will not 
only give us a niee holiday, but you 
can have a new silk dress, and——” 

‘* Conshey!” gasped Mrs, C. E., 

‘* farewell, I cast you off. I will 
| go back to mother.” 

‘* No, no, my dear! it’s all quite 
right. I haven’t s/o/en that purse. 
Read what the magistrate says — 
here, in the second column—must be 
right, you know—magistrate—see ?” 

Mrs. Conshey Enshious read ; but 
she did not seem to be gute re- 
| assured even yet. 

‘*But, Conshey, dear, you do 
know whom that purse belongs to?” 

**Not a bit, my love,” said Mr. 
C. E. ‘* Haven’t the faintest idea 
which old lady—and there’s no name 
inside.” 

‘*No, perhaps you’re right, dear,’ 
said Mrs. C. E. And she fell on 
his bosom, and tearfully begged for- 
giveness for the mistrust in his 
| honesty which she had—though but 
| for an instant—shown. ‘*Come 
along, then,” she said, ‘‘ the two old 
| ladies have discovered the loss, and 
are making a fuss, Let us go and 
take the tickets, and get out of 
| danger.” 

And the Conshey Enshiouses had 
a nice holiday; while the two old 
ladies went home to the cat. 


| take them home to their humble 
| 











WHEN one cricketer goes dad/ for 
another, the one who is bail lays him- 
self across the top of the wickets, 
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SONGS OF THE WATERING 
PLACES, 


No. V.—ETRETAT. 


Vive, vive Alphonse Karr! 
Who made Etretat 
Delightful to visit from ever so far. 
Although us peu cher, 
And facgons légéres 
Are apt to surprise one on first getting there. 





In sunshine so bright, 
And air that’s so light, 
It follows, of course, ladies’ dresses are slight : 
Be that as it may, 
There are some, they say, 
Wear five or six different dresses each day. 


Les Dames dans les ‘aux 
Coquettishly go 
In pretty costumes crown’d with pretty cha- 
peaux, 
And flirt there, and chat 
With gentlemen fat, 
And nobody thinks there’s the least harm in 
that. 


Don’t go to that beach 
Intending to preach, 
You'll certainly find there nobody to teach ; 
But just a gay throng 
Who all the day long 
Have spirits as blithe as an op’ra bouffe song. 


As if of one mind, 
On principle kind, 
All there to their friends’ peccadilloes are 
blind ; 
So, do what they will, 
They’re in their right still— 
With what, if not pleasure, their day should 
they fill? 


Nice cool moonlight rides 
Some take without guides ; 
There’s plenty of bachelors there, and few 
brides, 
And many old swells, 
And young demoiselles, 
And glittering widows, as ev’ry one tells. 


The life led there’s fast 
As life that will last, 
But only so long as the season’s not past ; 
Where’er it may be, 
You'll easily see 
Ce n'est pas la, le monde—ou l'on s’ennui, 





Sir Stafford Northcote, speaking at Edinburgh the 
other day, remarked that he was a ‘‘ dond-fide tra- 
veller.” 

S1rR STAFFORD, anxious in the North 
To be at G. a caviller, 

Said he to Scotland had come forth 
A *‘ bonda-fide traveller!” 


Now, there are certain folks, methinks, 
Who “‘travellers”’ oft say they are 

On Sunday morn, for sake of ‘‘ drinks,” 
When out a little way they are. 


And similarly, you'll agree, 
Does sly Sir Stafford steer to win ; 
He calls himself a true “* B. T.,” 
The British ** public’s” ear to win ! 





Yeth! A-lath! 

A Liberal speaker the other day, said that “the Lords 
had no mightier weapon than the lath-sword of a harle- 
quin, 

’Tis very weak, that ‘‘ sword of lath,”, 

And those poor Peers are suffering rather, 

It has snapped that lath has the People’s wrath, 

And they feel inclined the Lords to lath er! 
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TOWARDS THE LATTER END OF HIS NATAL DAY. 


Indulgent Parent.—‘‘ En? 


VANT TO ’AVE YER ’Airn CuT? 
SPENDIN’ SIXPENCE OVER YER, THRO’ IT’S A-BEIN’ YER BIRTHDAY. 


WoT! AFTER ME A- 
You've AD A 


PENN’ORTH O’ PLuMs, A ’APP’ORTH O’ GREEN APPLES, A PENN’ORTH O’ WHILKS, A 
Ha’rENNY Bun, A BoTTLe 0’ GINGER-BRER, A PENN'ORTH ©’ GINGERBREAD, AN’ A 


SAVELOY. 
UP WHEN I GETS YER ’OME!”’ 








Ou! YOU DARIN’, ONGRATEFUL, LITTLE REsKEL ! 


Won't I WARM YER 





What More could he Want? 





eet ee ee a ee nares anaemia 


A DAY or two since at Southwark a young man (we should think a very young man) applied 
to Mr. Bridge stating that ‘* he had just been discharged from Wandsworth Prison, at which place 


he had been deprived of his memory.” 


Oh, lucky young man ! 


Oh, foolish young man, to com- 


plain of loss of memory! Why, we should have thought the one blessing above all others that a 


person who had been imprisoned would have desir 


about iw! 


would have been the faculty to /rget a// 





REPUBLIKANIZM and soshelism air fawms of eccentricity: wun queen to a hive, wun king in 
the hows, and wun head to an empyre.—O. E. Ports. 








VOL. XL.—NO, IOII. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OOLE’S.—The libretto of 

The Babes,or Whines from 

the Wood, may be dismissed 

in few words; it is ex- 

meee poor, the story is 

cy treated on the familiar lines 


of all parodies on the sub- 
ject (except in one particu- 

Ss lar, which shows a gleam 
of superior humorous in- 
vention—the idea of the 
children undergoing a Rip- 
Van-Winkle-like sleep of 
five years instead of dying), 
and it is all much too Jong 
with too much singing. 
although Mr. Levey’s music 
is fairly pleasing. 


Lt See; 4 
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THE acting of the piece 
is another matter, however, 
being so good that, heavy 
as the task undoubtedly is, 
there seems every probabi- 
lity of its covering the 
shortcomings of the piece, 
and placing a substantial success to the credit—and very much to the 
credit—of all concerned, Miss Alice Atherton is a lady who combines 
with the possession of a fund of humour (as well as all qualities vocal, 
saltatorial and physical, necessary for success in this class of piece) an 
observation and sense of character which raises her burlesque impersona- 
tions into the region of pure comedy. Her rendering of the merry, 
kittenish Jessie (in its first phase—where she is somewhat young looking 
for thirteen years, by the way) is a clever bit of genuine acting, and her 
singing of a refrain with the peculiar colourless shout of childhood is one 
of the richest specimens of pure fun I have seen for a long time, This 
clever lady’s clever husband, Willie Edouin’s acting as ‘‘the boy” is 
almost as natural in its way, although there is a good deal of the panto- 
mimic in it, and he, too, looks all too young for his years at sixteen, 
The couple as organ-girl and monkey are also very funny. 


Too.e’s.—A (GAnts tn THE) Woop-B-RovuGH-1an. 


Mr. Lionet Brovcu, who, with Mr. Edouin, is co-lessee of the 
theatre, pro. fem., is not so well provided with opportunities for making 
fun as his partner and partner, but he contrives to extract some mirthful- 
ness out of the somewhat hackneyed materials of burlesque transpontine 
rufhanism, a catch phrase seemingly adapted from MMargery’s Livers 
standing him in good stead ; his ‘‘ make-up” is intensely comical, and 
is greeted with joyful tears, cheers, and hear, hears. Mr. Charles E, 
Stevens, also with a funny make-up, plays the Baron burdened with “‘a 
silent sorrow” with as much humorous effect as the part allows, and 
Miss Grace Huntley as Mr. Brough’s companion in crime, with her natty 
appearance, htness, and general ‘‘ fit”-ness, does much to explain 
the ease with the devoted infants were induced to accompany 
‘*the ruffians,” Miss Carlotta Zerbini, Miss Edith Vane, Miss Alice 
Esden, and Mr. E. Fyfe Scott deserve mention as contributing effectively 
to the general excellence. 





A LITTLE one-act piece, put together with some freshness by Mr. T. 
E. Pemberton, 


and called Off 
Duty, the 
main weight of 
which lies on 
Mr. Brough’s 
shoulders, pre- 
cedes the bur- 
lesque, and 
was well re- 
ceived on the 
opening night. 
Miss Grace 
Huntley plays 
the heroine 
with quiet 
ability. 





THe GRAND. 
— Mr. Charles 





TooLe s.~Hovpien anv Swa-Kinc. Wilmot has 
signalized the 
commencement of his sole reign at this theatre by the production of a 


drama of the thrilling order, entitled A Auined Life, It is the joint 





work of Mr. Arthur Goodrich, and Mr. J. R. Crauford (the latter re- 


cently of the Vaudeville), both of whom appear in the cast. 


respects the piece is perhaps a trifle above the level of its class, but on 
the whole it does more credit to the authors’ study of their profession 
than either their originality or literary ability. The usual mixture of un- 
accountable blindness and supernatural acuteness of the characters is 

resent in conjunction with the usual uncompromising and whole- 


ener villainy. 


A STRONG cast has been engaged. Mr. Crauford deserves first mention 
for a thoroughly natural performance of a not at all easy part. 
audience began to weary of his vacillation about signing a letter in the 
prologue, but that was not his fault—as an actor. Mr. Clynds plays with 
effect, after a rather artificial manner, as ‘‘a stockbroker in difficulties ” 
(probably in consequence of his habit of putting his clients’ letters of in- 
struction into a waste-paper basket without making notes of their con- 
tents). Mr. Goodrich gives a mediocre rendering of the farcically-named 
villain Silas Wheedle, who steeps his hands in crime and whitening, carrys 
little green epitome-of-law books about with him, and sustains the part 
of Claudian to Mr. Clynds’ Holy Clement in a burlesque of the ‘‘ cuss ” 
scene in the Princess’s play. Mr. C. A. White showed a good deal of 
natural and well-restrained humour as a muffin man and successful grocer. 
Mr, Wilmot Eyre looked well, and played fairly as the wronged heir ; 
but Mr. Waldegrave’s attempts at humour were not the less painful from 
his own evident satisfaction therewith. Miss Lavis was ‘‘ all there ” as 
the muffin-man’s kindly but Mrs, Caudley wife, and Miss Ella Claiborne, 


though a little 
too affable in 
her lovescene, 
and a little 
unconcerned 
over her sacri- 
fice for her 
father’s sake, 
is a not un- 
acceptable he- 
roine. 


DRURY 
LANR. — Zhe 
World has 
been revived 
here with all 
the original 
effects, success 
and all, and 
with a very 
strong com- 


pany ; not having seen them, I cannot say how they do their work. 


THe Empirt.—The Robin Hood of Mr. Reece has been put into 
the bill here with merry Miss Minnie Mario in the ¢it/e ré/e, which she 
ap well enough, sings better, and dances best—there isn’t an adjective 
eft for her appearance. Miss Dot Mario sustains the part of Maid Marian 
with more pretence, perhaps, to histrionic ability ; and Messrs. Arthur 
Williams, T. Squire and John Dallas supply a good amount of comic- 
ality between them, but the piece is not exciting—and when is that 


Cleches de Corneville coming ? 


IMPROMPTU, 
Our Boys has past its hundreth night, 
The Globe’s abolished fees. 
You can imagine my delight— 
So do it, if you please. 


TALKING of that, I think they’ve abolished fees at Toole’s as well; at 
There’s something 


any rate, I didn’t have to pay for my programme. 
gentlemanly, after all, in doing these things unostentatiously ! 


THe IMPERIAL.—This curious-fortuned house has re-opened under 
the management of a Mr. John Ward, who tempts misfortune with a 
combination of Zhe //oneymoon and Captain Disney Roebuck! The 
play, as a champion Shakespearean combination, is not uninteresting— 
the Captain, as an actor, is. Miss Ada Ward plays the heroine with suffi- 
cient talent to act as a makeweight, but her strength is not wholly ade- 
quate to the situation, Fees do not appear to be abolished at this house. 


Nopds AND WiNKs.—About the second week in January Mrs. Langtry 
comes to town and the Prince’s Theatre, under the management of Mr. 
H. E. Abbey, and she will remain there, they say, for half-a-year if en- 
couraged to do so.—Mr. Boucicault is collecting his playsinto ten volumes, 
with a reminiscenal preface to each play.—The Savoy re-opened on the 
15th with Princess /da, which seems to have lost none of its attractiveness. 

NESTOR. 





Too.e’s.—NAvVIGATION WITH A EpoUIN (HEAD WIND) ON. 


In some 


The 
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A Riparian Romance eee 
; WOT Wyss 
(Or A TERRIBLE TALE OF THE THAMES.) NI . NY i RO SARS y; 
See the Press on the decision of the Select Committee revardi ~~ HAA TSR NS aN Ny :. 
the public rights of bank-fishing on the Phase ri \ SRR AAR } N \ \\ GENUINE | 
A disciple of Walton,—a man calm and meek, \ AY bSs \ Ny | . TSS \ J OLDTOM 
Went off for a pleasant day’s angling to seek ; NX Sh 
So, his health to recruit (health is useful, you know), \ 
Away to the silvery Thames did he go! 











Serenely he smiled as a spot he surveyed, — 
Where the scenery was lovely with plenty of shade, “= 
Where the current was slow and propitious, he thought, [SSS 
And where doubtless some very good fish might be caught. ee 





























So he stood by this promising *‘ swim” he had found, 
And its depth he began with his plummet to sound ; 
Then calmly and deftly he put on his bait. 
And sat himself down for a nibble to wait. \ 

\ 
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And he thought, ‘* What a scene! and how balmy the air! 
Ah, what a relief after town-tcil and care!” 

But lo, as he mused on the beauties around, 

A voice said, *‘ Be off! This is private—this ground !” 


= ae eS eae uP Mier owe 


aS a a: 
eee eenanaetens enemmeiiae eee : 


Begging pardon, he left—walked a mile—perhaps twain. 
‘* This looks public,” thought he, so he sat down again. 
But soon the poor angler again was unnerved 

By a voice that said, ‘* Trespasser ! this is preserved !”’ 











And again he sought further for some spot of ground, {/ 
On which no riparian owner was found ; < 
But whenever he ventured to angle, anon 

Some manorial magnate soon made him move on. |= 


Se Eee n= pre ra te ae 
ee : 


Still, footsore and weary, he took up his rod, 
And in search of a ‘swim ” he endeavoured to plod ; | 
But each place was alike, not an inch of the bank = 
But belonged to some ‘‘ swell,” or some person of rank. = 





‘ae—teree wu = Ae te Ene 


— —= 


a 


And they said, ‘‘ This our sky is, that’s over our trees, 
And this is our sunlight, our air, and our breeze ; / ——— 





So, to sit, walk, fish, look, or to breathe here don’t dare : 
If you do, of the Law you had better beware !”’ 


** Why should you,” they continued, ‘‘a man needing change, 
Attempt by the side of Our River to range. — 
Do you think that its charms were intended for you /— [= —— 
A holiday-seeker ! An angler! Pshaw! Pooh!” 














So our angler, of every pleasure denied, THE WRONG SHOP. 











Wandered on, and still on, till he drooped and he died ! Loafer.—‘** AIN’T FEELIN’ WELL, SiR?” 
And his ghost haunts those spots where he wandered that Temperance Lecturer,— WELL? YESH, QUI’ WELL! SHTOOPISH MISH- 
day— TAKE, THASH ALL, THOUGHT ’TWAS TEMPERANSH Corrge Hous! 
But even his phantom they’ll soon drive away ! NEVER FOUND OUT TILL I'D HAD SHUM R&FRESHMENT,” 
A Deal of Trouble for Nothing. were curious as to his reasons for such peculiar conduct. ‘‘ Why,” they 


; asked, ‘‘ have you selected these odd places of concealment ?” 
SOMEHOW that train could wef get forward. The guard had waved “To avoid payment of my fare—three-halfpence,” he replied frankly. 


his flag and said, ‘‘ Right behind!” and the porter had said ‘‘ Right for- Ay 7” ra ; a 
ward !” and the driver had blown his whistle and turned on the regulator ; a de eg yee oA is hey “You would never proceed to such 
but the train wouldn’t move. Seven porters gave a push up behind, but om eae al . 
it was useless. The station master spoke seliiesl> to the engine, while I pn, 4 pen’ eae a ro ae do not know me. Learn then that 
the traffic manager remonstrated with the cars; but it was vain. tid tie tend eae a Gilewin Senta tia tial 9 be 
‘7 know—it’s iim! It’s the defrauder!”’ said the ticket-collector, ““A novel way of defrauding pay do compan caine to light at Shef- 
with a sudden inspiration. ** He's aoe “a hy cylinder | h: and | field on Wednesday. A hawker had at pat to ae from 
th = — off the mp ei site whose Ayal gr od Be Doncaster races to Shefiield without a railway ticket, and in order to 
ee eee evade the ticket collector, he laid on the seat while six of his companions 


But it was not long before “{ train was pulled violently up on a dan- sat upon hie.” 
erous curve, and stopped dead. ; : - / 
: All the officials on the train held a council to inquire into the cause. Pays ny wy the moral of this story is, ‘‘ What rum things folks do 
‘* 7know,”’ said the’guard, ‘‘ it’s Aim again ; he’s concealed himself in > ie 
the automatic brake, and put it on by accident.” . 
It was too true. It was the same party who had been pulled out of All the Difference. 
the cylinder on starting. There he was, right enough, and having ex- 
tricated him with some trouble, they re-took his name and address, and 








A provincial paper says that Mr. Gladstone is the principal Obstructionist in the 
House of Commons, because since 1880 he has spoken for 250 hours. 


proceeded. THAT Gladstone has spoken the last four years 
But that train could mot get along in peace. After that they found Some two hundred and fifty hours, 

the fire going out and the train slowing down ; and there he was in the Cr .se seems to this writer to utter sneers, 

funnel, After that, the guard’s brake was snapped off from the rest of And his temper it sadly sours ; 

‘the train with a violent jerk at the entrance to a low tunnel, and it was But then, unlike most in the Tory way, 


found that the passenger had concealed himself on top of the brake, and When the Premier speaks he has something to say. 
acted as awedge. After this he got under the ash-box and caused the 
train to turn a complete somersault when proceeding at the rate of eighty 
‘miles an hour, and become a mass of minute fragments. | 
All the passengers gathered round him in the six-foot way, for they | and Churchill. 


—4 





THe Conservative ‘*Ruce ov Turee.”—Salisbury, Northcote, 
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ENICENACES. 


Luck3Ly for society, professional agitators are comparatively few in 
number, but those who ply this trade must find it exceedingly profitable. 
Besides his ordinary business receipts, 
the professional agitator seldom ramps 
round the country for more than three 
months without being presented with a 
very substantial testimonial. Truly, 
golden sovereigns have taken the place 
of the old-fashioned rotten eggs which 
used to greet sedition-mongers, and it 
does not seem at all a trial for certain of 
our socialistic radical reformers to accept 
shining yellow coins stamped with the 


een’s head in payment for trying to 
hoe royalty through the mud. 


A SOCIALIST who wants to alter the 
constitution of the country rejoices that 
the press admits his fraternity to be 
** pig-headed folk.” He is just a little 
premature in his satisfaction, though ; 
the press is by no means unanimous in putting such a slight on porkers. 





‘‘Pat, my friend,” said an ardent reformer to a son of Ould Erin, 
‘* if socialism was Hingland’s law, every workin’ man ‘ud get exactually 
four times his present wages fur asf his present work.” ‘‘ Begorra, sorr, 
and is that so? Then wouldn’t it be more aisy to do no wurrk at all, at 
all, and get eight toimes his present wages?” ejaculated the Irishman. 


Tue ‘ladies’ tormentor” nuisance has been revived with great vigour 
in the Bow Road. In order to make these abominable squirts more 
deadly in their destructive effect, the manufacturers now fill them with 
Thames water. 


A sporTIVE Member of Parliament has been fined for shooting a 
pheasant in the close season. This is hard lines, as he is supposed in a 
moment of mental aberration to have mistaken it for a green goose. 


MANY worthy people are flustered because Dr. Richardson has been 
experimenting on live bow-wows at the Home for Lost Dogs in order to 
test a new-fangled method of killing the lower animals painlessly. They 
fear the new process may be extended to criminals under sentence of 
death, But there is no cause for alarm, Dr, Richardson has not the 
remotest idea of trying his skill on assassins. We are conservative in 
all our clumsy customs, and will continue to execute our murderers in a 
barbarous manner for many years to come. 


‘*Tuer Mystery of Edwin Drood” is being sifted out again. Some 
would-be discoverer opines that Datchery is Buzzard ; another searchist 
believes that the examiner who imagines Buzzard to be Datchery ought 
to be held under a pump and cooled down, while a few of the most 
enthusiastic explorers are getting hopelessly lost and mixed up between 
Datchery and Drood, and wander about with blisters on the back of 
their necks. What a pity the giant novelist cannot come back to life 
again, if only to sketch with stinging satire the characters ot the jackals 
who feast on and snarl over the last unfinished and undigested work of 
the big lion. 


AN old gentleman tripped up and fell down in Regent Street the other 
afternoon. A policeman who gallantly rushed forward to pick up the 
aged party, expecting to find him in a respectable sort of fit, seemed to 
be a little disappointed at seeing him convulsed in a giddy fit of laughter. 
** What caused you to tumble, sir?” asked the officer. ‘* Robertsh, 
my » you know about the law—arm of the lawsh, yourself (hic)—well, 
I fell in obedience to the law of gravity (hic), and now I’m trying to 
disobey it by laughing at such a stoopid law bein’ in force (hic),” 
chuckled the ancient gentleman. ‘* Perhaps you would take my arm, 
sir, Vine Street Station is within easy walking distance,” remarked the 
constable. 





Tue terrible sufferings endured by the crew of the Mignomette should 
not lead us into sentimental and false sympathy for the survivors. Please 
let us remember that Ann Burns, S Mills, Elizabeth Bedwin of 
London, and one Mrs, Westerman of Wakefield, have died of starvation 
within the last few weeks. These unfortunate creatures did not resort 
to cannibalism in order to save their lives. No! it never even dawned 
upon them that it would not be a grave crime to rob a baker's shop 
under such dire circumstances. Being ea/y women, who bore bitter 
pangs of hunger mew: but meekly, very few of their fellow-citizens 

now anything about their ghastly tortures, and hardly anybody com- 
miserates their fate. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


NO MERE QUESTION OF PARTY. 


UNBIASSED CONSERVATIVE. Dear me, look at that poor a 
crutches! Doesn’t it seem feeble? It can hardly keep itself up. y> 
surely it’s the-—— 

UNBIASSED LIBERAL. Of course it is—it’s the British Navy. Let us 
hope it will not catch the eye of any other nation’s navy, or it may be 
bad for it. Really, the condition of the navy is far too—— 

Uns, CONsERV. Serious a matter to be made a mere—— 

Uns, Lis. Question of party. You are quite right. That's exactly 
what my newspaper says; and, moreover, it continues :—‘* The com- 
mencement of the present state of afiairs dates from the fatal inaugura- 
tion of the policy of grab by Lord Beaconsfield.” 

Uns. Conserv, Pooh! Can’t see how ‘hat bears on the point. 
Now, my paper says :—** The condition of the navy is far too serious a 
matter to be made a mere question of party. There can be no doubt 
that the ruinous and niggardly policy of so-called ‘ retrenchment’ prac- 
tised by Mr. Gladstone must be held solely responsible for the present 
disquieting state of affairs.” 

Uns. Lis. What ghast—ly nonsense! After shat, my paper’s quite 
right when it says :—‘‘ The condition of the navy is far too serious a 
matter to be made a mere question of party. At the same time, if the 
disgraceful and costly system of bellicosity pursued by the Conservative 
Government——” 

Uns. CONSERV. Bah!—mere bosh. My paper says :—‘‘ The condi- 
tion of the navy is far too serious a matter to be made a mere question 
of party. Still, there is little doubt that the almost criminal disregard 
of our national safety displayed by the Liberal Government——” 

Une, Liz. Trash! You're a biassed fool! I shan’t hear another 
word. 

Uns. Conserv. And yow’re the most prejudiced ass I ever saw. 
Good day ! 

* * * * » * 

EDITOR OF CONSERV. PAPER (40 CONSERV. PRINTER’S Boy). Look 
here, old man ; the condition of the British navy is too serious a matter 
to be made a mere question of party. I just mention this in order that 
you may not set up any article on this subject of a denunciatory or party 
nature—d’ye see? 

CONSERV. PRINTER’S Boy. Oh, all right! What I was going to say 
was something like this :—‘‘ The condition of the navy is far too serious, 
&c., &c, The miserable and helpless condition into which our first line 
of defence has sunk should strike the death-blow to any hopes of con- 
tinuing longer in office indulged in by the Gladstone Cabinet ”—and 
sO on, 

Ep, oF Conserv. PAPer. Ah, yes! That’ll do nicely. 





> > « & * - 


Ep, or Lis, Paper (/o Lis, PRINTER’s Boy). My young friend, in 
producing the articles for the paper, I should like you to bear in mind 
that the condition of the navy is far too serious a matter to be 

Lis. PRINTER’S Boy. Oh, yes !—all right. I proposed to say that, 
and add :-—*‘ The pitiful attempts of the Opposition to turn to account 
a purely imaginary and baseless picture of the present ineffectiveness of 
our naval defences will be useless as a party weapon. Therejis no 
manner of doubt that the state of the navy is at the present moment 
more flourishing than at any previous epoch ; while, compared with its 
condition in the time of Conservative rule——” 

Ep. or Lis. Paper. Exactly! Your skill in avoiding any appear- 
ance of controversial, &c, is, &c., &c. 

. * » * ” = 


Cuorvus OF M.P.s The condition of the navy is far too serious a 
matter to be made a mere question of party. 

THe GOVERNMENT. We move a vote of confidence in the Govern- 
ment in the matter of the navy. Anything more flourishing—— 

THE OpposiTION. We move a vote of censure on the Government, 
The fearful state of the navy [Pree fight. 
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Ear agg ee ht * : 


_ Who, after getting together a nice little collec- 
on, of portable property, lighted upon the cheering 
cordial, 


“Pooh! A little 
And he always 


** Revolvers !” said Tomkins. 
overproof rum and whiskey!” 
left some handy. 


And one night there came sneaking in Bill Bludgeon 
and his “ pal;” 
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And Mr. Bludgeon and his friend awoke in their 


That Tomkins had only to avail himself of the 
familiar haunt, the police station. 


Imbibing it with so much zest. services of A 1 as porter. 








With language so palpably spiteful 
They cannot disturb my su-avity, 
And only exhibit their frightful 
Condition of moral depravity. 
I mention Blue Grass quite sedately, 
And Cosmos (without extra praise of it), 
But don’t fancy Sandiway greatly— 
And don’t care what anyone saise of it. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or ‘‘ Fun,” 


S1R,—I suppose you didn’t expect to hear from me last week after 
scoring such a big success over the Leger, eh? Of course, you expected 
me to take a holiday on the strength of it, and, of course, with your usual 
sagacity you were perfectly correct in your surmise. What an unusually 
lovely tip it was, Sir! Ido not wish to boast, but I do not think that 
tip has been equalled, no, not even by myself. And I wrote it by myself, 
I assure you. What did I say about Lambkin? Get the number off 
any bookstall—get it honestly, if you can, but get it—and refer. ‘* The 
Lambkin’s meek, but do not seek the Lambkin to despise—despise.” 
That's what I said—could anything be plainer? But, better than that, 


You'll find me next week more explicit, unless all my data’s erroneous. 


So tips hurry up and solicit from Yours (as you treat him), 
TROPHONIUS, 


4 
& 











I continued, : ‘‘Superba may, for all they say, contribute a surprise— 
surprise.” Well, what didshedo? Didn't she, although I expected her 
to take second place, succeed only in getting third, and more, didn’t she 
injure herself so severely that her racing career is over, and, breaking all 
links with the silk, she has gone to stud? What more of a “‘ surprise” 
do you want, may I ask? Sandiway, which I expected to see come in 
number three, I said might be found to ‘‘ repay some chaps,” and 
haven’t they found itso? Eh? What? Very well, then. 

The autumn handicaps are hardly ripe for discussion, so all I have to 
say at present will be found in the following 


TIP. 


The parties who've trusted the Prophet 
Have found the position precarious, 
They’ve but one o-pin-i-on of it, 
Although its expression is various. 
With range from the gentle ‘‘ Too bad, sir, 
I’m sorry to see such a flaw on you,” 
To the rabid, ‘* You villainous cad, sir! 


You see if I don’t have the law on you !” 








Our most truthful nephew, who has just returned from Colorado, 
in‘orms us that the hailstorms he witnessed over there this summer 
were simply magnificent, the smallest hailstones being the size of cricket 
balls, He adds, ‘‘ these storms usually come on during very hot days, 
by a wise provision of nature, the hailstones being then of the greatest 
utility to us when we are positively obliged to compound cocktails, 
cobblers, slings, and squashes.” 





In Train, 


A DAILY paper calls the “peripatetic politics of Mr. Gladstone and 
Sir S. Northcote ‘ locomotive orajory,’ ‘a to infer, perhaps, that 
both speakers have been getting their steam up, and have called at many 
stations. Of course, they are both ** Parliamentary ” locomotives, 





A MEMBER of the French Academy has discovered that melons con- 
tain a considerable quantity of alcohol, This news will doubtless cause 


many abstainers to feel melon-choly. 
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“SPITING THE SAXON.” 


“ THY TO ENGLAND.—A movement is on foot to substitute Irish for English names in the Dublin streets. A motion will be brought forward in the 
nee Ane Dublin Corporation to name the bridges after Irish kings or chieftains,” &c.—Newspaper. 
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sut when it came to telling his tradesmen where to send his provisions to, his mouth 
would sof twist into the right shape for saying the name of that street. 


3 Ss 


‘ 


So Pat altered the name of the street he lived in, and his delight was 
a thing to see. 








And it was just the same thing when he tried to invite a 
friend. 


But what were deprivation of food and friendship to him, in view of the Great 


He :at at home alone, but filled with a patriot’s joy. 





Cause? Nothing! 











It is true starvation reduced him to skin and bone; but was he not punishing As for the latter, 


Ae continued at his usual base avocations, 
the Saxon tyrant? ment with fortitude So they were both content. 


and bore the punish- 
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SIR STAFFORD ON A/S LITTLE MIDLOTHIAN TOUR.—HE FLATTERS HIMSELF THAT HE HAS 
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WIND, OR THE RIVAL BAGPIPES, 


RATHER MADE AN IMPRESSION, 
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WIND, OR THE RIVAL BAGPIPES! 
(See Cartoon.) 


“* SINCE Gladstone’s been doing so well in the North,” 
Said Sir Stafford, “1 fancy that / must go forth, 
And I shortly will show in Midlothian, N.B., 
That / can play bagpipes as well as Will G. 
I’m not awkwardly built, 
So in Tartan and kilt, 
Methinks I shall be as imposing as he.” 


“Imposing ” he was, in a different sense, 
For the “airs” that he gave them were nought but pretence ; 
His bagpipes he blew with much vigour, but still, 
The result of his musical labours was zz/, 
The natives all grinned, 
For he only blew wind, 
A sad failure was he after Premier Will ! 


All the notes he could get from his bagpipe were wrong, 
For he wanted to prove Gladstone’s case wasn’t strong. 
And to make matters worse, he e’en tried to declare 
That the Tories were friends to that Franchise affair ! 
Quite convulsed were the Scots 
In the various spots 
Where Sir Stafford gave off his attempt at an air! 


He blew and he blew till he made his cheeks_ache, 
Yet somehow or other his tour didn’t take, 
And the cause of his failure is easy to see—] 
He chose for his “airs” an entirely wrong key. 
For the People well knew 
Gladstone’s method was true, 
And that Tory professions ne’er truthful can be! 
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The Imperial Trio. 


(WITH ACCOMPANIMENTS BY KALNOCKyY, De GIERS, 
AND BISMARCK.) 


Emperor William to Emperor Alexander: 


OH, come to my bosom my own stricken dear, 
Nor think this avuncular bosom could shield 
The very remotest or haziest care 
To beat you in fimesse or meet you in field, 
Bismarck to Giers: 


No, Giers, this foul flirting with France isn’t fair ; 
Our sole right of fooling fair France I won't yield. 


Emperor Alexander to Emperor William : 

I knew your unbounded devotion and love, 

Dear uncle, nor doubted your truth for a minute ; 
Oh, let us eternally be hand and glove, 

And never care what either hand may have in it. 

De Giers to Bismarck: 

I know how your eagle can coo like a dove— 

But give me a chance, and just see how I'll skin it! 


Emperor Francis Joseph to both Emperors : 


Dear neighbours, and, oh! mayn’t I fairly add friends ? 
I feel so secure being guarded by you, 

Persuaded that never your policy tends 
To basely annexing, as some countries do. 


Kalnocky to two Chancellors : 
Oh! give us a single ally, and here ends 








Our part, that ally be it but Timbuctoo ! 


Ensemble of Emperors and Chan ellors: 


So, here’s to our meeting, and may they increase ! 

Each statesman’s a chum, and each sovereign's a brother. 
And all European dissension must cease 

When we have combined every quarrel to smother, 


Sotto ws tee 


Oh, yes! we'll be perfect preservers of peace 
Until we’re prepared to make war on each other. 








SOME processionists at a recent Franchise Demonstration 
wore masks representing the features of Mr. Gladstone. 
Doubtless, when the Tories hear the people asking for their 
electoral rights, they feel inclined to say ‘* Let ’em (m)ask !” 






































“C’EST DEFENDU DE FUMER.” 


First Anti-Nicotinian.—“SO THE NON-SMOKERS BEAT THE SMOKERS 
AT LORDS EASILY. SHOWS THE EVIL EFFECTS OF THE WEERD. 
Second Anti-Nicotinian.—“‘ OF CoURSE, OLD MAN! MEN WHO SMOKED 


omy ae 99 
CIGARS WERE BOUND TO THROW AWAY THEIR STUMPS. 








Moustaches v. Microbes. 


It appears that the moustache is a powerful preventive against cholera. 
men in France have recently dyed their moustaches with carbolic acid in order to filter 
and fumigate cholera microbes . . . . . . But the girls object.—See Press. 





A big moustache a cholera preventive ! 
Good gracious me! If that is really so, 

All our young men will be still more attentive 
To make their moustaches (like this party’s) grow. 
Let them not use carbolic acid though, 


For if they do, the girls will be objecting, 


And hate moustaches—which they viewed with bliss ; 


apie So, if a moustache you use for disinfecting 
(Especially if it bs as large as this), 
Let it be /a/se—and move it when you kiss ! 








King and Hero! 


Wuat heart is there in Europe has not thrilled 
At Italy’s monarch’s self-denying mission ¢ 
His cholera-stricken subjects’ sad condition 

His brave, heroic heart with pity filled. 


And he, who might have sat at home at ease, 
Amid all pleasures that existence smooth, 
To plague-infected Naples went, to soothe 

Those panic-stricken at the dread disease. 


He sought with hope the sufferers to cheer, 
And strove to mourners some relief to bring, 
And to alleviate sharp sorrow’s sting, 

Of danger and disease he knew no fear. 


Fears not to daily, hourly risk his life, 
To serve his subjects in their time of need ! 





The hearts of men are touched whene’er they read 
Of that brave King, who, where the plague’s most rife, 


A FRENCH GENTLEMAN claims to have discovered how to foretell the 


weather by the manner in which the 


the sugar has been put in. ( 
this gentleman has no (cofiee) grounds for his statements, 


are, indeed, all Mocha-ry. 


globules rise in one’s coffee after 
There are some, however, who assert that 


and that they 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
SgeT TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 


New Serigs, No. 40. Atr—“ Ten thousand founds per annum.” 


ALLACIOUS 
Folly stalks 
with rant 

And common 
sense resists : 

A case in point, 
observe those 
ant- 

I - vaccination- 
ists. 

The Union Con- 
gress of the 
Trades 

Has met at 
Aberdeen ; 

They seem to 
be well-tem- 
pered blades, 

Whose edge is 
rather keen, 

Ten thousand 

pounds per an- 
num, ten thou- 
sand pounds a 
year 

May save a lot of thought and eare, and much expense, my dear. 

Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 

Won't give us intellect, my love, or make our notions clear. 








Although the “Libs.” I do not doubt 
(To them my faith I pin), 
They take a Ripon fellow out, 
To place a Dufferin. 
The Worcester Festival, you see, 
Has come and gone once more. 
The firemen of the Gaiety 
Again were to the fore. 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
Is more than any viceroy makes, that I’m aware, my dear. 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
Is just about the sort of sum that I should like to clear, 


The Tories we do not condemn 
For their Midlothian mus, 
For while, no doubt, it pleases them, 
It doesn’t injure us. 
The folks of Modlin (near Warsaw), 
To which his Czarship went, 
Do not appear to show the flaw 
Of Modlin sentiment, 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
Those Tories would be glad to pay if they could lick us, dear. 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
The Czar would gladly give, I guess, if Socialists would ‘‘ clear,” 
King Humbert would to Naples go— 
It was a plucky thing— 
While cholera was raging so ; 
He's ev'ry inch a King! 
The preservation of the Thames 
Will give but little aid 
To those who'd stop the cheeky games, 
Of *‘ owners,” I'm afraid. 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
I'd settle on King Humbert, now, if I'd that sum, my dear. 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
Is fit reward for he who makes a public title clear. 


Some chaps enclosing common land, 
Some others pulled it down ; 
** Their Worships ” sat upon the band, 
And did them rather brown. 
Sir Charles has been to Somerset ; 
Nisere chaps are out ; 
And Yankee Blaine, who's in a ret, 
Regrets those notes, no doubt. 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
I'd give to pull the noses of *‘ enclosers ’’ all, my dear, 
Ten thousand pounds per annum, ten thousand pounds a year, 
That Blaine would give, no doubt, if he his character could clear. 








SOME PERSONS WON'T ENJOY 
THEMSELVES! 


‘*PooH! The British a discontented race?” said FUN indignantly ; 
‘I grant you that, when the weather is more than ordinarily atrocious, 
you, a Briton, may sometimes pull a long face and grumble a bit ; but I'll 
just take a stroll round in this lovely weather, and holiday time to boot, 
and you'll see I shan’t find two discontented Britons.” 

Out he went accordingly, and came upon a Briton. Strange to say, 
he did not, at first sight, strike him as looking very jovial ; but he de- 
cided that it must be the way the light caught him, and went round to 
have a look at him from the other side. No, it couldn’t be the light 
either. 

‘‘Well, what might be the matter with you, that you look so glum?” 
asked Fun. 

‘Oh, nothing in particular. J’m all right. I’m an Irish landlord, 
and they tried to shoot me, and shota relation of mine instead ; and the 
district is fined to pay compensation, and as I happen to be the only 
person in the district capable of paying anything, I have got to pay the 
whole lot. However, it’s only a few millions; so I can pay it easily 
when I’ve pawned my boots and so forth. Oh, /’m jolly enough !” 

Greatly disappointed at this specimen of British discontent, but still 
hopeful, FUN came upon a second Briton. Somehow 4e did not appear 
too contented either. 

“Oh, here, I say! another of you? What's the matter with you, for 
goodness sake ?”’ 

** With me?” growled the second Briton, “‘oh, /'ve not got much to 
complain of—oh dear no! I'ma respectabie ratepayer of Slowtown-by- 
the-Sea, and the Salvationists keep me awake all night, and the Salva- 
tionists and Skeletons put me in danger of sudden death all day, and I 
can’t move out of doors without having a brick at my head, or a knock 
from a police truncheon; and as the Salvation-Skeleton fights have 
done a lot of damage, I have to pay extra rates to cover it, and the 
expense of drafting extra police and cavalry into the town; so /’m en- 
joying myself, 7am!” 

Fun’s belief in his countrymen was beginning to die out, He went 
two steps further and found a group of Britons. These could hardly be 
described as overflowing with contentment either. 

** Well,” said Fun, ** what have all you to——?” 
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**Oh, nothing at all!” said an emaciated seafaring man. ‘* We have 
been undergoing the horrors of shipwreck fora few weeks, and just been 
rescued and landed in a shattered state of health; ard we have volun- 
tarily confessed to having, while in a state of despair and misery which 
rendered us irresponsible for our actions, committed an act which the 
rigid letter of the law holds to be acrime. Therefore, although public 
opinion unanimously acquits us of all blame, we are detained, in our 
weakness and distress, from our wives and children in order to be tried.” 
** And I,” said another, ‘‘as a reward for being the captain who rescued 
the sufferers, am detained from proceeding in my ship, and put to endless 
inconvenience and loss, in order to give evidence. Shan’t see the next 
castaways I come across, that’s all.” 

FUN sighed a deep-drawn sigh of disappointment; his belief in the 
contentment of his countrymen had almost gone. He proceeded a step 
or two further and came upona policeman. There was little which 


| could be truthfully called joy in his face either. 


**Oh dear, constable! you discontented too? Well, what cause of 
discontent might you imagine you possess?” 

**Oh, I’m delighted, 7 am,” replied the policeman. ‘I’ve got every 
reason to jump with joy, / have. A Sheffield fishmonger having been 
fined £25 for exposing for sale a quantity of fish unfit for human food, 
and I having been ordered to assist in its removal, I have been ill for a 
couple of days from the effects. Why on earth the fishmonger was not 
made to remove his own putrid fish and keep his diseases to himself 
but there! I’m delighted, I am!” 

‘* The British a discontented race?” pondered Fun. ‘* Good laws, 
well carried out—justice everywhere—safety to life and property—just 





| distribution of pains and penalties—yet my countrymen grumble!” And 


he gave them up. 
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ACROSS THE HERRING POND. 


GRAND ALLEGORICAL AND DECORATIVE DESIGN, REPRESENTING MR. IRVING, CO., AND LUGGAGF, DRAWN BY ADORING 
AMERICAN HERRING ACROSS THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP, TO FURTHER FAME AND FORTUNE. 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE AFRICAN PIGMIES. 


Mr. FARINI and I, Sir, are old friends, and thoughI had not met 
him since the memorable afternoon when, accompanied by ‘‘ the Greek 
Tattooed Nobleman,”’ he took tea with me—the ‘* Tattooed one” took 
offence on the occasion in question, I regret to say, and assaulted me with 
the toast-rack, but no matter!—his reception of me at the recent 
** Anthropological Levée” was most cordial. 

One touch of nature makes even dealers in Natural Phenomena and 
Extra-Specials kin, and the fact that at an earlier period of my life I 
nearly succeeded in importing a Three-headed boy of Transylvanian 
parentage is quite enough to account for our mutual friendship. Ah ! 
Sir, if that triple-headed youth had only reached these shores what a 
fortune I should have made! But as you will remember, he succumbed 
to the hideous effects of a triple attack of ma/ de mer in crossing the 
Channel. Three stewards armed with three basins did for him all that 
sympathy could suggest; but alas! he had but two hands wherewith to 
hold his triple aching heads, and after about two hours of a choppy sea, 
he calmly arranged his three fevered brows on an air cushion, gave a 
spasmodic suck at three lemons with his three pairs of parched lips, and 
passed away. 

I recalled this poor Hubert’s fate as I pressed Mr. Farini’s hand in 
silence, and took my place amongst the assembled anthropologists, 
physiologists, and journalists of various degree. 

Mr. Farini did not keep us waiting. ‘* Gentlemen,” he said, ‘‘I have 
to-day to introduce to your notice a party of * Dwarf Earthmen > from 
Central Africa, who will now emerge from yonder ant-hill which they 
habitually make their home.” With the same, out crept half a dozen of 
the quaintest little niggers you ever saw. . 

** You said these dwarfs hailed from Mid-Afsica, Mr. Farini, did you 
not?” IT inquired aloud. ‘ Certainly, sir, certainly,” was his reply. 

‘Then you'll pardon me, I hope,” I returned, ‘for remarking that 
I think you have made a slight mistake. Surely these pigmies must be 
natives of the ‘ Ant-hilles.’ ’ 

Mr. Farini advanced on this, and shook me effusively by the hand. 
“You are really too good,” he said. 

** Not at all, not at all,” I replied, taking out several back numbers 
of this estimable journal, and handing them round. ‘‘ Apropos,” I 
added, ‘‘ how about the original tenants of the ant-hills 2?” 

“* The original tenants?” echoed Mr. Farini, seizing his chance, like 
the bold enterprising quipster that he is, ‘‘the original million-ants, you 
mean!” and for the moment I felt that your E.-S. was eclipsed. 











But I soon shone out again. ‘‘ Quite so,” I answered ; ‘‘ well, how 
do they get on with the human intruders?” 

Mr. Farini paused for a moment, and, like the man who hesitates, he 
was lost ; for, seeing my chance to retrieve my reputation, I hastened to 
add, ** But of course I need not ask, the natives naturally go inside, 
whilst the ants occupy the anty room !” 

It was not until the laugh had repeatedly gone round that Mr. Farini 
could complete his introduction of ‘‘ N’co, N’qui,” ‘‘ N'fim, N'fom,” 
and all the rest of the pigmies, whose language he explained, consisted 
opin of a series of clicks and a peculiar whine, which wine, by-the- 

ye, ought to be C/rcyuot, though, as a matter of fact, it isn't. 

They—the queer little ‘‘darkies’’—went through their pantomimic 
display in a way so interesting and comical that, though they can't be a 
‘‘ gigantic” success, they certainly ought to *‘ dwarf” all previous shows 
of the kind. As they always use poisoned arrows when they are at 
home, it is to be hoped they will not make themselves quite at home 
with us. I saw a lump of the poison they prepare their shafts with : it 
has a peculiar ‘‘ arrow-ma” of itsown, The best archer is N’co, who 
is the ‘‘ dow (and arrow) idea/” of a good shot. 

It seems that these curious visitors were found by a Mr. Healey, who 
is Mr. Farini’s lieutenant. Now, one good turn deserves another; and 
if, by way of rejoinder, these curious visitors would go and lose Mr. 
Healey—Mr. Parnell’s Mr. Healey, I mean—there would be no bounds 
to the country’s demonstrative gratitude. 


— ——— 
Make a (n)oat of it! 


Six STAFFORD NORTHCOTE said the other day that Mr. Gladstone 
had ‘* sowed his wild oats in Midlothian.” Probably, but the Conser- 
vatives bar(e)ley liked those oats, for they knocked the Jingoes all a-rye. 














Tuose chivalric Gauls who attacked the Italian workmea in Mar- 
seilles, through jealousy of their superior ability, are snarling viciously 
at the benighted Chinese because they do not consider it an honour to 
have Celestial acres stolen from them by /a Je//e France. The self-suffi- 
ciency of Frenchmen is so great that we verily believe some of them 
consider Europe ought to feel flattered at their having introduced the 
present epidemic of cholera, 





ANOTHER WATERSPOUT.—Sir Wilfred Lawson. 
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Smith.—* BEASTLY HBADACHE I HAVE THIS MORNING! 


Brown.—‘* WuY, WHERE WERE You?” 
Smith and Brown (together).—** WHY, SO WAS I.” 
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A HEALTHY RESORT. 


1 TOO MANY BRANDIES AND SODA Last NIGHT, I’M AFRAID.” 
Brown, —** DON'T FEEL UP TO MUCH MYSELF; HAD LOBSTER SALAD FOR SUPPER, AND HAVEN’T SLEPT A WINK,” 
Fones.—‘* WELL, JUST LOOK AT THE FRIGHTFUL COLD / cauGuT Last NIGuHT.” 


Fones.—“ AT THE HEALTH EXHIBITION.” 
[All groan. 








NEW LEAVES. 


Tie Century.—There is a peculiar interest attached to ‘‘ Legends of 
the Passamaquoddy,” by Charles G. Leland, and the drawings on birch 
bark by a Quadi Indian, 


fascinating works. 


Creighton, forms a powerful and instructive paper. 
others of the usual high character. 

Houschold Words is always in good favour. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl's 
Own Paper, always deserve praise. 


so great as ‘* The Fashions.” 





month a portrait of ‘‘ The Queen of Song,” Madame Adelina Patti. 


© St. Nicholas. —The number opens with acharming poem, ‘‘ The Little | 
Quaker Sinner,” followed by ‘* The Dalzeils of Daisydown,” and other | 


Macmillan’s.—‘‘The Northumbrian Border,” by the Rev. Canon | 
It is followed by | 


The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion bas other attractions besides, but none 


itman's Musical Month!ly.—Besides songs and music, there is this | 


| Whither Ghost Thou? 


Mr. JOHN Mor.ey referred to the Peers the other day as the 


“*Ghosts of political archzeology.” ‘* Ghosts” seems hardly the word, 


for their lordships just now appear to be sadly out of * spirits” at the 


gradual departure of their glory. 





NEW EDITION OF 


‘THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, 


By One who does not Believe in Him. 


LALLA LLL 


| “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Fees!! Half the Cost 
and Trouble!!! Cheice! 
Deticious! A Great Luxury !! 

See that 

you get a 
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Pints, a m8, 

Packet for 7 


Pints. Have Met 
ALFRED BIRD & SONS, Devonshire Worka, 
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WHERE THE FISH NEVER GO. 
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Our friend, Reglerdipp, was going for a holiday to the seaside. But he felt one great pang. ‘I have come to say ‘good-bye’ for a whole month, ' he said to his 
favourite article of food; “‘ I am leaving London for the seaside.’ 
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But he was not happy at the seaside. Whole days he would sit on a breakwater and wonder in which Ba of London the fish were caught, and what they would 
say if they saw the great sea, that the bad smells arise from. And then he would go sadly and ask the fishermen what they made and mended those great nets for. 
And they would set to wondering, as if it had never struck them before. 
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And one day, as he wandered about that seaside resort, there was his London friend in the fishmonger ap. 3 have tried so long to find you!” it said wearily. £0 
Reglerdipp ransomed it from the fishmonger at ten shillings a pound : but it wasn't the fresh, joyous creature he had known it in London, where the fish is caught | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THT HE ADELPHI. 
—Zln the Ranks 
still keeps firm 
hold of the 
boards here. 
Mr. Sims’s 
**follow,” in 
Me . the shape of a 
$4 7 acer } / sae was ; - 1 new piece, was 
‘ in active re- 
hearsal until 
recently, but it 
has been with- 
drawn ‘‘incon- 
sequence of the 
continued suc- 
cess” of Mr. 
Charles War- 
ner’s assertive virtue, Mr. Beveridge’s thorough villainy, Mr. E. W. 
Garden’s comic soldier-yness, et cotra, et cxtra; and don’t look like 
coming on at all just yet. 





eae 


Tus Avetrui.—‘In THE Ranks!” 


Tue Court.—This theatre has re-opened for the season with Mew 
Men and Old Acres, a piece strongly associated with success and this 
theatre. There are new men in the parts in many, I may say in most, 
instances ; but my sides, and my heart, were the same old achers when- 
ever the Bunters, or Bertie, or Brown, or Blasenbalg—a regular hive of 

3's—or Lilian, were about. The popularity of the play is unquestion- 


| able, which—as, without being a startlingly original work, its merits are 


high—is satisfactory : it will, no doubt, be found attractive for some time 
to come, and quite worthily hold its place until the advent of Mr. 
Bronson Howard's Young Mrs, Winthrop—the next on the Court list. 


New Men is admirably played—it would be in- New-Men to hint other- 
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' wise. Mr, Clayton is perhaps suited better in the part of Brown than 
| he has been for some time, and those acquainted with the actor’s style 
will readily understand with what art the manly, tender-hearted, straight- 
forward manufacturer is portrayed. Miss Marion Terry has the disad- 
vantage of appearing in Lilian as a successor to such consummate artists 
as Mrs. Kendal and her own sister, Miss Ellen Terry, but she suffers very 
little by the contrast ; her rendering of the humour of the part has a some- 
what lighter touch, perhaps, than either of her predecessors gave it, but 
it is very piquant all the same. Mr. Anson repeats his performance of 
Bunter, a part that suits him to the finger-ends; and Mrs. John Wood 








is casier imagined than described as his expansive matrimonial associate. 


Mr. ARTHUR CECIL gives a picture of aristocratic age, “ haughty 
but kindly,” and under matrimonial command, which is worthy to rank 
with Mr. Hare's rendering of the same character; and I don’t think I— 
or he—can better that; Mr. H. Reeves-Smith is a respectable Bertie, 
and Mr. E. D. Lyons a capital Blasenbalg ; but Miss L. Fane is hardly 
the Fanny Bunter of my imaginings—totally opposed to them if Fanny- 
thing, 


Ast.Ley’s.—A piece entitled Called Buck, ‘* by Mr. John Chute,” has 
been produced here, It is a version, not authorized—or even ‘‘ part- 
author ’’ized—of Mr. Fargus’s successful novel. I’ve not ‘‘ called” at 
Astley’s, so I am unable to bring a personal report ‘* back,” but I am 
given to understand that the dramatisation is about as mean as the 
literary morality of the individual who dramatises a novel against its 

author's will, 


I HAVE just 
had a Mhittle 
book handed 
to me for re- 
view which has 
simply delight- 
ed me ; and, as 
its subject is to 
some extent 
dramatic, I feel 
that it will be 
more in cha- 








racter for me 
to express my 
opinion of it 
here than to 
hand it over to the gentleman who ‘‘ does” the books for this journal at 
the lower end of another column. The work in question is called ‘‘ The 
Beauties of Festus,” and is not, as you have humcrously supposed, a 

icture gallery of bygone ‘‘ professional ” ones, or a catalogue of Festus’s 





Tu« Peincesss.—"A PuoTrocrarnic Fricht !’ 





aces of person, but a series of well and appreciatively culled extracts 
by ‘*A Student” from the famous poem of that name by Mr. P. J. 
Bailey. I don’t feel quite like criticising poetry of such a high class as 
this, so full of imagination and feeling, but let some facts speak. The 
book was brought to me at a moment when I was up to my eyes in work. 
Now I do not supremely yearn for poetry, and I do adore work above 
everything. In an incautious moment I opened the leaves of ‘‘ Festus.” 
From that moment work was impossible. I read on, and on, and on; 
devils awaiting uncorrected ‘‘ proofs” whistled and danced on the thres- 
hold ; printing machines yawned in helplessness, hungry for ‘‘ copy ;” 
editors armed with gruesome scissors and remorseless paste threatened 
fiercely; engravers pierced me with gravers; ‘‘ process producers ” 
poured corrosive acids over me; luncheon was served, all, all in vain. 
I was deep in Festus; no plummet-line could reach me, no grappling- 
iron drag me forth! Seriously, the book is one for all lovers of poetry 
to possess ; it will fit the breast pocket easily, and once possessed will be 
dipped into with constant and ever-increasing pleasure. There! 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Henry Herman has hit upon a splendid 
idea. He is going to burlesque his next piece himself, before anyone else 
gets a chance. How I should like to see him ruining his own best situa- 
tions and wincing at his own jocularity!' This procedure has suggested 
an equally splendid idea to me, and I’ve just sent in for editorial permission 
to write all these notices of mine in my usual uproariously comic vein In the 
first column, and then turn it all into tragedy in the other column; I 
await editorial 
reply. — Mr. 
Harris has laid 
on a number of 
useful _ boys, 
who have the 
double merit of 
calling cabs 
and __ burking 
thetouts.—Mr 
Harrington 
Baily, with a 
strong show 
and company, 
opens the 
Opera Comi- 
queonthe1 1th, 
—A Wet Day 
was down for 
production at 
the Gaiety on Monday; surely this is likely to be a damper.—Mrs. Langtry 
is shor ly coming out in Serge Panine, which is not an opposition 
material to Louis Velveteen, but a new version of M. Ohnet’s not very 
elifying but (in France) immensely successful play of that title.—The 
arrangements at the Court include, besides the production of Young 
Mrs, Winthrop, the presentation of M. Erckmann-Chatrian’s Les 
Rantzau, *‘done into English” by Messrs. Clement Scott and B. C. 
Stephenson, and Her Father's Friend by Mr. A. Rudall.— 7heodora is 
the title of M. Sardou’s next piece for Mdme. Bernhardt. The particular 
Theodora is the historical lady who was a ‘‘stage-player” at Constanti- 
nople, and subsequently consort of the Emperor Justinian. The late 
Watts Phillips wrote a drama on the same subject many years ago, and 
called it Theodora, Actress and Empress, for an accurate account of which 
see Fun, Vol. IIT. (N.S.) page 63. It cannot be said that this person 
expired in Theodora sanctity.—Another burlesque on Caled Back! It 
is to be called Called There and Back, and written by Mr. Herman 
Merivale (of all people!) assisted by Mr. Comyns Carr (of all people !)— 
Mr. Alfred Thompson, the father of all stage-costume designing in Eng- 
land worth the name, hasa portion of the Dick Whittington dresses, &c., 
in hand for Drury Lane; these, it goes without saying, will be‘‘ some- 
thing like!”—A new dramatist has appeared. His name is John 
Smith, and a farcical piece of his called Out of Sorts, was produced at 
Windsor the other night. Envious ones are already endeavouring to de- 
fraud John of his due, however ; it is darkly hinted that the piece is not 
his at all, but was written by the brothers Hawtrey, and is intended to fol- 
low Zhe Private Secretary, when necessary.—Sometime during this 
month Mr. Samuel Hayes will reo Her Majesty’s with opera at 
popular prices.—Mrs. Kendal has et endeavouring at the Social 
Science Congress to throw some light upon the condition of the drama 
—some Kendal-light if I may be allowed to say so, NESTOR. 
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Too.e’s.—**‘ Orr Duty!” 














We learn from the North that ‘‘ many farmers in Lancashire will 
come down with a crash shortly.”” Judging from the chubby condition 
of the Lancashire land cultivators we’ve seen lately, they will not make 
more noise ia falling than indiarubber balls; but, taking weight into 
consideration, we calculate that coroners’ inquests will be held on any 
unfortunate persons these obese tillers of the soil happen to drop on. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “ Fun.” 


S1r,—I am forming my opinions of the 
Autumn Handicaps with inconceivable rapidity, 
and wholly unassisted by the betting. This is, 
perhaps, unprecedented ; but that is the way 
with me, Iam always doing something unusual, 
and you never know where to have me—par- 
ticularly on “‘settling day.” I am not pre- 

ed to give you the result of my cogitations 
this week, though I do think Great Northern 
and Ben More are not to be despised. Next 
week you shall have some directions for the 
Cesarewitch, but for the present, and just to go 
on with, here is a 


Tip FOR THE NOTTINGHAM HANDICAP. 


Now, ‘‘ Brag’sa good dog,” we have frequently 
heard 
(And frequently had to admit it, of course); 
To the wisdom of ages it hasn’t occurred 
To tell us, however, if Brag’s a good horse. 
But the wisdom of ages, though all very well, 
Compared with a Prophet’s, displays a great 
lack, 
For, although z¢ can't doit, the] Prophet caz tell 
That Brag is a horse you may venture to 
back. 


But lay not the whole of your eggs (when you 
lay) 
In one basket only (if anxious to win) ; 
If you want something ‘‘on” that is likely to 
pay 
You won't be far out if you take Whipper-In. 
The chance of Pearl-Powder may go with a 
‘* whiff,” 
While Columbine’s not very easy to beat ; 
But it would not surprise me excessively if 
Pearl-Powder and Columbine ran a dead 
heat. 


The Rosebery filly I do not despise, 
The Rosebery filly I do not select ; 
Though Sachem is not very great in my eyes, 
Yet Sachem is likely to punish neglect, 
Though these should be plenty for once ina 
way, 
If parties are hungry more horses to back, 
They couldn’t do better, I'll venture to say, 
Than tackle Lord Rosebery’s Cutlet—or 
Snack. 


And if you'll excuse me, as it’s just one 
o’clock, I’ll take the liberty of running round 
the corner for my cutlet and snack, with suit- 
able accompaniment of a liquid nature—say 
imperial Tokay, although strict veracity would 
lead me to admit that— 


‘** Sausage and mash, 
With a lemon-and-dash,” 


more accurately represents the nature of the 
repast reserved for your unequalled correspon- 
dent, TROPHONIUS, 


“Hye, eye, there!” 

THE Berlin oculists assert that the dust from 
the elevated railroads has added five per cent. 
to the profits of their profession. Without the 
Berlin people are wool gathering, and are 
blind to their own interests, they should see 
that this is a matter that requires seeing to at 
once, and their cry should be, ‘‘ Down with 
the dust,” 


Odd if they didn’t. 

IT is stated that, ‘‘up to Tuesday, the 16th 
inst., 2,735,027 persons had visited the Health 
Exhibition. The total number of visitors to 
the Fisheries Exhibition was only 2,703,051.” 
Really, we see nothing extraordinary about 
this; it is only natural that people should 
prefer Health to Fish. 



































INNOCENT CONVERSATIONAL INANITY AT THE HEALTHERIES. 


Tottie.—‘* THIS IS A ‘NICE FLIRTY LITTLE SPOT TO BROWSE ABOUT IN, ISN’T IT, 
ERNEST?” 
Ernest.—*‘ AW !—THAT DEPENDS—ER—ON—ER—WHAT SORT OF Dwess A GIRL 


WEARS, TOTTIE. YOURS IS ONE DOOSID LIKELY TO BE SPOTTED ON THE SPOT bY 
YOUR MA; AND THEN—OH !|—WON’T SHE BE ANGWY, WATHER?” 


TTL A TS 


Tory-Turning ! 
{A Liberal paper hath‘it that '‘the Conservatives, distracted by their own inconsistencies, and harassed by 
internal squabbles, know not which way to turn.”] 
We beg your pardon, oh! Liberal print, 
For in your remarks we an error discern ; 
The Conservatives show they can take a hint, 
And that they at last their opinions can ‘‘ turn.” 








Ir is the fashion of late to refer to Mr. Gladstone as the ‘‘ Liberal Mahdi;” but, alas! it 
would seem as if it were the Tories themselves who, from the present agitation, have gained a 


** false profit. - 
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ENICKNACKS, 


A NOvEL and interesting entertainment is unintentionally provided for 
the mavhers at the Healtheries, The amusement afforded consists in 
allowing them to witness hungry 
little 3 visitors attempting to eat 
a Japanese dinner with chopsticks, 
and spoiling their dresses by dror- 
ping moist shreds of salmon, 
prawns, sugared beans, cucumber, 
and rice over their tasty toilets. 
This method of decorating swans- 
down-bordered dolmans with pink, 
of marking green mavourneen cor 
sages with red, of staining plum- 
coloured velveteen waterfall coats 
yellow, and of embellishing cream 
and mauve-tinted cashmere skirts 
with fragments, does not please the 
papas, husbands, and good, kind 
uncles who have to‘ fork out” for 
the dresses of the chopstick experi- 
mentalists. All the male sufferers 
emphatically declare the saucy chop- 
stick to be no improvement on the 
prosaic fork. Yet it is a difficult 
matter to display much temper when a pretty woman looks up into one’s 
face and says she doats on chopsticks; at least, so a good, kind uncle 


tells us. 








Mr. Oscar BROWNING can give good lectures on the various high 
and twisted branches of elevated education, but we mark with sorrow 
that this gentleman, possessing such influence and such a suggestive 
name, does not perpetrate learned essays on one of the most important 
portions of instruction—viz , cookery. We would toast him if he could 
effect some reform in culinary arrangements by doing so. The school- 
board children still eat macaroni without the succulent accessories of 
rich sauce and grated parmesan, not one-tenth of them know whether 
the preference should be given to burnt sugar, China soy, or the gentle 
burnt onion when selecting a browning for gravies, and none of them 
have ever ruined a gown with chopsticks. 


THE city pe ap is no doubt swollen to an immense size by the 
consumption of turtle soup ; but this fact should not cause it to become 
lazy, and neglect its legal duties by omitting to see that properly fixed planks 
are provided for the over-worked fish porters, who earn a risky living by 
carrying denizens of the sea from the vessels off Billingsgate to the quay. 
The swell from passing steamers sometimes causes the porters to twist 
about in the deep water like the conger-eels city turtle is often made 
from ; but the men, as a ru'e not being amphibious, die now and again. 
If a thousandth part of the money “‘ planked down” for turtle and cham- 
pagne by civic authorities were ‘‘ planked down” for suitably adjusting 
planks, a few lives might be saved. 


AMONG the most disagreeable matters some people have to deal with 
in life, are objectionably insinuative surnames, which are not only difficult 
to get rid of, but are apt to lead their owners astray. For instance, a 
military gentleman named Lush was recently dragged by his name into 
a aahiedouss fight, which only terminated after his arm was broken ; 
and a foreigner named Meati is reported to have been drawn, by a desire 
to make his name more widely known, into playing dangerously with 
cats, dogs, and cholera microbes. Luckily, however, the gentleman 
has not become cold Meati as yet. 


THE centenary of the death of that singularly eccentric gentleman, 
Dr. Johnson, should be observed with the greatest respect, as the work 
performed by the giant lexicographer will be a means of solid instruction 
and amusement to humanity as long as this planet gavorts round ; but he 
was more fluctuating in his views, and not always so profoundly sen- 
sible as his most ardent admirers would wish us to believe. The odd, 
whimsical man spoke sensibly enough about good humour when he said, 
** Nothing can more show the value of good humour than that it recom- 
mends those who are destitute of all other excellences, and procures 
negeed to the trifling, friendship to the worthless, and affection to the 
dull ;” but he quite took the bit between his teeth and bolted, when he 
said, anent mirth, *‘ Men have been wise in different modes, but they 
have always laughed the same way.” Our more modern experience is 
that one man’s joke is another man’s poison, 





OLIVER GOLDSMITH used to sit in Brick Court and pensively watch 
the rooks that fluttered about. The young literary men of the present 
day go to *‘ Prosser’s Avenue,” when they wish to indulge in the same 
enjoyment, and then mayhap go in for a quiet little flutter themselves. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THAT RESPONSIBILITY QUESTION. 


FRENCH MINISTER OF WAR TO FRENCH ADMIRAL. The thing we 
have to be most careful about is to avoid ang em. Toa responsibility for 
any damage which might be sustained by the ships belonging to the 
Neutral Powers. 

FRENCH ADMIRAL. Of course. You are quite right. We must 
scrupulously avoid any act which might appear like a commencement of 
hostilities. 

BoTH (with a wink each). Ex-actly! 





” * . * * 
FRENCH ADMIRAL (fo French Captain of tronclad), The thing we 
have to be most careful about is to avoid incurring the responsibility for 
any damage which might be sustained by the ships belonging to the 


Neutral Powers. 
FRENCH CAPTAIN. I understand. We shall hold the Pekin Govern- 


ment responsible for any act which might partake of the nature of a 
commencement of hostilities ? 

FRENCH ADMIRAL. Precisely! There is a Chinese ironclad. The 
crew are asleep and their guns unloaded ; so just give them a few shells 
and sink them. . . . Good! I will now send a despatch to the 
Minister of War explaining that the Pekin Government are responsible 
for any act which might appear, &c. Meanwhile I will await instruc- 
tions how to act. 
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FRENCH CAPTAIN. Very good. While you are so engaged I might 
just send a manifesto to the Chinese commander to the effect that we shall 
old him responsible for any damage which may accrue to the shipping 
of the Neutral Powers ; and then land a force and destroy a town or two 
without waiting for an answer. 

FRENCH ADMIRAL. Well done! Capital slaughter! Took ’em so 
by surprise too! They hadn’t a notion war had been decl—eh ?—ahem! 
—I should say—I meant 

FRENCH MINISTER OF WAR. I will now explain to the Neutral 
Powers that the Pekin Government is solely responsible for any damage 
which——Hullo! What’s that sound of cannon? Why, if the Neutral 
Powers haven’t combined to bombard the French shipping! Without 
any declaration of war too. What savagery! Here’s a despatch from 
them—what’s this?—‘‘ John Bull and Company beg to say they hold 
the French Government responsible for any damage sustained——” 
Well! Talk of—why—hang it !—without any declaration of war, and 
—why—well I a7i——_! [Left exclaiming. 











Not Harmful. 


[The Dispatch alludes to ‘Sir Stafford Northcote's gentle thunder.”’] 
A GOODLY phrase, in many ways— 
It proves its truth as under :— 
Sir S. employs but little noise ; 
He makes no flash, is not so rash 
As Randy, who w// blunder. 
It draws no tear, awakes no fear, 
Its rumble slight ne’er causes fright, 
Sir Stafford’s ‘* gentle thunder !” 


Heads and Taels! 


THOse Chinese are a strange people. They recently issued a procla- 
mation offering 5,000 taels for the head of the French commander, 
thereby displaying quite a new notion of ‘‘taels I win, and heads you 
lose!” As this took place in the Min, however, its usefulness is per- 
haps reduced to a Min-imum. 








WE do not love costermongers as a rule, their weights”are too fre- 
quently light, and their measures too often small ; yet the heavily-weighted 
drastic measures that have been meted out to some of these itinerant 
vendors of food lately, who ply an indifferently honest trade, might be 
served to many of the legitimate industrials who supply inferior cats’- 
meat (in the form of sausages) and decayed fish toalong suffering public. 
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THEH ANOIENT MARINER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


IT is an ancient Mariner, 
And he stoppeth old J. B. 

“‘ By thy whiskers big, O late First Lord, 
Now wherefore stopp’st thou me? 


The Franchise question calls me here, 
And Egypt calls me there ; 

My hands are full, andZpoor John Bull 
No moment has to spare.” 


He holds him with his chubby hand, 
“ Look to the ships !” quoth he. 

“ Avaunt ! release me, whiskered loon, 
And let a body be.” 


He holds him with his business eye, 
And old J. B. stands still 

To listen like a customer : 
The Mariner hath his will. 


Submissively J. B. sits down ; 
He cannot choose but hear ; 

And then that ancient man speaks on, 
The business Mariner. 


“ Our war-ships trim at present swim, 
And we securely sleep ; 

But one day we may wake to find 
Them sunk beneath the deep.” 


“ Good gracious! ancient Mariner, 
Thou should’st not fright me thus ! 


Why talk’st thou so?” ‘“ That thou may’st know 


Thy fleet ain’t worth a cuss!” 


“ Ain’t it, by Jove?” exclaims old John, 
“Then I must cry Jeccavz ; 

But name the sum—come what may come, 
I'll have a tip-top Navy !” 
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IT IS AN ANCIENT MARINER, A FIRST Lorp 
“BY THY WHISKERS AND THY GLITTERING 
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GC EYE, ’LL HAVE A GOOD NAVEE!” 











)THER “TERRIBLE TALE OF THE SEA.” 
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A Dreadful Deed! 


“At the Petty Sessions held at Great Berkhampstead the other day a number of little children 
were successively arraigned on the serious charge of BLACK BERRYING. ‘They were subjected to 
various fines, representing in each case, with costs, about a week's earnings of the breadwinner of 
the household to which they belonged. One desperate offender, who appeared to have gone black- 
berrying twice, besides being fined, was warned that she would be sent to a ceformatory if charged 
again. ’—Daily News. 


WE live, gentle reader, in terrible times, 
’Mid deeds that we shudder to mention, 

Our newspapers teem with the record of crimes 
That fill us with dire apprehension— 

But the worst kind of villainy met with of late, 
In this era of terror and tricking, 

Is that of some children who (shocking to state) 
Have dared to go blackberry-picking ! 

Oh, how can we hope to depict in this rhyme 

This plucking of blackberries? Horrible crime! 


Just fancy small children, so tender in years, 
Yet so criminal, hardened, and vicious ! 

Just fancy these mites, whom their parents thought “ dears,” 
Indulging in deeds meretricious ! 

To see their young offspring depraved, I’m afraid, 
Must surely most sorely have pained them, 

And no doubt, by those magistrates grief was betrayed 
When they (oh, so wisely!) arraigned them ! 

Picture children intent, in this civilized clime, 

On blackberry-picking—-a terrible crime ! 


Picking o#ce seems the acme of crime and of vice, 
(Much worse than mere “ slicing a wizen,”) 
But what of the girl who picked blackberries ¢wce, 
Whom the magistrates threatened with prison ? 
Did the child think the blackberries (now of full size) 
On our hedgerows and heaths studded thickly, 
Were meant for ey mouth? either raw or in pies? 
If so, she was undeceived quickly. 
For those magistrates, laden with wisdom sublime, 
Showed blackberry-picking to be a sad crime! 


So those mites of marauders were mulcted in fines, 
And their poor peasant parents must pay them ; 
Those toilers #zay think it is very hard lines, 
But ¢Aey mustn’t sift laws, but obey them. 
Now, burglary’s bad, and embezzlement’s wrong, 
Murder’s wicked, and so is wife-kicking, 
But none of these crimes are the least bit as strong, 
As the crime known as blackberry-picking ! 
So those Berkhampstead “beaks” should be famed for all time, 
For punishing children committing this crime! 
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THESE babies here, of every sort and size, 
Are being photo’d in a “‘ taking” way ; 
But by their faces, and their sighs and cries, 
And by the tear-drops welling from their eyes, 
They do not seem to spend a happy day. 


ANOTHER PHOTOGRAPHIC FRIGHT! 
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How BABIES" Lov VERY SAPPY sag) 





** Tis distance ‘lens’ enchantment to the view,’ 
Thinks the photographer, *‘ when youngsters cry ! 
And adds, while trembling at each brat’s ** boo-hoo ! 
** Next time P’m asked a group of kids to do, 
I'll give a ‘ negative’ as my reply.” 











A DELICIOUS LITTLE POINT! 
(A VISION OF POSSIBILITIES, BY OUR OWN JUBILANT LAWYER.) 


‘In a recent case for non-attendance at a Board School, the District Superintendent 
who appeared in support of the summons, called the magistrate’s attention to some 
recent decisions in the Queen’s Bench, and of several of the metropolitan magistrates, 
to the effect that the attendance of achild without the school fee was not a legal 
attendance within the meaning of the Act.” —See Newspaper Report. 

SoME most interesting points arising out of the above most interesting 
point were involved in a case brought by a parent against a School 
Board teacher at So-and-so Street Police Court. 

The following are verbatim reports of the proceedings :— 
MAGISTRATE (0 complainant). You say the defendant struck your son 
over the head with a desk? 

COMPLAINANT. I do, Here’s the dent in his head ; I have brought 
it with me to proveit. 

The dent having been produced, handed to the magistrate, and re- 
turned to the boy :— 

His WorsHIP (¢0 defendant), What have you to say to this charge ? 

DEFENDANT. I admit I hit the boy on the head and made that dent. 

MAGISTRATE, Then I commit you for tri—— 

SCHOOL BOARD SUPERINTENDENT. Wait a bit. I submit that, 
although the assault was committed, the assault could not be committed, 
as the boy had not paid his fee, and therefore did not attend the school, 
and therefore was not there, and therefore could not be assaulted. 

MAGISTRATE. Ah, exactly! I dismiss the charge. Now, about the 
charge you bring against the same boy of stealing the box containing the 
school fees? 

Scu. Bp. Sup. Well, it was in consequence of seeing the boy walking 
off with the money that the teacher committed the assault which wasn’t 
committed, 

THE Boy, Well, I did steal the money, and here it is; but I can’t 
have stolen the money, because I hadn’t paid my fee, and therefore 
didn’t attend, and therefore wasn’t there, and therefore couldn’t steal the 
money ; and I’m going to spend part of it on jumbles and a whistle, and 
put the rest into the savings bank. 

_ THE MAGISTRATE, Very well. Your argument is evidently right. 
You are discharged. 
* * a * * * 
_ Another point, perhaps even more interesting than the above, arises 
in the following :— 

CORRIE SPONDENCE, An intelligent young man was summoned by 
Mr. Sittyman, a merchant, for obtaining a situation under false pretences. 

THE MAGISTRATE. What’s the matter? Is he destitute of the quali- 
fications which he represented himself as possessing ? 

Mr. SITTYMAN. No, he’s quite as qualified as he pretended to be ; 
I mean, yes—he doesn’t know anything he pretended to. He has treated 
me most shamefully. He came to me in answer to my advertisement for 
a clerk who could keep books, correspond in several languages, sing, 
play the piano, paint flowers, and who understood the use of the globes, 
W ell, after he had served me for ten years, giving me complete satis- 
faction in every way, I was shocked one day by learning from a School 








Board Superintendent that the young man does not possess any of the | 
accomplishments of which he is in possession. 

THE MAGISTRATE. Where's the Superintendent ? 

SCH. Bp. Sup. Here Iam. The fact is, it has just come to light 
that the defendant failed to pay his fees during his whole term of instruc 
tion as a boyat the Board School. Therefore he did not attend, although 
he was there; therefore, as he did not attend, he did not learn anything 
that he learned, and does not know anything. 

THE MAGISTRATE (/0 defendant). I must sentence you to penal ser 
vitude for life. 

SCH. Bp. Sup. Stay a bit, though—he did pay twopence one day, 
He learned the alphabet that day—he knows that. - 

THE MAGISTRATE. Look here—-tell you what.  Il’ay up the school 
fees now, and then you’ll know what you know, and can go away. 

( The defendant, having thanked the magistrate, paid the fees and became 
a well-educated person, ) 











A Dyspeptic Ditty. 


[It is seriously stated in a contemporary that a hotel for dyspeptics and invalids 
is to be established in London. Visitors will only be admitted after passing a medical 
examination. The cellar, it isto be assumed, will consist chiefly of bins of 
fluid magnesia, while the dyspeptics’ dinner will doubtless consist of charcoal biscuit, 


antibilious pills, mi 
WHAT, ho! my brother sufferers from indigestion’s woes, 
Come, listen to a notion that some medicos propose— 
’Tis suggested here in London, where dyspepsia most doth dwell, 
To establish a dyspeptics’ and an invalids’ hotel ! 


We shall only be admitted after passing an ‘* exam,”’ 


To prove that our dyspepsia is nothing of a ‘* flam ;”’ 
And ¢hen we may be boarders, and ‘twill be entrancing, just ! 
But, mind ! they will not let us stay when we become robust. 


In ordinary places your dyspeptic oft partakes 

Of dishes that he énows will give him lots of pains and aches ; 
But in that place we only shall indulge in what we ought, 

No heavy kind of food will be permitted to be bought. 


Note the ménu/ with delight I’m sure dyspeptics it will fill, 

For its staple dish will be the luscious antibilious pill, 

While magnums of magnesia and of salts our drinks will be, 

And perhaps we’ll have a nice black draught instead of our Bohea. 


Some charcoal-biscuits sometimes we shall have, if we are good, 
And seidlitz-powders if we act as nice dyspeptics should ; 

The outlook is delightful—most enchanting, I declare— 

Yet, after all, I fancy I’d prefer more so/id fare! 





A Pew-nic War. 


A HEATED discussion is going on as to whether it is right to charge 
pew-rents in churches and chapels. Many are inclined to im-pew-gn 
these charges as (s)pew-rious. 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 
Set TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 
New SERIES, No. 41. 


Air—‘“* 7 don’t believe it.” 


E W railways un- 
dermine each 
street— 

(/ don’t believe 
it!) What, 
not believe 
it? 

The Inner 
Circle’s quite 
complete— 

(7 don't believe 
it!) Well, ’'m 
surprised ! 

They say the 
Emp’ rors met 
and went 

To form a 
scheme 
(which they'll 
present) 

For general dis- 
armament ! 
(7 don’t believe 
it/) Nomore 

dol! 











At Kin-pai Chinese fell like hay— 
(/ don’t believe it!) What, not believe i.? 
They say the Frenchmen they Kin-pai! 
(/la! ha! that’safunny pun!* J don't believe it !) 
Does Gordon take us all for lambs ? 
To send those comic telegrams ! 
Can he be worst of hollow shams? 
(7 DON’T delteve tt!) No more dol! 


[surprised ! 
Well, 1’m 


They've had success, is that not odd ?— 
(/ don't delieve it!) Wait till you hear what it is ! 
With Wales’s latest Eisteddfod, 
(/ don't believe it!) Well, I'm surprised ! 
The sentence wasn’t extra tough 
Upon the ‘* Crystal Palace Rough,” 
Some parties think they got enough— 
(/ don't belicve it!) Nomoredol! 


They have a cheeky Chilian way— 
(/ don’t believe it!) Well, but they have ! 
With burning ships (Pisagu-a), 
(hes, / Celteve you!) Ah, I thought you would ! 
Of late our burglars seem a bit 
To rather get the worst of it— 
Some say policemen are not ‘‘ fit,’’-— 
(/ don’t believe it!) No more dol! 


The Pope’s last move should not be missed — 
(/ don’t believe it!) What, not Celieve it ? 
Subscribes to funds that don't exist ! 
(/ don't believe it!) You're a muff, then, that’s all. 
The Gladstones planted each a tree, 
Miss Craigen’s ‘up ” again, we see, 
The Arlberg Railway's open free— 
(/ don't believe it!) No more dol! 
The Lim’rick Corporation say— 
(/ don’t believe zt!) Oh, don't you, laddie ? 
That for the ‘‘pollis” they won’t pay— 
(7 don’t belicve tt!) It isn’t likely ! 
Each Continental ‘‘ parcel” brings 
A lot of little Gallic stings, 
They are such /umsy little things ! 

(/ don't believe it!) What! You haven't noticed them ? 
The Sultan’s setting up his airs— 

(/ don't believe it!) Well, you're a caution ! 

With seven gents—but no one cares, 

(/ don't believe it!) Well, perhaps the Sultan does ! 

And if you want to know our ‘‘ mash,” 
It's Will-i-am Augustus Nash, 
A young man very far from rash— 

(/ don't believe tt!) Well, don’t believe it, then! //’ don't 
are what you believe; read the papers, and you'll find we're right 
enough, or, if you can’t read, have them read to you. ‘* Don’t believe 
it,” indeed !” 


. en + ce , 7 . 
Of course it is, but then we're a punny Fun—weekly, price one punny.—WARBLER. 








THE ENTHUSIASM AT WARSAW. 
A Few Pars. READY FOR THE N&xT IMPERIAL VISIT, 


MuCcuH satisfaction is felt at Birmingham, and great industry prevails, 
on account of a large order for long pins for consignment to Warsaw. 
The pins are to be directed to the Police Bureau, but it is not at pre- 
sent stated whether the order has any connection with the visit of the 
Czar to the Polish capital. 

* * ° * - . 

THE application of the Russian Government for a loan of the instru- 
ments of torture in the Tower of London for a week or two is, it is 
understood, not likely to meet with a favourab'e response. It was 
mentioned that the instruments were required for Warsaw; but no state- 
ment was made in any way connecting the request with the Czar’s visit. 

* * * * * 

Tue European whip trade has received a favourable impetus from 
large orders for cats-o’-nine-tails for consignment to Warsaw (Police 
Bureau). It is not officially stated that the order has any connection 
with the Czar’s visit to Warsaw. 

* * * * * 

Ir is understood that the long pins and cats-o’-nine-tails have not yet 
arrived in Warsaw, owing to some delay in transmission. . . . The 
approaching visit of the Czar to Warsaw is not looked forward to with 
any sort of enthusiasm by the inhabitants of that city. On the contrary, 
the news of the imperial approach is received by all classes with marked 
coldness, and even with something like dissatisfaction. 

* * * 7 * * 

THE long pins and cats-o’-nine-tails have arrived at Warsaw. . . . 
Great enthusiasm has suddenly manifested itself among all classes at the 
approaching visit of the Czar ; and the coldness and indifference have 
disappeared in the most remarkable way. Those inhabitants who failed 
to decorate their houses have been sent to Siberia. 

. + * . * ~ 

IN consequence of the arrest of the inhabitants who had failed to 
decorate in honour of the imperial visit, many of the inhabitants have 
decorated in the most elaborate way, and have been arrested on the 
suspicion that their anxiety to decorate is simply a means to conceal 
nihilistic designs, and throw the police off the scent. Several thousand 
inhabitants who failed to cheer on reading the public notices proclaim- 
ing the approach of the Czar, have been arrested and sent to Siberia. 

* * * * * * 

A Few thousand inhabitants have incurred the suspicions of the police 
by the loudness with which they cheered the Czar on his arrival : it is 
suspected that their vociferousness is merely a cloak to conceal nihilistic 
sentiments. The suspected persons have been arrested and sent to 
Siberia. Some inhabitants who cheered faintly have been arrested on 
the suspicion that their cheers are not the result of genuine enthusiasm. 

* * * * * * 

THE crowd lining the Czar’s route showed every symptom of pleasure 
at the imperial presence to-day, the cheering being loud, though spas- 
modic. The crowd were drawn up in single line along the kerb, each 
member of it having a policeman behind him with a long pin. 

+ + * * * * 

THE supply of pins and cats-o’-nine-tails has run short. . . . The 
popular enthusiasm appears to be flagging. Lafer.—The popular en- 
thusiasm has quite died out. The Warsaw police have sent an urgent 
request to Birmingham for more long pins. Zater.—The pins have 
arrived at Warsaw. The popular enthusiasm has revived in the most 
sudden and unexpected manner. 

* * * * ~ . 

IN consequence of the arrests for various reasons in Warsaw, only one 
inhabitant remains. His enthusiasm is, however, of the highest order. 
Later.—The single inhabitant has been found to be stuck so full of pins 
as to necessitate his conveyance to the hospital; and it has become 
necessary to substitute a dummy to cheer in the street. Later.—The 
dummy works admirably, his enthusiasm being most remarkable. No 
further pins are required. It has been decided to substitute dummies 
for inhabitants in all cases for the future. 





= 





Conservative Cues and Pour-Parlours. 


[Sir U. K. Shuttleworth said recently, at a Franchise meeting, that many of the 
Conservative resolutions replied to by Lord Salisbury were passed in billiard-rooms in 
England and back-parlours in Scotland.) 

THE poor Conservatives are getting furious ; 
In billiard-rooms o’er politics they talk. 
Their ‘‘ resolutions ” therefore seem most ‘‘ cue ”-rious, 
And that is why their chance they often ‘‘ balk.” 
With all this billiard-room-back-parlour fate, 
They’re in (as Shakespeare says) ‘‘a parlou(r)s state.” 





REAL ‘* EARTHMEN.”—Agriculturists, 

















OcroneR 1, 1884. 




















OUR EGYPTIAN COUP D’ETAT. 
(See ** Republigue Francaise,” ©c.) 


Grands dteux! if any dieux are left 


Beyond Courbet and Ferry— 
Are we of a// prestige bereft, 

That Albion may make merry ? 
Not only at our own expense— 

We are not selfish, we've not— 
But calmly prig all Europe’s pence, 

And own the fact, and fear not. 


Ah! only Nation démocrate, 
You have degenerated 

To meekly suffer things like that 
To be distinctly stated ; 

To let the Saxons, @ /a Russe, 
Incontinently show their 

Designs on Egypt—without us— 
Because we wouldn’t go there. 








To have our poor old honour torn 
By many sore reverses | 
Was hard, but that we could have borne, 
They come and cut our purses ! 
Because the fellaheen aren’t fat, 
They think they must be bolder, 
And rob for months—oh, think of that !— 
The poor ill-used bondholder. | 





We didn’t like you quite too well 
Posing as a bombarder, 
But touching what we buy and sell, 
We find you vastly harder. | 
For what’s a few men maimed and killed— 
Who were a bit unruly— | 
To having our French pockets filled 
With dividends paid duly ? 


So rise, grand German emperor 
(For this occasion only), 
And, Austria, be to the fore, 
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Nor, Russia, leave us lonely ! A STIR-UP. 
Against them who dock dividends The Vicar.—‘* THE IGNORANCE OF SOME OF THE PEOPLE IS MOS1 
To better slaves existence, TERRIBLE! JosT NOW I TOLD MUGGINS, THE SADDLER, THAT THE SUn- 
For once, our new imperial friends, JECT OF MY SERMON NEXT SUNDAY WOULD BR ‘ELECTION,’ He HOPED 
Free France craves your assistance! I WOULD SAY SOMETHING ABOUT THE FRANCHISE TOO!” 











“OVER-PRESSURE” IN BOARD SCHOOLS. 


(THE recent report of Dr. Crichton Browne on the above subject goes to show that, owing to want of proper nourishment, a great number 
of children are unable to undergo the exertion required to learn the lessons set them.) 


















































‘* Please, mum, I ‘ve brou i i i 
ght my little girl a little “6 Feel hungry’? [ can’ such ar . . , © te , 
Ssometh = . gry : cant accept such an excus¢ Cookrry Lesson.—"' I will now proceed to show 
awe’ to waae pytenty had nots tor the last for such bad work as this. Remember, Freehand you how to make an omelette,” 4 ‘vice from ‘the 
having her French lesson,’ give it her now; she’s Drawing is of more importance than dinner.” es da se, mum, can we have the pieces after- 
| WHAT is all thi 
is " ‘estmi ‘ | : 
di talk about ‘ restoring Westminster Abbey”? We IT appears that the duty charged by the Corporation of London on 


dn’t i . 
et Prrnp by sa — taken away. It has always been on the old | every ton of coal brought into the metropolis is ninepence, This will, 
we passed by, | no doubt, be as-ton-ishing to many people, 





To ; : 
wT Corresronpents.—The Editor does not bind himsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned wnless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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“ON THE SHOOT.” 


Our only General,—*' JUST COME TO SEE IF I CAN ASSIST YOU.” 
Other General,—** THANKS ; DON’T TROUBLE YOURSELF, I’M ENJOYING MYSELF IMMENSELY.” 








What Dufferin Will Do. 
A FEW PREDICTIONS, 


ROARING RADICAL PREDICTION, Of course, they couldn't be reason- 
able, and puta really proper fellow like Labouchere in the place; no, 
nor even a moderate man like Sir Wilfrid—though he 7s a baronet ; but, 
on the whole, it’s not a bad appointment fora Government which won’t 
‘*perish India” straight off, and we expect if not great, at least some toler- 
ably good things from it. There's the native press, for instance, even a 
soft chap like Kipon could free that, and it remains with Dufferin to per- 
fect the reform, We understand that he will only allow the 77s to be 
introduced into India in the form of a Hindustani translation. He will 
also prohibit English in the courts of justice, and perhaps, if Liberal 
principles mean anything, never appear in public without a turban. As 
to finance, by sending home all the British troops, and just keeping a 
few thousand Sepoy police, he will establish the economical situation in 
such a way that even our own Mr. Dillwyn won't see anything to criti- 
cise init. With regard to foreign relations, the easiest thing, of course, 
would be to immediately give all India to Afghanistan; but we may 
hope that he will give at least half to Burmah, just to show that his 
Radicalism isn’t quite a sham, 

TERRIBLE TORY PREDICTION. We knew they'd do it, they always 
do. When there was that noble Lytton disengaged, when a statesman 
like Sir Robert Peel was open to an offer, when even Jimmy Lowther 
might have consented to sacrifice himself, when the glorious opportunity 
presented itself of appointing illustrious Lord Randolph !—they send 
over a new-made Irish peer, and proclaim to the world that all English 
talent comes out of Ireland. We may as well give India up at once. 





| 
| 
| 
| 


There won’t be a judgeship available for our poor relations ; our elderly 
maidens will no longer be able to go out to it as to a marriage-market. 
All the judges will be Irish, and Irish all the spinsters. But one com- 
fort is that India won't exist long after he has been there. It requiresa 
Lytton to maintain an empire like that. Dufferin’s Russian relations 
all point to the formidable, the disgraceful fact : he has been sent out by 
Gladstone on purpose to hand over the empire to his friend the Czar. 

RAMPANT RUSSIAN PREDICTION. Not at all a bad stroke for an 
effete Liberal Government ; but we see through it at once. Send a man 
as ambassador to us, give him time enough to learn all about our army, 
our policy, and our communications with the East, then send him to 
make friends with our hereditary enemy, the Turk, and then finally 
make him Viceroy of India! Has made a friend, and knows the enemy. 
Really clever of Gladstone! But we’re not to be outwitted; although 
Dufferin’s sure to provoke us in every fashion, we won't stir; although 
he may take possession of Candahar, and threaten Persia, we shall make 
no sion ; for he’s the most warlike bloodthirsty Viceroy appointed for 
years ! 








How refreshing it is to know that autumn is heralded in the Temple 
Gardens by a chrysanthemum show, and that the judges toddle round 
after nibbling buns or cheesecakes, and drinking sherbet, to give their 
judgment on the flowers and to bale out water over them, There isa cruel 
bad story afloat, that a Bencher once sprinkled Mr. Flowers of Bow 
Street, — the watery part of the heralding, and then fined him five 
shillings on the spot for mo¢ using the language of chrysanthemums—but 
we don’t believe it a bit. 








“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 








Successive awards f) () M F 
Cleanliness in use, 


JAMES: slo MEDAL 
for Excellence of 

Quality and 
BLACK LES? 
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“Largest Sale 
in the World’ 








Cadburys 
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Cocoa thickens im the 
PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 





cup, it proves the 
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DRIVING HIS GEESE; OR, ‘GOING FOR” THE COMMONS. 








GRATITUDE. 


“A man named Maver was charged the other day at Lambeth with working a horse 
in an unfit condition. ‘The wretched animal was lame in all four legs ; it had sores 
under the collar, and a mere touch on the back caused it to shake very much. It was 
as much as it could doto move. The magistrate, Mr. Biron, having examined the 
horse himself, and pronounced the case ‘ monstrous!’ inflicted a nominal fine.” —See 


sVewspaper. 

IIx was a London Magistrate—any London Magistrate will do, 
had become benighted, and lost his way across a suburban field. 
human eye was there to observe him. Yet he was not unobserved. 

** Who’s this lost his way ?” said the lean donkey tethered in the field 
to his companion, the lame horse. 

‘* How should / know ?” replied the horse, looking up unconcernedly, 
But the moment he oaught sight of the stranger his expression livened 
into one of delighted aftection. 

‘Who is it?” said the horse, ‘* why, it’s no other than the London 
Magistrate—the tortured animals’ friend !” 

‘Is it really?” said the donkey, ‘‘so it is! Dear, good soul! I am 
glad to see him—he makes my back feel quite sound again ! ” 

‘* Yes,” said a stray dog, ‘I thought you would be glad to see him ; 
so I drove him this way by barking at his heels.” 

‘* My heart yearns toward him,” said the donkey, with a tear in his 
eye, ‘* We mustn’t let him go now we've got him. Look here, Pariah, 
you walk round him and pin him if he attempts to leave the field, and 
if that won’t do Dobbin had better kick him in the wind. And I will 
go and fetch the other ill-used animals—they all yearn to see their friend 
and protector,” 

In a short time the field was full of ill-used animals. With one great, 
hearty, loving, enthusiastic cheer fer their protector, they proceeded to 
form a court, 

‘‘ Wait a bit,” said the donkey, ‘it won’t do to choose a judge from 
among us—we are all too deeply biassed again——-a—in favour of our 
dear friend. I will fetch the Secretary of the S. P. C. A. to be judge.” 
The judge was soon installed, and the witnesses called. 

** How can I sufficiently express my gratitude to the prisoner—ahem ! 
I should say to the benefactor?” said a lean horse covered with sores. 

‘While he exists, no animal need fear cruelty. Why, my master was 
charged before him with kicking me till I fell down and bled at the nose, 
and the benefactor said it was ‘ monstrous,’ and fined the defendant one 
halfpenny, since which he has kicked me more than ever.” 

‘I, too, owe him a deep debt,” said a miserable dog ; ‘‘ my master 
held my tail in the fire, and the magistrate said it was the act of ademon, 


He 
No 





| 
| 





and gave the defendant half a crown out of the poor-box. And now my 
master puts me in the fire bodily.” 

** And he called a man a ‘disgrace to humanity,’ for sticking a pin in 
my eye to make me fly a particular way,” said a blue-rock pigeon, ‘‘ and 
got up a public subscription for the defendant.” 

Much more evidence to the same effect having been piven, the fore 
man of the jury said : 

‘* There is no necessity for us to retire. We are quite agreed.” 

** Then,” said the judge, **T think the best thing we can de with our 
friend the London Magistrate, the benefactor and protector of animals, 
the upholder—no, no—I mean suppressor—of cruelty is to—ch ?”’ 

There was a loud shout of approval, but unfortunately, at this point, 
our reporter was compelled to leave. We may say, however, that it has 
been necessary to provide a substitute for that magistrate at the court, 
and that all hope of his turning up is rapidly dying out. 


— — * Bei. a i 





A Carol of Apparel. 
(AFTER LEVER.) 


'TwWASs a glorious day, worth a poet's telling, 
The Sun was having supreme control, 
When Art came forth from his student-d «elling, 
And went with Nature for a quiet strol!, 
They saw fair ladies in smart apparel, 
Arrayed were they in the newest style ; 
Said Art, ‘* These damsels deserve a carol, 
You have given them forms that man’s heart beguile |” 


‘* That you wrong yourself plainly is seen,” 
Said Nature—‘‘ Ah, yes! you are ‘green,’ 
These ladies so charming to view 

Are chiefly indebted to you, 

For they wear ‘ Nonpareil Velveteen !’”’ 


_ 


THE Lord Mayor elect, Alderman Nottage, is said by one journal to 
be fifty-five years of age, while another paper says he is sixty-one. In 
any case it is pretty certain that our next chief magistrate is Nott-aged 
to any extent, and none can say he is Moft-age-ntleman, 





‘6 PrIsON FIGURES,”—Warders and convicts. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

I]. VAUDEVILLE. 
-Very regretfully 
I come to the con- 
clusion that nei- 
ther Mr. Jones or 
Mr. Thorne is 
likely to score 
heavily in a finan- 
cial sense with the 
new piece just pro- 
duced. Saints and 





Sinners has just 

sufficient back- 

bone and intrinsic 

interest (arising 

more from the 

‘Tue VaupEVILLE.—THISs I THIs manner than the 
WICKED SINNER, SainT ! matter) to cause 


one to disregard 
for the moment 
the fact that Zhe Picar of Wakefield and others have told us all Mr, 
lones has to tell us many a year ago, Again, the Vicar (he is Jacob 
I'letcher here) is so ‘long drawn out” that in spite of Mr, Thorne’s 
‘udicious and occasionally powerful acting, he is at best voted somewhat 
of a bere; five acts, any way, is all too much to tell the story in, particu- 
| larly as much time is occupied in presenting certain studies of character, 
excellent enough in themselves, but wholly irrelevant to the story ; worst 
blot of all, the author has thought fit to enliven his dialogue by the 
flippant and even jocular use of Scriptural phrases, for which a cheap 
" is not sufficient excuse. 





sneer at the *funco’ guid 





IN deference to general opinion this objection has been, I’m just 
told, almost entirely removed, but having been there when the present 
writer saw the piece, it behoveth him not to pass it over in silence, No- 
thing can be objected to in the general conception of the ‘‘ chapel” 
characters, indeed, the characterization is genuinely fresh and vigorous, 
and as original as can be in these days almost—that is to say a man goes 
awd studies for himself characters that others have studied before him. 
The play is a good and interesting play in many aspects, and worthy of 
its writer; the third act is exceptionally strong, but it does not take much 
; rescience to understand that it will not gain much hold over Vaudeville 
audiences, annem 

THE acting is unexceptionable almost. I have already alluded to Mr. 
| Thorne’s praiseworthy rendering of the old dissenting minister; in some 

respects it is beyond his powers, and its length and lugubrity are against 
him; but there can be no question that his pathetic utterances have the 
true ring, for the most part. Miss Cissy Grahame is quite overweighted 
with the character of Letty; its brighter passages she gives with a plea- 
sant lightness of touch that is not without effect; but in its serious 
phases, although she commands our respect for an earnest endeavour, 
\she cannot touch our hearts or draw our tears; she, moreover, plays 
to the audience too much. IF or completeness and decision nothing 
could be better than Mr, Conway’s picture of the cynical black sheep 
/Captain Fanshawe, and Mr. Mackintosh’s Hoggard is full of truth 
and observation on the part of author and 
actor alike. I know him well, that Hoggard, 
He was a teacher in a Sunday School which 
I attended in my youth, and he did mea 
deliberate and mean injustice which makes 
my blood boil to this day. Mr. Mackintosh 
has done nothing finer or more artistic, and 
that is saying nota little. Ilis companion, 
lyeacon Prabble, is played by Mr. E. M. 
Robson with a demure unconsciousness of 
his own humour, which adds much to the 
comicality of an amusing conception, Mr. 
Neville as the wronged lover has small 
chance of distinguishing himself; his frequent 
utterance of heartfelt threats, all of which 
come to nothing, places him in a trying light, 
which a tendency to stick out hischinand raise 
his shoulders to his ears does little to mitigate. 
Miss Kate Phillips, Miss M.A. Giffard, and Mr. 
Lestocq played subordinate parts admirably, 











The Vaupkvi_te.—Housr- 
KKEPKK LYDIA; SHE HAS 
NO PATIENCE WITH THE 
LITTLE Lybia-T! 

THE SURREY.,— Messrs, Conquest and 

Meritt are hardly up to their usual ‘‘form” in their new autumnal 

piece, Sims of the City. All the ordinary and familiar features are 

present, even more ordinary and familia: than usual, and there seems 
almost as much time spent with the curtain down as up. The Princess’s 
influence is manifest in some ‘‘mechanical changes”—indeed, Mr. 

Conquest is too clever a mechanician himself to overlook their value— 








which are etiective, and make us long or more, the saving of time is 
enormous. By the way, couldut a Surrey drama be played with a// 
mechanicalchanges? I’ve never seen the end of one yet, the tsansfor- 
mation—I beg pardon, the sensation scene—being the utmost my last 
train will ever permit me. 


THE sen:ation scene is ‘‘ up to time,” by 
the way ; it takes place on the works of the 
new Blackfriars Railway Bridge, a scene, the 
colouring of which is about as actively bilious 
as anything it has been my good fortune to 
see. It was here ‘‘the cheeyld” slipped 
prematurely into the stream, to the detriment 
of the ‘‘sensation.” The *‘ Healtheries”’ is 
not forgotten either ; there isa thrilling scene 
near one of the fountains, but nobody seems 
to care much, Mr, T. F. Nye appears in 
his usual 76/e as the unscrupulous one ; Miss 
Clara Laidlaw expresses well the mental dis- 
quiet and distresses of his daughter Mabel, 
albeit her voice has not power to fill the 
theatre ; but there is one scene in which Miss 





7 
"\ * 


* 
fy) — 


Amy McNeil (who plays excellently well sitar re ong Witt. 

VENGE *“CHIN-GERIES 
throughout) reads a letter from her drowned sah tals 4a easier anmesaie.. 
brother to her father, who is in ignorance of per! 


the calamity, the acting of both Miss McNeil 
and Mr. Conquest in this scene is quite worthy of any place or play, in its 
touching sincerity and naturaltruth. Mr, Edward Vincent is rather funny, 


Mks. KENDAL is an excellent actress, perhaps the most perfect we have. 
I’ve wept at her pathos, and her delicate sense of fun has often atlorded 
me delight, but I’d mo idea she had such a wealth of rich humour as 
that displayed in her recent composition on ‘‘ The Drama.” I haven't 
the time, or the space, or the will to thoroughly examine that remark- 
able production here, but I mzs¢ let you into one or two of the jokes, 
First of all Mrs, Kendal seems to think actors are gentlemen, ex professio, 
just as lawyers, officers, and clergymen are! Plenty of actors ave gen- 
tlemen, of course, but not decause they areactors. The phrase ‘‘actor 
and gentleman” which she uses might have warned her off that pitfall. 
Then the lecturer deprecated the advertising propensities of ‘‘ the pro- 
fession,” and, to say nothing of the occasion being a gigantic advertise- 
ment for herself, Mrs. Kendal incidentally—oh, yz/e incidentally— 
mentioned the advantages of that curious institution, the Dramatic 
School of Art (which, it is satisfactory to learn, is still in existence.) 
The lady’s remarks upon critics I can’t very much quarrel with; in 
the first place I am not much of a critic, and in the second place I don’t 
suppose it would matter very much if I were ; moreover, it is not to be 
expected that the criticised should look upon things from precisely the 
same point of view as the critic; but Mrs, Kendal is very cutting on the 
point—here is what she says: ‘‘ The public must, after all, decide the 
fate of anew play, if it be bad, the Englishmen of to-day will not declare 
it is good because the newspapers have told them so. . . . The Press 
is powerless to kill good work, and cannot galvanise that which is 
invertebrate into life”? (my opinion often expressed, so far), . . . ‘It 
is too true that if playgoers are told that a thing is good, they are quite 
prepared to accept it as such without taking the trouble to find out 
whether they have 
been rightly or 
wrongly in- 
formed,” Very 
severe, isn’t it? 
Mrs. Kendal also 
expresses  disap- 
proval (rightly 
enough)of flippant 
three-act _—_farces 
“from the 
French,” but she 
is silent over the 
more dangerous, 
because _ serious, 
class of piece 
(also ‘*from the = Ss 
French”) which 
no one has done 
more to popularise 
than herself, and, in claiming a broader charity for wrong-doers as an 
attribute of her professional brothers and sisters, she overlooks the fact 
that (going to the other extreme) it is as likely to arise from a looseness 
or carelessness of opinion, as not. No, no, Mrs, Kendal—act—act— 
nobody can do it better, but don’t discount the favour we hold you in by 
such ‘* Brummagem” displays. —We sutor ultra crepidam, and try to 
prevent them republishing that address. NESTOR. 














THIS Is 
SINNER. 


THe VAUDEVILUtE.—THIs IS 
OUTWARD Piety. 
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A Happy Historian! 


(Mr. Froude, the historian, in an article in a magazine, refers thus 
to the manner in which he received, when in Norway, the news of the 
Peers’ rejection of the Franchise Bill. “1 was conscious of pleasure 
greater than I had ever expected to receive from any political incident. 
The House of Lords, the flower of the nation, had seemed to be some- 
thing, and they were becoming a nothing. I have high honour for the 
Peers, they are an excellent institution,” &c., Kc.) 

THEN it’s oh! would that 7 could experience pleasure, 

And gleefully dance like Historian Froude, 

When he heard that the Peers had rejected that measure, 

Which most in this realm as a boon had long viewed ; 

Oh! would I had heard the loud pzans of gladness, 

That Froude doubtless sang in his Norway retreat ; 
‘Twould have made me unconscious of Salisbury’s madness, 

In his rash headlong rush towards certain defeat. 

Hlow grand it must be to have Froude’s veneration, 
And look on the Peers as ‘‘ the Flower of the Nation !” 


Ah, in my mind’s eye, I can see Froude’s glad capers, 

I can see how the pines must around him have waved 
With joy like his own—when he read in the papers, 

Of the way in which Upper House muddlers behaved ; 
High honour he has for the Peers, so he’d tell us, 

Oh! would / like Azim, could in reverence bend 
At the feet of these lords, who so proudly repel us, 

And who dare to scorn Gladstone—the people’s best friend. 
Can it be that these ‘‘ fossils ” who cause agitation, 
Are really and truly ‘‘the Flower of the Nation!” 


How fine it must be to be Froude-like and frantic 
With glee at the Peers’ thus pooh-poohing the Bill ; 
You wouldn't imagine a man so pedantic, 
Could feel so decidedly joyous a thrill, 
I envy him much—for he shows by his action 
He's easily pleased—his remarks proof affords, 
For he smilingly manifests great satisfaction, 
At a deed which must injure his idols, the lords ! 
Still we ought to thank Froude for his kind information, 
In which he declares they’re ‘* the Flower of the Nation!” 


‘*T regard Peers” says Froude, ‘‘as a grand institution, 

In social and also political ways !” 
And hence (ve the Franchise) their mad resolution 
He thinks is entitled to reverent praise ; 
‘** Peers had seemed to be something, but fast were becoming 
A nothing,” says he, ‘‘ but at last, they fulfil 
Their duties as lords!” and yet after Froude’s humming, 
Unconverted, / fancy, they’re nothing much still; 
And I cannot, alas, endorse Froude’s declaration, | 
That his Upper House gods are **the Flower of the Nation!” | 





‘ ANGLING ITEMs,—Fishing tackle. | 
















































CAUSE FOR GRATITUDE. 


English Latriot (to fair French Guest),— OF COURSE, MADAME, DURING 
YOUR VISIt TO LONDON YOU HAVE SEEN OUR HRALTII EXHIBITION, 
WITH ITS BANDS AND ALL THAT?” 


Fair 


French Guest. —** AH, Out! IT Is GRAND, SO MUCH; BUT THOSE 


CHINESE BANDS, NOW, THEY ARE HORRIDE FOR ONE EVEN WITIL TILE 
MOST LITTLE EAR OF MusIQuke! AFTAIRE THAT, YOUR ANGLETERRE 


OUGHT 


TO SAY TO MY NATION, ‘ THANKS MUCH FOR BOMBARDING THOSE 


BARBARIANS—THERE!’ Is IT NOT sO?” 


[English Patriot is inclined (0 assent, 











Self-Sacrifice ! 


order to feed and clothe her boy, aged ten years. 


THIs tale with sadness does all hearts o’erwhelm— 
A woman perishing for want of food! 

Alas ! too often, in this prosperous realm, 
Such shocking stories have to be reviewed. 


Here, in this tale, another proof we find 
Of heroism that the poor can show 

When friendless and forgotten by mankind, 
Their lives become one load of crushing wee. 


A struggling woman, widowed while yet young— 
Her child, her darling boy, alone was left 

To cheer her heart ; to him she closely clung 
In one small room, of comfort long bereft. 


Ah ! how she’d toil for Atm, but work comes not ; 
The willing heart and hands find nought to do; 
For work she daily seeks in many a spot, 
But gets none save a paltry job or two. 


A few odd pence is all that she can earn— 


She feels she cannot to the Union turn, 
For if she did, she from her child must part. 





**°’ Twill find Aim food!” she thinks with thankful heart ; 


[An inquest was held the other day respecting the death of Eliza Smart, thirty-five, 
widow. ‘The evidence showed that the woman, who had been slack of work, had not 
been earning sufficient to get proper nourishment, and that she had starved herself in 





And as she looks on him, her one sole joy, 
Her pale lips quiver, and her eyes grow dim ; 
*©T wi//,” she murmurs, ‘‘ feed and clothe my boy, 
Starvation threatens, but it shan’t touch Arm!’ 


And so the paltry pittance she could gain 
Was spent upon her child. S/e would not eat. 
But soon grim Death, in mercy, soothed her pain 
That poor brave widow's heart had ceased! to beat. 








Very like a (Tory) Wales. 





{Lord Salisbury recently sent a letter to the conveners of a Conservative meeting | 
Wales, saying ‘She was pleased to hear the voice of Wale son the Franchise we 
tion.” The resolution thus replied to was passed by a chairman, a paid retary, 
and a boy 

, ' ‘ 
THE voice of Wales, like that of conscience, must be ‘‘ still and | 
small,”’ 


And hardly of sufficient power the Premier to destroy ; 

The people claiming Franchise rights, Wales hardly will appal, 
When its ‘* voice”’ is but a secretary, chairman, and a boy ! 
Such * wails” would make them boy-ant with a feeling more of ioy 





‘*Dg-u know” that Mr. Barraud, of 263 Oxford Street, is publishing 
a most laughable photograph of Mr. W. S. Penleyas the Private Secre- 
tary, who is all there with his ‘* goods and chattels.” How about the 
**bath bun”? 
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“OF TWO EVILS,” &c. 


“ CanTernury.—A serious outbreak of diphtheria led to the discovery that a great number of wells used by the inhabitants were polluted, and connection with the 
water company’s mains was ordered. ‘his has been most unaccountably opposed, indignation meetings being held, ° &c.—Newspaper. 
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They do not start on equal terms: a Water Company is beautiful and imposing, especially the latter ; while a poor Germ possesses but tew of those graces which 
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But then the Germ—although it has its failings—never goes on in the nasty unkind way a Water Company does. Somehow one can't learn to love a Water;Company 
—it won't let you. 




















So where's the unaceountableness of the opposition at Canterbury? 7 %ey had heard speak of London Water Companies, bless you! So when it came to a choice 
between a Company and a Germ—why—well— how can we wonder? 
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Mrs, Queen—“NOW I CAN’T ALLOW THIS SORT OF THING; 
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A SOVEREIGN REMEDY. 


AND KISS AND BE GOOD FRIENDS.” 
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YOU MUST KEEP YOUR TEMPERS, 





































A SOVERHIGN REMEDY. 
(See Cartoon.) 


YE Lords and Commons, out of joint 
At details Lilliputian, 

Who fight the Franchise on a point 
About Redistribution ; 

Will you not timely take a word 
Of counsel from Balmoral, 

And put an end to this absurd 
And most unseemly quarrel ? 


Why should you black each other’s eyes, 
Because you chance to differ 

On bagatelles, when questions rise 
Far weightier and stiffer? 

Why should you knock each other down 
By way of occupation, 

Instead of calmly, out of town 
Enjoying your vacation? 


Kkiss, and make friends, for weal or woe, 
As brother should with brother ; 

Without dishonour each can go 
Half-way to meet the other. 

The path of peace alone is firm ; 
And if you’d wisely mind it, 

Modus vivendi—that’s the term— 

Let’s hope that you may find it! 
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KNICKNACKS. 

iy A FRENCHMAN who was daring enough to take a dip in the Khine 
this summer at the grave sik of catching celd, has written in a bathing 
cabin at Basle, ** Only such 
‘cochons’ a the Swiss would 
charge a franc fora bath.” As 
a matter of course diplomatic 
correspondenceis going on about 
the matter, but France is not 
likely to make war upon Swit- 
zerland if nine-tenths ef the 
money is returned to the ag- 
grieved son of Gaul. The Swiss 
authorities propose a compro- 
mise, viz., that the fiery F'rench- 
man be allowed to bathe at 
Basle for the remainder of his 
natural life free, gratis, for no- 
thing, if they may be permitted 
by France to erase his inscrip- 
tion. But the indignant scrib- 
bler objects to the arrangement, 
pleading that he is getting up in years, and will not require a bath again. 
In the end the intervention of Germany may be necessary to terminate 
the squabble. 








THE Emperor of Russia has not eaten much of the bread and salt 
that has been presented to him in Poland, as a tribute of afiection, and 
a token of allegiance. It is reported that the great Czar having 
found that the tough stale loaves make most excellent bullet-proof 
armour, wears them wired round him for protective purposes, and 
rumours abound that he has signified his gracious intention of sending 
the salt to Siberia, to be rubbed into the wounds of knouted political 
prisoners, just as a little compliment to his loyal subjects. 

THE giddy gambling on ocean-bound steamers still continues, not- 
withstanding the indignant protest of Mr. Thomas Hughes. Only the 
other day, two highly cultured and sweetly pretty damsels were com- 
fortably located on the deck of the City of Monte- Marlo Conaeo, watching 
with much interest the back view of a poetic youth, who was standing 
deeply absorbed in thought. ‘I'll bet you a fiver he moves his right 
foot first, Annie,” whispered one little lady. ‘Done! I'll back the 
left, Millie,” returned the other. The words had barely passed her 
lips, when the ship gave a cruelly abrupt lurch, causing the poet to des- 
cribe a semicircle and fall flat on the hard, hard boards. Both girls 
instantly rushed towards him, and clutched nervously, but firmly, at his 
arms with their exquisitely gloved little hands. The poetic youth felt 
‘lattered, and flowed into a burning torrent of passionate words of thanks, 
which was checked as the fair befrienders burst out simultaneously, 
**Oh! do leave off your rubbish, and tell us as sharply as you can which 
of your feet moved first, we’ve got a bet on them,” ‘‘ They both slipped 
out exactly together,” moaned the poet, ruefully rubbing the back of his 
head. ‘‘Oh, you mean unkind man! You must please stand still here and 
go through the performance again,” said Annie, ‘‘Only be good enough 
to start one foot slowly in front of the other, sothat we may see clearly, 
and not be put to all this trouble a second time,” cried Millie. Then 
the sentiment of the poetic youth rolled forth, and he broke out—well 
no! let us say he broke down, 





THE number of railway servants whose lives are sacrificed yearly, while 
plying their dangerous vocations, is fearfully large. A few days ago we 
unfortunately happened to see one of these poor fellows destroyed close 
to one of our large stations, where many trains flash over intricate rails 
at lightning speed. As the mangled mass of humanity was tenderly 
covered up and carried away on a stretcher, the pallid faces and moist 
eyes of the bystanders testified to their genuine horror at, and momen- 
tary sympathy for, the deceased man’s fate. ‘*Ah! I’ve know’d that 
cové wot’s a-killed many a year, an’ ef he’d a bin a pleeceman wot wos 
shot down, or a fireman wot wos crushed up, or a sojer wot wos blow’d 
to pieces, specially as beed a horfficer ; would’nt there be a fuss made 
over him an’ his’n? but he’s ony another on us fellers wot’s pegged out 


sharp—that’s all.” Thusly moralised a grizzled dried-up looking railway 
labourer, cneenmemmemens 


WE could cordially shake the hand of a jocularly learned gentleman, 
who recently wrote to a scientific journal anent the subject of sunset 
phenomena, for he was the cause of our shaking out a smile as we read 
his playful suggestion, that the strangely beautiful hues observable of 
late in sunsets, may be originated by so many carpets being beaten, 
while their owners are jaunting about from home during the summer 
months, His wheeze that the fine dust produces the effects, and the 
Hoating fragments of dyed wool intensify the color, is simply lovely. 
The jocularly learned gentleman’s mind evidently has room for a quip, 
though it is stored with facts, 








THe ALARMIST, 


THE ALARMIST. 
A PAINFUL STUDY. 





Two Briron VORTHY OF THEIR ANCE 
FRENCH Troops, 


FIRST BRITON WorTHY OF His ANCESTORS. 


SECOND B, W, A. 


First B, W, A. 


But mark him now—-how pitiful a sight 
For British eyes unwont to look on fear 
Save ina foe! 

I can but gaze on him 
On whom the name of Briton sits so strangely ! 
What reads he now ? | 

Oh, the Alarmist press 

That ever hath to hand some hollow phantom 
To fright from life the Channel Tunnel Scheme. 
What mutters he? ‘* 4 danger to the country!" 


Seconp B, W. A. Alas! poor soul! I'll reason with him still 


One last attempt. See how his nervous eye 
Blinks o’er the numbers of the British army, 
And drops a tear about our armaments ! 


—— ’ : 
(Aundly to the ALARMIS r.) Come, come, these causeless tremors — 


ALARMIST, 


Why, how oft 
Must I repeat that, ere the French could send 
An army through the Tunnel—formal war 
With many ‘* memoranda” and delays, 
Cherished by tortoise-paced diplomacy, 
Must be declared, giving us ample time 
To arm and concentrate 

But how about 

The Chinese forts ?—the Min? 


First B, W. A, (despairingly to SkCOND B. W. A.) Can Reason reason 


SECOND B, W, A. 


First B. W. A, 


{Qe 





With such a mass of wild inc msequence ? 
‘* The Chinese Forts—the Min?” Why, how can 
these 
Bear on the point? ‘* The Chinese forts !" 
Ile rambles! 

Ilis wits have wandered into foreign parts, 
And lost their base. ‘*The Min”; 

*© The Chinese forts!” 





(Zhe Channel Tunnel ts constructed.) 


First B, W. A, 


ALARMIST, 


SECOND B, W. A, 


ALARMIS’, 


First B, W. A. 





’Mid our rejoicing, let us not forget 
The poor Alarmist. 
(7o ALARMIST) Come! The thing is done, 

And surely fact hath wiped thy fancies out ? 
See—here's the Tunnel. (We must humour him 
As one doth humour infants.) You may touch it. 

Sut a French army holds our English end, 

And in the Tunnel sounds the measured tramp 
Of endless troops—there floats the tricolour 
Above the Dover forts. 

What paltry fact: 

What puny circumstances do confirm 
The fears of him whom panic hath laid hold on! 
What if the French do hold the English end ? 
The thing will go no further—Bnitish pluck 
Were gone indeed should Britons heed such things ! 
But how about this placard on St. ‘Paul's, 
Announcing London under martial law, 
And Britons subjects of the French Republic ? 
And how about this soldier who doth sit 
Upon my dining table? 

We do reason 

With such a poor affrighted thing in vain ! 
Panic is blind to weighty argument, 
And wild alarm doth—oooh ! for mercy’s sake 
Good soldier, prod not thus !—I do submit, 
Oh, prithee, I will say it—Vive /a France! 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. SOME THINGS NOT EASILY RECOGNIZED. 
SeT TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, It so happened that a couple of worthies from the Middle Ages went 
. cee eae os so fast asleep that they never woke up until Mr. FuN, going aleng un- 
New Serips, No, 42, AIR— Outside Lcd, frequented ways, chanced to stumble over them. i 
HOSE people ** Tlullo, you two! ” said he compassionately, ‘‘ awfully sorry I woke 
} “ay; who are “fin | you; I’m afraid you'll feel dreadfully out of place in our century.” 
NY the know,” **Pooh! Out of place?’’ said one of them, a monk, indignantly, 
f A Will often | ‘I suppose religion hasn’t quite gone out of fashion in your century?” 
(/ WF Wy) throw “ ‘*Oh, dear, no !—more of it than ever,” replied Fun, 
; ‘ yf doubt ** And education—learning—is ¢ha/ entirely abolished ?” 
SU AD, On anything ‘* Not a kit; more of it than ever.” 
gy which ‘* Very well, then,” said the monk, ‘* 7 shall be quite at home.” 
YH) _ they’ve been **And war, : said the other medizval one, a soldier; ‘‘is ‘hat done 
AGH Mf) slow away with in this century of yours?” 
Bai To hear the ** Far from hy said FuN, 
ip . news about. ‘* And intemperance?” asked the soldier. 
‘Outsiders’ “More of it than you ever indulged in.” 
lies’ is what ‘* Then,” said the soldier emphatically, ‘‘ where war and intemperance 
they call are to be found, / shall be pretty much in my element.” 
The pars. that **Oh! well, it isn’t for me to contradict you,” said Fun. 
give such At that moment there was heard a great din of trumpets, and shouting, 
news, and blasphemy, and unutterable discord. Women and children fled, 


Though, as for | terror-stricken, before the tramp of a yelling host ; peaceable citizens 
us, that’snot | drew down their blinds, bolted their doors, and peeped, with blanched 


at all faces, from behind their curtains; while the sick started up in their 
The kind of | beds, and fell back sicker. At this the medieval soldier sprang to his 
par. we | feet with flashing eyes, and laid his hand on his sword, ‘* War!” he 
use. shouted ; ** do you think I don’t recognize it ?” 
** Outside lie,” sir? Not this par. ie War?” replied FUN. Bless your soul, ** that's not war ; that’s re- 
Not this par., not this par., ligion—a body of worshippers proceeding to their place of worship.” 
** Outside lie,” sir? Not this par., ‘* Religion?” cried the monk. ‘* Ziat? Don’t deceive a poor simple 
We told you so before. old monk from the Middle Ages!” 
; FUN was still attempting to convince the monk when a series of 
That time goes by on lightning wings deafening reports shook the air ; then bodies of armed men were seen to 
Is made extremely plain, land from boats and slaughter other men not so well armed, 
lor soon we'll see, ’mid other things, ‘* That’s war, at any rate,” yelled the medieval soldier. 
The Claimant out again, ** Oh, dear, no !—nothing of the kind,” said Fun, ‘* That’s only a 
In Paris town the other day, ‘state of reprisals’—has nothing whatever in common with war.” 
(The papers tell us so) ‘* Well, whatever you call it, they can’t mind my joining in a bit,” 
Authorities did say their nay said the soldier, springing forward. 


Against a Baby Show. 
‘* Outside lie,” sir? Not this par., 
Ask each par., and each mar., 
‘Outside lie,” sir? Not this par., 
Don’t you wish it zor ? 


/ Is human feeling at an end ? 
ad Or faint ? or moribund ? 
That folks object when folks Suspend 
A poor old Sinking Fund, 
I; Dr. Dickson merely cracked ? 
Or does he only dote ? 
To show those Turks they mustn’t act 
And then to sit and vote, 
** Outside lie,” sir? Not this par, 
Ilere you are, went too far, 
** Outside lie,” sir? Not this par., 
What can you want more ? 





** My dear fellow, it would never do for a neutral to move hand or 
foot even to protect his interests. 7/at¢ would be an act of hostility.” 

The soldier looked puzzled ; and at this moment a vast crowd was 
seen making its way to a railway sta'ion. In the hands of this crowd 


The Brit. Association chaps 
were wreaths, and bouquets, and invocations in golden caskets, and 


Were pretty nearly burnt ; 


Now Gladstone’s home again he'll p’ra’ps symbols in silver and ebony (such as axes), A train drew up, and 
Enjoy the rest he’s earnt. a venerable old gentleman popped his head out of one of the windows. 
The Market Place of Farringdon Then a great murmur of praise went up into the air, and the crowd 
We're very sad to find uncovered and pressed around. ‘‘ This is #y form—religion,” said the 
Has proved, alas ! to be but one medizval monk, devoutly crossing his arms on his breast. 
More failure of the kind ! ‘*Bless you!” said FUN, ‘‘these persons are not worshipping a 
** Outside lie,” sir? Not this par., divinity ; they are merely doing honour to the Prime Minister.” 
Right you are, not this par., Just then they noticed a schoolroom, in which was a form; and on 
‘* Outside lie,” sir? Not this par. this form sat a row of starved children, It was as much as these chil- 
Oh, isn’t it a bore? dren could do to keep awake and sit up, by reason of their having no 
breakfast ; but, nevertheless, they were being coached up for an exami- 
Some artists and some authors met nation until they began to get red-hot, and their brains began to soften. 
And had a Swiss confab ‘What might ¢izs be?” asked the monk uninterestedly. 
Re copyright (A pleasant set ** This is in your line—education—learning,” said FUN. 
With no excessive ‘‘ gab,”’) ‘* «du——’ I beg your pardon, did you say ‘ educa——?” 
The moon is shining in the skies, ‘*Certainly. That is how we educate nowadays.” 
The town is ‘* coming back,” The monk gave it up. ‘‘ Well,” said the soldier, ‘‘if I can’t have 
The price of coals is on the rise, war, let’s have intemperance, at any rate. 
And Binns has got the sack. FuN showed him some “ frightful examples ” from among our topers, 
‘Outside lie,” sir? Not this par., ‘** Hum !—we could do better than that in my time,” said the soldier. 
Such words jar—go too far, ‘‘ Hullo, though !—come, ¢ha?’s more like intemperance—the real thing 
‘* Outside lie,” sir? Not this par., at last!’”? And the soldier stood, struck with admiration at the sight of 


There isn’t any more, Sir Wilfrid Lawson addressing a crowd of local option fanatics. 
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THIS WAY TO THE (DIRT AND DRINK) TRAINS. 


“A weekly paper called the Maz? Train has mooted the idea of the establishment of a fourth-class of railway carriages for the residuum of railway travellers who 
wear dirty clothes, use dirty words, and return home by train in a disgraceful state of intexication.”—Avening Boho 
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Porter.—‘‘ Can't let you into the fourth-class. Workman.—‘' Thinksh I'm about up to the Porter.—“ Well, I think you'll just about « 
You ain't quite up to the mark for that.” marksh now.” Jump is 
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Hardly Ship-shap 
{The Spectator, referring to Lord Salisbury’s artick 
** Lord Salisbury has burnt his ships.’’] 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpIToR OF ‘*FuN,” 


S1r,—A very important horse-race is about to be run ; indeed, there 
is small doubt but that it will have deez run some hours before these 
lines reach the eyes of the majority of my readers, I can’t help that, 
however—we publish at least an hour and a half before the race ; and if 
those who desire to profit by my tip can’t take the trouble to come to 
town and hang about the pavement outside our office in an inconvenient eee ee ee 
crowd, why, they can do the other thing, and take the consequences. More than a Bare Difference! 

Enough that a very important horse-race is about to berun, It is called (A Tory evening journal sneers at Mr, Gladstone for always remaining bareheaded 
the Cesarewitch. Here is when addressing open-air meetings. | 
My TIP FOR THE CESAREWITCH. 


Shall he who is mighty, and far from conceited, 

Deny that he’s seldom, if ever, defeated ? 

Shall he who is spry and excessively knowing, 

Feel tremors of doubt while the winner he’s showing ? 
Shall he who has followed the weights and the ages, 

As well as the stud-book’s infallible pages, 

Keep calm in the eye nor suggestively wink it? 

No fear! Not exactly! ’Taint likely! Don’t think it! 


Not he; but afford the straight tip he’ll conclude to 
(Of course it’s the Prophet himself I allude to) ; 

And firstly and foremost (which plain to a dolt is) 

A capital spec the Flo-Aislabie colt is, 

But surely Koy’l Angus on form is a winner, 

Though Highland Chief’s first if he’s once a beginner ; 
Gonfalon in front will no doubt be detected, 

And Quicklime is not to be lightly neglected. 


But if you’ve no wish to return with a shock home, 


©. 


in a monthiy review, say 


Lo! from a Liberal journal's tips, 

We learn Lord S. has burnt his ships. 
But one ship left his lordship’s grip 

A long time back—his statesman-“ ship.” 


IN standing bareheaded, our Premier is not 
In any degree disgraced ! 
Bareheaded he makes his remarks in each spot, 
Which is different, you'll own, from the Tory lot, 
For ‘heir statements are given bare/aced, 


a 


NEW LEAVES. 


‘*T1zR WorLD” (London Literary Society), The materials of which 
this novel is composed are, perhaps, not of the newest, but the story is 
interesting. So is the heroine, and readers may readily become inte- 
rested in **Her World.” 

‘‘Samuel Johnson, L.L.D.,” by James Macaulay, M.A., M.D., 
‘John Knox,” by A. Taylor Innes (Religious Tract Society). This pair 
of tracts form No, 10 and 11 of a ‘* New Biographical Series.” They go 
clearly and concisely over the chief events in the career of the grand old 
doctor and the great religious reformer, 

“‘Verses from Japan,” by G. W. Thomson (Wyman and Sons). 
These are a few simple poems on simple subjects. The thoughts are 
; ; sweetly expressed, and show that the love of the human for nature and 
at eee petprinie old > seepeapa a caeian ait ah is the same, through and through, here or in Japan. In 
ene ta your position you re anxious to cuben, | some of the poems heavy burthened hearts have been lightened in 

you possess and entrust it to Reuben ; | Japane(a)se. 
Select as the three (to the Sybils I am kin) William Odling, M.B., F.RS., F.R.C.P., and C. Meymott Tidy, 
St. Gatien Archidue——Flo. or The Lambkin | M.B., F.C.S., &c, Crookes, Odling, and Tidy! Tidy, Odling, ani 

; ’ , Crookes! If you wish to know how the water works, you may consult 
their books. 

‘‘The Musical Artists’, Lecturers’, and Entertainers’ Directory for 
1884—5” (F. Pitman and Co.).—This ‘* Guide” is admirably arranged, 
contains the names and addresses of almost everybody who is anybody as 
singers, musicians, entertainers, or lecturers, and other valuable infor- 
mation, which must be immensely useful to all persons engaged or inte- 
rested in the musical profession. 

A MAN who has been sentenced to four months hard labour for ‘*A Spring Love Song,” words by I'lorence Percy, composed by Sir 
breaking into a workhouse, excused himself on the ground that he Julius Benedict (W. J. Wilcocks and Co,),—The words are above the 


merely wanted to secure a small sample of the oakum casuals pick, and | average of love songs, and are full of tender feeling. The name of Sir 
compare it with prison oakum, Julius Benedict is sufficient guarantee for the music, 


' 








Reasoning by analogy, while keeping my last tip in your mind’s eye, 
that ought to do the trick. Just /ook at my last tip (Nottingham Handi- 
cap, you remember), Hooray! You can’t beat 

Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


Good word this! So superior to the hackneyed expression, ‘‘ square.” 


























& a To Corresronpents.—Zhe Editor does not bind Aimsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay Jor Contributions. in mo cuss will they be returned unless 
accompanitd by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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VERY LIKELY! 


Tom.—*1I say, GEORGE, WHAT’s ‘NUDA VERITAS?’” 
George (vaguely),—*‘En? Ou! 1 pon’t KNow. Some New AcTREsS, I suPPOSF.” 








A Fog-gone Conclusion. Ready Shortly. Price One Shilling. 


[A provincial paper says, “Sir Stafford had the misfortune to conduct his Mid- H 00 D’s COM Ic AN N UAL for 1 885. 


lothias campaign in a fog.”] 
Sirk STAFFORD ina fog! ‘Tis often so One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Humorous Art and Literature. 
With these professors of the Tory creed ; IT WILL CONTAIN CONTRIBUTIONS FROM 
On through the dark they groping have to £9, FRANK BARRETT, GODFREY TURNER, GEO, MANVILLE FENN, 
And thus the knocks they get are rough indeed. J. W. Houcuron, A, T. Pask, H. C. Newton, E, Downey, A. Dowty, 
For, lo! ’tis not fog-gotten in our history GEORGE DALZIEL, LAUNCE LEE, ERNEST WARREN, 
That Tory tricks are full of fog and mist-ery. CHARLES S. CHELTNAM, H. C, Sessions, H. G. SOMERVILLE, 
JOHN NorMAN, H, T. JOHNsON, C, J. DUNPHIE, AUGUSTUS M. MOORE, 
EVELYN JERROLD, Crs Brooks, CHAS, G, LELAND, AND J. F SULLIVAN, 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED BY 
GORDON THOMSON, J. F. SULLIVAN, H. Tuck, J, W. HOUGHTON, 
HAL LuDLOow, ERNEST GRISET, H. SANDERCOCK, F, A. FRASER, 
P, Kk. Epputr, MATT STRETCH, AND W, G. BAXTER. 


re 





THE total abstainers are rejoiced to hear that beef-tea is sold over 
bars in America. The bar-keepers are also delighted to sell it, as they 
find its reviving effects enable their customers to consume more Bourbon- 
skins than they would otherwise be able to imbibe. So satisfaction 


reigns all round. 
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CHAFF, 


First’ Bus Driver (to Driver of Yellow ’Bus).—* NOW, THEN, JUST GET ALONG WITH THAT THERE MusTArD Por.” 
Second Driver.—‘*OH! SHARP THIS MORNING, AIN’T YER? BEEN EATING THICK MILK WITH A BRAD-AWL, EH?” 


First Do.—**GrT ALONG—GET ALONG.” 


Second Do.—‘*OR TRYING TO EAT LEMON JUICE WITH A FISH-HOOK—WHICH Is IT?” 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL JOINS THE CAMEL CORPS. 
Waddy Cue-seah, near Cairo, 
= THE place from which this letter is dated, Sir, is a village some five 
miles from Cairo, whither I have retired with the Camel kindly placed 
at my disposal by General Lord Wolseley, before leaving for the front, 
actuated by the desire of making myself thoroughly at home with my 
ship of the desert before I start to join our only general. 

The camel, according to the late M. Buffon, *‘is a most useful quadru- 
ped, the variety of whose services to man is only equalled by its long- 
suffering patience and persevering devotion.” All I can say, Sir, is that 
I wish I had the late M. Buffon’s existing legal representatives here with 
me any day between four and ten a.m. whilst I am making myself at 
home with my ‘‘ Animated Doormat ”—‘‘ animated doormat” being, 
let me add, one of the playful appellations bestowed by me on my Bac- 
trian steed. If those legal representatives of the departed naturalist did 
not, after their visit, make all possible haste home again, and take instant 
steps to publish a new edition of their defunct relative’s work, in which it 
is observed (amongst other and stronger charges) that ‘‘ the camel is a most 
unmanageable beast, the interminable variety of whose eccentric vices is 
only equalled by the patient obstinacy and flea-haunted perversity of its 
ways, and the fecund development of its ever aggravating tricks and 
manners,” I should be inclined to accuse them of allowing sensitive con- 
sideration for a deceased friend’s literary sensitiveness to stand in the way 
of a due regard to the eternal verities of zoological truth. 

My camel, which I call ‘‘ The Sphinx,” in consequence of the enig- 
matic mystery imparted to its features by the of a wall eye, is 
not, I believe, an exceptionally bad specimen of its unkind kind, but it 
is quite certain that Fate has never before doomed me to ride such a 
wicked and wily quadruped. More than once when my sorely tried 
patience has given way I have been tempted to resolve my animal into 
camel hair pencils and return incontinently (and trans-continent-ly, for 
that matter) to England. But thoughts of you, sir, and glory have 
always come in time to induce me to make one more effort. 

As you know, Sir, the camel is called ‘‘ the Ship of the Desert,” and 





that being so, I am of course, the ‘‘ skipper,” so to of my desert 
ship. But in reality it is just the other way about. It is my camel that 
is the ‘‘ skipper,” and it would seem in some way to use its old twiney- 
looking tail as a skipping-rope. It doesn’t skip as much as it did at 
first, but I have to be to the hump even now. 

But my Sphinx is not only a skipper, it is a roarer, and a spitter, and 
a butter, and a jibber, and a shyer, and a kicker, and a shammer as 
well, And then its ingratitude is quite painful, Why, you’d scarcely 
believe it, Sir, but though I’ve gone out of my way night after night to 
feed it with my own hands, it actually tried to worry my left foot last 
night.* I am sorry to have to report, indeed, that Sphinx is no respecter 
of persons, It spat at the sheikh of the village yesterday, and put its 
hoof down on a Government filter this very morning. 

But even more aggravating than my camel is the ** Book of Camel 
Regulations” handed me with the beast itself, That I am debarred 
from beating it is not strange, You cannot beat a dusty drugget with- 
out being a nuisance to your neighbours; and a camel has more dust in 
its door-matty skin than a houseful of d Nor do I complain 
that I am forbidden to use agoad. There isakind of sharp stick known 
to the Arab drivers *‘ neat, yet not goady,” which—but no matter. 

What I do consider a real hardship, though, is that I am express! 
forbidden, by Rules 7 and 8, to use bad ry to my camel steed, 
Bad language comes so glibly to one’s tongue, but good language—well, 
it is a bore to have to think out the good required for an 
hour’s camel riding. Practice makes perfect, however, and I can now 
address my perverse quadruped as ‘‘a perihelion-mounted scion of a 
spheroid parallelopipedon’s prestidigitating paterfamilias,” or as ‘the 
palceocrystic Crookes’ radiator of an icthyological isothermalization of a 
Cosmic canticle,” without a moment’s hesi . Still, Sir, it is not 
quite so pleasant to one’s taste as the good old bad language usually 
available. 

* Some facetious idlers might say that a camel that had been fed with its master’s 


hands would naturally acquire a taste for its master’s feet too; but such idle quipping 
is not in my line, Sir, at this critical moment.—Y.E.-S R, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE Daughter o the Regi- 
ment, denuded of its in- 
terest and a number of 
Mr. W.S. Gilbert’s ideas 
stripped of their humour, 
describes, with no more 
injustice than is inevitable 
in a terse description, the 
‘* original ” comic opera, 
Polly, with which this 
theatre has re-opened for 
the season. The pla- 
giarism of Mr. Gilbert’s 
work is something more 
than general ; in addition 
to the whole thing being, 
as some politely put it, a 





military /inafore, we 
have the General and his 
numerous fair progeny 
bodily from 7he Pirates, 
and these ladies describe 
themselves in a chorus 
which is a mixture of the 
major-general’s very own 
song and the charity girls’ chorus in that best of the imitations of Mr. 
Gilbert, Biliee Zaylor. The piece has the merit of being not over-long, 
but it is almost unmitigatediy dull from beginning to end. 





Tue Nove rty.—In Searcu—Searcu 1s Lira. 


THERE is one wild, weird joke about Antimacassar in the first act, 
but asa character has to be violently named McAssear, and supplied with 
a number of nieces, before its manufacture can be accomplished, and as, 


| moreover, there does not appear to be any reason for mentioning an anti- 


macassar at all, its commission seemsa rather unnecessary expenditure of 
vital force. In the second act there is a really good and spirited chorus, 
reasonably well-written, with a characteristic air, and sung and acted by 
the general and his ‘‘ eight fair daughters” with much comicality (the 
stage-management is very good and complete throughout), this received 
the deserved honour of a double encore; it was received, indeed, bya 
friendly house with a frantic and resounding demonstrativeness suggestive 
of delirious joy at having found something really funny at last. Then 
the dear old British flag is trotted out, and waved and sung about, but 
those are all the funny things I can remember. 


Mr. SOLOMON’S music in this piece is not the best he can do, but it 
































might easily be far worse. There isa pretty duet for the lovers in the 
first act. Polly’s song, ‘‘I am the daughter,” with the introduced theme 
of ‘ The British Grenadiers,” is melodious and clever, the ‘*D:ar Papa”’ 
chorus is sprightly, and a touch here and there reveals the hand of skill, 
but for the most part it tinkles along in a monotonous prettiness which 
contributes its quota to the general dulness. 


THe piece has been *‘ put on” with all liberality and taste. The real- 
istic set of the Horse Guards scene, and the beauty of the last scene, 
described as ‘‘ the camp,” left nothing to be desired. Rich Hussar and 
Life Guards uniforms, with the pretty ‘‘ Kate Greenaway ”’ dresses of the 

daughters, 

filled in the 

iA) picture with 

brilliant effect. 
Miss LILLIAN 
RUSSELL ap- 
pears as Polly. 
She has a very 
pretty voice, 
which the size 
of the theatre 
enables her to 
show to advan- 
tage, and she 
sings with ease 
and = expres- 
sion: shehasn’t 
a scintilla of 
acting ability, 
however. Al- 
most the reverse is the case with Mr. Alfred Bishop: his General 
Bangs, C.B., is a capital bit of character, and so well acted asto give 
one the impression that if he hadn’t been very funny up to ¢hem, he was 
going to come out strong presently, at any rate; but the General is not 
provided with a singing voice—hbe never was, you know, even at the 





Tue Novecty.—Wit ano New-ma. 











Opera Comique. Mr. Leumane is a fairly good tenor, and Mr. Cooper- 
Cliffe gets respectably through the little he has todo, Miss Susie 
Vaughan is very comical indeed, and the ‘“‘ eight fair daughters ” headed 
by Miss Leslie Bell, will probably be considered ‘‘ fetching” by judges. 
Curiosity to see sucha 
bold imitation may attract 
for awhile, but I should 
not think there is a long 
career in store for Polly ; 
she isa many-sided figure 
already, she will soon be 
a Polly gone. 





THe Empire.— The 
company that started this 
theatre—that is to say, 
the limited company, and 
not the theatrical com- 
pany (which was un- 
limited), or the limited 
company that, on the 
whole, could be brought 
to view the theatre— 
having gone into liqui- 
dation with the assistance 
of the bar—not the bar 
in the great foyer (where 
the other limited company 
did all its ‘‘ liquidation’ ), 
but the legal bar (not 
that the foyer bar wes an 
i/legal bar, either)—the 
theatre is carried on un- 
der the management of 
MM. Vargues and Du 
Chastelaine, and the experienced direction of Mr. John Hollingshead. 
It doesn’t seem to quite settle down to a really striking programme, 
though ; and Lick, which has just been ‘* put up ” in place of Rodin Hood, 
although a good enough entertainment—indeed, an excellent entertain- 
ment—and well played, has led too much of a nomadic existence to 
encourage public confidence. The fame of Whittington rests a good 
deal on the fact of his having been three times Lord Mayor of London— 
his ‘* descendant” Dick has now successfully in this respect emulated 
him—he has been three times ‘first produced” at a London theatre. 
Miss Leslie plays the principal part with her usual mixture of point, 
pathos, and piquancy; Miss Ethel Pierson resumes the 7é/e of Alice, 
and, with the remainder of the company, acquits herself in a manner— 
which I have described in a previous notice. 





THe Nove._ty.—STANDARD EASE; 


THE CRITERION.—This theatre re-opened on the 4th for the autumn. 
Featherbrain still holds the programme, and is as mirth-provoking and 
as capitally acted as at first. The cast is unaltered, and Mr. Maltby 
having shaken down into his part, proves the wisdom of selecting him, 


THe Comepy.—I had a look in here— 
unofficially—the other night. How &7p is 
drawing, and how splendid Leslie is ! 


Nops AND WINKS.—Zhe Twins cele- 
brated the fiftieth night of their existence 
three weeks ago,and seem in a fine state 
of health; they are getting on marvel- 
lously with their education, having learnt 
to Draw already, besides knowing all about 
Right’n.—Miss Ellen Terry being vacci- 
nated at the top of her left arm, and de- | 
veloping a whitlow at the extreme end | | 
of her right hand, joyful anti-vaccinationists | 
find corroboration of their madcap theories 
therein, which may be playing it a whit- 
low down, but is, after all, as good an 
argument as any they have, perhaps.—The 
title-page ofa book, called ‘‘ The Life and 
Adventures of Peg Woffington” has been 
sent to me for some purpose. It is bya 
Mr. Molloy, is in two volumes, is published 
by Messrs. Hurst and Blackett, and bears 
a dedication to Miss Ellen Terry on the 
fly-leaf.—‘* The Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern” has recommenced 
its Thursday evening concerts.—Mr. Austin Brereton has written what 
is like to prove a very interesting and valuable work, the title ‘‘Some 
Famous Hamlets,” (ranging from Burbage to Fechter) sufficiently indi- 
cates its scope. NESTOR. 





THe Empirg.—Pretty 
ade eat 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. | 


GORDON OF KHARTOUM. 


OF gallant Gordon sing we praise— 
A shout to tell his worthy fame, 
With ringing hearty cheers we'll raise 
A chorus to his honoured name, 
For valiantly he holds his post— 
Alert wherever honour calls, 
Against the mighty Arab host | 
That yells around his crumbling walls. 














And many months went on, the same; 
He lay besieged in dark Khartoum, 
No ray of hope or succour came 
To light the ever-gathering gloom. 
But bravely with his little band, — 
With courage, dauntless to the core, 
He fights the rebel hand to hand 
Like hero knight in days of yore. 


There’s many an English banner waves 
In triumph for great battles won ;— 
There’s many a stone placed o’er the graves 
Of those who noble deeds have done ;— 
There’s many now of great renown 
That led the van for glorious right, 
And won the prize, a lordly crown 
For valour in the deadly fight. 


Deep were the sands of Egypt dyed 
With English blood in bygone days, 
There deeds were done that have defied 
E’en time to dim the well-won praise. 

And now upon this scroll of fame, 
Which no dark cloud shall ever gloom, 
We place another glorious name— 
’Tis gallant Gordon of Khartoum, 





Exhibition of the Photographic Society of 
Great Britain. 


THE present Exhibition is one of great excellence and 
beauty, and strongly evidences the advanced state of photo- 
graphic art. We cannot particularize even the most ex- 
quisite examples, for there are many; but the great interest | 
attaching to the collection as a whole ought to draw crowds | 
to 5 Pall Mall East. The artist, the amateur, and the 
general observer may all be charmed ; and with the Monday, | 
Wednesday, and Saturday evenings at half-price, thousands | 
may be delighted. 





Angelina.—‘* THE MAN / MARRY MUST BE HANDSOME, BRAVE, AND 


CLEVER !” 
Tompkins. —*' DEAR ME! 
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NONE BUT THE BRAVE, &. 


How F—FORTUNATE WE HAVE MET!” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE ISLE OF 
WIGHT. 


‘* How sall I go to your Isle of Vight?” I demand of Jollidogue; and 
he reply, ‘‘I sould first go to Ryde.” I ask if he sink I am going to 
valk zare, and he reply, *‘ No, but some people go by Cowes.” Zen I 
enquire at whom he sink he is getting. Csfendant, ven I arrive at ze 
charming island I undarestand and I see zat Jollidogue, when he say 
Ryde, vas not vat you call deriding me. At RydeI promenade ze pier, 
and vot you say mash ze peeresses. At zis end of ze Island of Vight ve 
havt salt vater and tennis; you have to go to ze ozzare end for Fresh- 
vater and Tennyson. I go charmink valk to Binstead, but returning I 
am fatigue, and have cab instead. Also I goto Quarr Abbey. J/a/oi! 
ze ole monks choose pretty guarrters. And again I go see Fish-house, 
vare, maintenant, I find no von zat seem officious ; and to Vootton, vare 
I sink to myself, ‘‘ Who Vootton’t live here?” 

Later I go to Brading, vare I see ze village stocks, vich seem as firm 
as your Tree per Cent. Stock; and ze Bull Ring, to vich I supose zey 
fasten ze fish-hook zey vas use to bait for ze bulls. I find myself up- 
braiding Brading for being so like your street of Frogmorton, viz ze Bull 
Ring and ze Stocks. I also inspect ze villa of ze ancient Roman zat vas 
use to live here. I believe zat he is dead now. Most places have zare 
ups and downs ; Medina has only its Sandown, and demands no ozzare. 

I goto Shanklin, I see ze lovely Chine (lots of my countrymen have 
gone to see China @ fresent). Indeed, you Engleese need not go to ze 
Rhine, ze Engandine, or ze Tyrol ven Nature has left so pretty gifts on 
your doorsteps. Not far off is ze Chine of Luccombe—I look ’em all up 
you see, and dientit I arrive at Bonchurch. Zare is garden party at ze 
Maples and an unknown artiste play solo, not so low, maintenant, on 
ze big drum. Zen I arrive at Ventnor, vare I begin to sink I know vat 
Paradis vas like. Zey take me to see ze landslip almost as pretty as Miss 





| 
| 
| 
{ 


Jollidogue’s lip. I go up Boniface and I sink von of ze best features of 
ze Boniface is at its foot, c’est a dire Clarendon, I go to Black Gang, 
vare zey nearly chuck me over ze Chine because I say ‘‘ I am em chine 
myself.” Also I go to Newport, vare at ze Star I pay lots of attention 
to old port, and vare zey treat me to perfect civility and perfect sauce (of 
tomato), At Carisbooke Castle vare Charles ze 2 was lock up (vat an 
old offender he vas to be so much locked up) I see ze donkey on ze 
treadmill]. I vas use to sink zat vas only for ze man donkey. At Alum 
Bay (vare I suppose ze sea is soda vatare) I see ze Needles vich are 
pointed out to me, and ze bay of ze land of Totties. At Brixton I in- 
qvire for ze tramcar to Camberwell, but cannot find it, and enfin, | am, 
Monsieur FuN, encore at Cowes, vare I find ze cream of society. 





A Rash Recommendation. 


The Duke of Rutland remarked, the other day, that “although we are t 

, : ‘ ’ ; } . 
hereditary peers must be abolished, the advantages more than counterbalan 
adding that ‘‘ peers only desire to emulate their ancestors. } 


id that 
ed the 
disadvantages 
Pray, what advantages do peers bestow 
Upon this favoured land ? 
And wherefore are we all advised to show 
Such love for their great band ? 
‘‘ They emulate their ancestors ?” 
What an affecting touch ! 
And were their ancestors oft known to heed 
The people’s cause ? Not much ! 
If that’s their only claim to veneration, 
Methinks they'll gain scant rev’rence from the nation. 


Indeed ! 





On ’CHANGE (very much and very often). —Lord R. Churchill. 











— 


RAT tle SOR 


ae ea 
apa ve comings pm gen 
* “ a a 


gh: 


a 


eentgo ets 


. See g one 


ee 
ow - 


es A Al ER AL AI Ts lie em 


yo ae ae a, ee iat pei BRS > ? 


Rs 


a 


- te 


. 


a 


RI 
he Sa Oe SS 


ec i ig, Mant ~ 


‘a: 
? 
49% 
iP 
tae 
» 
bs. 
icf 
ck 
i 


LY Peele Be nel 











168 


KUN. 


OCTOBER 15, 1884, 











WARBLES OF THE WEEK. 


SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
New Series, No. 43. 


Arr—** Bounce.” 


ZCASION occur- 
ring, permit us 
to say 

Wedon’t believe 
much that we 
hear, 

We think that 
the _ general 
news of the 
day 

Is nothing but 
bunkum, my 
dear. 

They tell us that 
this or the 
other’s occur- 
red— 

But don’t take 
us in with it 
quite, 

For we don’t be- 
lieve one indi- 
vidual word 
































Of all that they 
choose to re- 
cite, 

It’s bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 

Of fact there is nary an ounce, 
It’s bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 
It’s nothing but bunkum and bounce. 





You may tell us that ‘* Marie and Alfred” have been 
En trip to the townlet of Hull ; 
You may say their reception was fine, as a scene, 
The weather and speeches not dull. 
You may tell us the ** Markiss ” to Glasgow has been 
To demonstrate freely and long ; 
You may say that the Lords from his speeches are seen 
For the tussle sufficiently strong. 
It's bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 
Of likelihood scarcely an ounce ; 
It's bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 
It's certainly nothing but bounce. 


The famed Inner Circle they say is complete, 
A boon to the west and the east; 
That pheasants plump, juicy, and ready to eat, 
Are falling in thousands, at least. 
That many prizetighters were cleverly caught 
At Sutton, all packed in a van, 
That Randy at Leeds the community taught 
That he’s an intelligent man. 
It’s bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 
(That Kandy they're certain to trounce), 
It’s bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 
You do get so high when you bounce. 


You may tell me a porpoise at Lambeth was caught ; 
You may mention the road of Gray’s Inn, 
And say that they mean to plant trees (as they ought) ; 
Of a recaptured Berber may din ; 
You may tell us of Church Congress meetings ‘‘ and that,”’ 
And of Christianborg Palace burnt out ; 
You may think that you have it all pleasant and p 
But we beg to insult you with doubt. 
It’s bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 
And down on it quickly we pounce, 
It’s bounce, dear boys, it’s bounce, dear boys, 
The whole of your narrative’s bounce. 


at, 


You may tell us some bosh about Wolseley’s recall ; 
You may say that we've had an eclipse ; 
You may say to the Belgian monarchs befall 
Some hisses from popular lips ; 
You may tell of Meridian Conference fun, 
And the spite of the poor Frenchies’ display, 
And of Liberal Leeds, but we shan’t when you've done, 
Believe e’er a word that you say. 
It’s bounce, dear boy, it’s bounce, dear boy, 
You needn't insultedly ‘‘ flounce,” 
It’s bounce, dear boy, it’s bounce, dear boy, 
It's nothing whatever but bounce. 


1 


| 
| 
i 
| 


Massa Gladstone’s Melody. 


{In the diary of Lord Malmesbury, recently published, is the following item :— 
‘“* ¥uly 24, 1860.—Gladstone, who was always fond ef music, is now quite enthusiastic 
about negro melodies, singing them with the greatest spirit and enjoyment, and never 
leaving out a verse.’ ] 





Air—** The Charleston Blues !”—( Moore and Burgess.) 


Ou ! twang de banjo, bang de bones, 
Loud as e’er you can! 
Pay attenshun to de tones 
Ob dis Grand Ole Man! 
My collar is high, and so’s my aims— 
I knows my p’s and q’s; 
And, spite of all dem Tory games, 
De folks like Gladstone’s views. 
Chorus. 
Oh, golly ! what folly 
Dem Tory coons all choose ; 
Dem peers, too, hab fears, too, 
Dat in dis fight they’ll lose. 
And so dey will if dey purtend de Franchise to refuse— 
Yah-ah !—de people’ll gain their end by sticking to Ole Gladstone’s 
views!” [&c., &c., through several verses. | 








Perfectly Plain. 
{The Marquis of Exeter solemnly declares that there is no misunderstanding 
tween the Peers and the People.] 
** Hum ! no misunderstanding ’’— that is so ; 
The nobles understand ‘heir game full well ; 
They understand that ‘Aey would like to show 
The people that the Lords Reform would quell. 
The people also fully understand 
That peers are not much use in this our land. 


} 


be- 





In Aberdeen various people have been fined recently for exposing 
their children when the little chick-a-biddies were suffering from measles. 
Pleas of generosity were set up in several cases, the parents asserting 
that they merely wished to show that Scotch folks, so far from being 
mean, are hospitably inclined to give freely to little ones. 
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A daily p 

*T WERE Surely quite sufficient to damp ordinary 
JOYS, 

Now chaos comes again along the pavement 
of the Strand, 

Without beholding, nightly, troops of squalid 
little boys 

All revelling ’mid that chaos like some weird 
and ghostly band. 





they are gay. 





iper refers to the nightly gambols of ragged urchins along the roadway and pavement in course 

Like Demons of the Darkness they, with whist- 
ling and with song, 

Throw the blocks and wheel the barrows, 

like to ragged Pucks at play, 

And they ladle out the pitch like soup, to all 
who pass along, 

Yea, defiant of the watchman and policeman, 
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DEMONS OF THE DARKNESS (A STORY OF THE STRAND), 


f repair in various parts of the Strand. 
Yet who can frown upon these imps so tattered 
in their gear? 
For even as we laugh at them we pity their 
sad lot; 
And all these twilight devilries and antics 
seem to cheer 
Those Demons of the Darkness in that now 
chaotic spot. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 


REFINING IT DOWN, 
REFINEMENT, What are you so deeply engrossed about, pa? For 
days past you have been sitting with your best considering cap on like 
this ; you must have some great work on hand ? 
PROGRESS. Yes, my dear; that is exactly it. 
how to elevate and give a higher status to war. 
Rer. But pa, dear, would it not be better to ado/ish war? 
Proc, / abolish war, my dear girl! I’m afraid 7m not likely to do 
that ; but I have been thinking that you might take the matter in hand 
and work great refinements in war. I am disgusted with the present 
system—it’s absurdly expensive; and it’s a wholesale interruption to 
money making, which is my chief care, 
Rer. Oh, I shou/d like to alter it so much; it really shocks my deli- 
cate feelings dreadfully ! 
Proc. Very well, then, I'll tell you what you shall do. You mustn't 
do the thing too suddenly ; the progress must be gradual. You shall 
begin with France and China; you shall go and talk to them both, and 
see if you can’t make a start. 

7 * * * * > 
FRANCE. Look here, China, Miss Refinement (the daughter of old 
Progress, whom you hate) has been talking to me about war. She’s 
very anxious to refine the thing—place it on a higher level, you know; 
so what do you say to abolishing the word ‘‘ war,” and calling it ‘‘ re- 
prisals?”” We might improve the method too—say I knock you about 
while you sit still ? 

CHINA, Hum !—I suppose I shall have to agree if you mean to do it. 
/ don’t care much what you call it. ‘* Reprisals” will do. 
ReF, There, pa, dear, haven’t I got on well ? 
Proc. Yes, my dear. Now go to Great Britain and America, 
* > . > * > 


AMERICA. Say, old possum, that gal Refinement’s been around with 
a notion about refining war. You bet it might be a good thing to do. 
GREAT BRITAIN. Well, I don’t always care for your new notions, 
but I don’t mind trying this one ; what do you propose ? 





I have been wondering 





AMER. Well, I guess if I was to wage war by keeping a private 
lunatic of my own to plot against you, and send over dynamite to blow 
up your cities, that might work—say? I reckon he wouldn’t be official, 
so you couldn’t call Congress to account for his doings ; and we wouldn't 
have to stop commerce ; and it would come cheaper to me thana navy ; 
and we could be polite to each other all the time quite as if nothing was 
happening, and avoid declarations of war, and ‘‘ complications.’ 

G. Brit. Well, there’s something in what you say, and—let me see— 
how could I retaliate? I know: there’s smallpox broken out in London, 
and I could send you cargoes of infected rags 

Amer. ’Pears to me I don't see the necessity for retaliation on your 
part. You might grin and bear it; that would be a still further refine- 
ment. How's that, boss ? 

Rer. There, papa! Another step forward. 

Proc. Excellent, my dear! But even yet war seems to be somewhat 
objectionable—diseases, and carnage, and so forth. Besides, even 
these things interfere slightly with commerce. Now, I have a plan 
which would actually increase commerce, and entirely do away with 
nasty bloodshed, and suchthings. You just goto England and France— 
the relations between them are of course strained, as usual—and sug- 
gest 








> * > > * * 


FRANCE. Mons. England, Miss Refinement has just been suggesting 
to me that we should settle our differences in this way. I might raise 
an army of Zolas, and send shiploads of their books to your shores to 
corrupt the morals of your inhabitants, while you—well—— 

ENGLAND. Oh, there’s no difficulty about my part of it. I could 
easily send a large consignment of British manufacturers—a name which 
impresses with respect and confidence all the civilised globe—to teach 
your manufacturers the best and latest way of adulterating everything. 

Rer. There, pa, have I not been successful ? 

Proc. Wonderfully, my love !—quite an impetus to trade too, 








A MAN who tars things may not be a Tar-tar, but a pitcher is often 
a ** mug.” 
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A BAD THING FOR NEPTUNE. 


A the south coast men with pitchforks throw back the putrefying seaweed into thesea. They will tell you that the town authorities have employed them to 


throw this weed into the sea, “ which will soon carry it away.” ‘‘ Them’s their orders ;" and they care no more than one of the town councillors themselves whether 
ewspaper. (**‘ True—seen'em doing it myself.”—Fun.]} 








there is any reason in the proceeding. The sea does not “carry away” the stuff: it washes it up again.—See Ni 
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“li show Mr. Neptune he'd better give in when J ve made up my mind about it!’ 









———— - aie 


"Wash it up again, will he?” said the South Coast Town Councillor. 
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Don't talk to me about the Laws of Nature; they'll have to be put aside, sir, where the bye-laws of 


‘** Throws it up faster than I throw it out?’ Pooh, sir! 
“he MLittle Smellington are in force!” 
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Well, sir, as Neptune refuses to come to his senses, I have decided to have no sea at Little Smellington at all. 


‘*** What am I about to do with this squegee, sir?’ 
I am about to sweep it away, sir. ’ 
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THE “GORDIAN” KNOT. 
(See Cartoon.) 

Ev’RYBODY, I hope, 

Knows that trick with the rope 
(Twas the Davenport Brothers’ creation 

Unless I mistake) 

Where one slips, like a snake, 
From his bonds, and obtains extrication, 
Though he’s ever so cunningly tied 
Round his back, and his front, and his side, 

And the knots are drawn tight 

And sealed down in your sight— 
An exceedingly strange operation. 


Now you may, should you mind, 
Watch a trick of that kind 
At Khartoum, in the person of Gordon, 
Who there may be found 
Pretty rigidly bound 
With a very long measure of cord on ; 
But whether he’ll wriggle out free 
By himself, we are waiting to see ; 
Though if, failing that “ but,” 
The knot needs to be cut, 
Wolseley’s ready to just lay his sword on. 
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FASHIONS IN THE “LIGHT FANTASTIC.” 
(A TRILL @ Zrots Temps.) 
Tempo 1862. 
The ‘‘ Peg-top” period this—when men would 


Tempo 1815. 


THREE different kinds of dancing here are seen ; 
The first, of Georgian dancers an assort- ape 
ment ; 


They danced gavottes with stolid, stilted Dundreary ; 


mien, When girls wore crinolines of dome-like shape ; 
Folks danced the *‘ hop”-valse ¢hen till they 


Like Turveydrop, intent but on ‘ De- 


portment.” were weary. 


The whiskers and the ways of ‘‘ swell” 


Tempo 1884. 
Our period this—and, ah! we thrill with 
pride 
As on that ‘‘ Masher” form we gaze with 
rapture ; 
What time the belle and he in polkas glide, 
While she, if he be rich, essays his cap- 
ture ! 








A MATTER FOR NEGOCIATION, 


** The Limerick Corporation, having refused to pay the sum fixed by the Judges of 
Assize as properly chargeable on the city for the cost of the extra police force, the 
Lord Lieutenant reduced the sum by £600, and asked them to pay the reduced 
amount. They met the other day to consider the matter, and refused to pay that, but 
proceeded to dictate terms to the Lord Lieutenant.”—See Newshafpers. 


N’ that’s as it should be, see now,” 
said Pat, *‘an’ the Authoritis are 
afther comin’ to their sinsis at last, 
and behavin’ thimsilves obadintly. 
So now’s me toime whoile they’re in 
that dacent an’ proper state ov 
moind.” And as there’s nothing 
like seizing a favourable opportu- 
nity, Pat took down his gun, which 
had got a trifle dusty, and put ina 
good charge of slugs. 

‘*Is it for the blaggyard rint 
collector, Pat, darlin’ ?” asked the 
gentle Norah. 

‘*Tt’s jist that same, an’ divil 
else, an’ beautifully guessed, avour- 
neen,” replied Pat, cheerfully, as 
he strolled out into the pleasant 
moonlight. 

But the rest of the instructive 
little episode is better gleaned from 
the following newspaper paragraphs 
of a few weeks thereafter. 





A DIFFICULTY has occurred in 
the matter of the Moonlighter Pat 
O’ Gorey, who was recently tried 
and found guilty of the murder of 
the rent-collector and condemned 
to be hanged. A communication 
has been received from the con- 
demned man by the Lord Lieutenant to the effect that the former abso- 
lutely refuses to undergo the extreme penalty of the law. Under these 
circumstances it is deemed necessary to reconsider the matter. 

” ¥ * * ” * 

YESTERDAY Pat O'Gorey the Moonlighter was engaged in considering 
a communication from the Lord Lieutenant asking him to submit toa 
commutation of the original sentence to one of penal servitude for life. 
Pat is understood to have decided upon refusing the request, and to have 
desired the Lord Lieutenant to order a new trial with Pat’s Uncle Tim 


as judge, and his twelve cousins as jurymen. 
7 ” > » . + 








| foreigners are just simply screaming wit 





THE negociations between the condemned man Pat O'Gorey and the | 
Lord Lieutenant are still in progress, though it seems unlikely that an | 


arrangement will be come to, The Lord Lieutenant, though unable to 
see his way to falling in with the new trial arrangement formulated by 
the prisoner, has submitted to the latter's acceptance the alternative of 
three years’ imprisonment and cry quits. 

* * * > * * 

THE offer by the Lord Lieutenant of three years’ imprisonment has 
met with an unqualified rejection on the part of Pat O’Gorey, who is 
understood to have stated that nothing will now meet his views except 
instant liberation from incarceration. 

* . * * > . 

THE determination of Pat O’Gorey appearing inflexible, the Lord 

Lieutenant has found it necessary to order his immediate release. 





Our Nasty Navy. 
(THe Most Recent Views.) 


An Old Salt, Admiral of the Green on the Retired List for the last 
Thirty Years.—Want to know my opinion about the Navy, sir? The 
Navy! Suspend my skylights and anathematise my ocular organs! what 
do you call a Navy in our days? Kettles and saucepans, sir! And until 
we go back to the good old pattern—hundred guns, a broadside, and 
several different decks at least—the pattern that won Trafalgar, d’ye 
hear ?—we must just simply be in the last rank of the Naval Powers. 
Why, I’d rather be in the swim—(joke, eh?)—with Switzerland, At 
least all their boats are wooden. 

An Advanced Scientist, who ought to have been born somewhere about 
1930.—No wonder the service has nary gone to the dogs, and that all 

laughter at us. I could have 
told you so years ago, when I presented to the Admiralty my balloon 
tower, a mechanism that towed ships by means of balloons, and thus 
dispensed with the necessity for having any sailors on board, The 
sailors were all in the air. They refused that, and my improved plan 
for having the guns fired by an electric battery from above : then me A 
need have been on board. As for my last idea of submarine ironclads 
manned by educated whales and alligators, they laugh that to scorn; 
but just wait until a big Boer fleet sails down the Thames, as their fore- 
fathers did of old! 

A Staunch Tory, who really believes in the Enthusiasm of Midlothian 
—for Northcote.—What could you o—_ All the money's being 
spent on Gladstone's special trains. hat does he care for the fleet 
Hasn’t the Wasp foundered because he wouldn’t spend any money in 
uprooting all the rocks around the Irish coast? Gave it all to the Irish 
Fenians, of course. And that’s why the Navy of Monaco is better than 
ours, and that a German bumboat woman would be a better Lord of the 
Admiralty than any of ours. As patriots we proclaim it ! 

Germany.—Well, if they themselves say it is so very bad, we may as 
well continue to colonise where we like; even our Navy apparently 
could always lick an English one! 
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A WELL-MATCHED PAIR. 


Joun Butt. Tue Livery Neicunour. Fun, Lorp Hicu 

GRASPER OF THE SITUATION, 

O, subjugation and indemnity ! 

O, knuckling under, and O, rs a joke! 

Fon, L. H. G. S. I ¢ to note this sorry state of mind, 

And fain would comfort. Pray confide in me! 

Prate not of confidence! Look at these wrecks— 

These are the British Navy—that which once 

Did hold the world in awe! Now look upon 

This schedule of the armaments of France— 

Double mine own—see, ‘tis in black and white, 

As plain as printing ink can render it ! 

I tell you, sir, that, should a war with France 

Unhappily occur, I should be crumpled— 

Disjointed—smashed to atoms—pulverized ! 

I grieve to hear it. I will go to France 

And beg him not to levy war upon you. 

Ah, Base Defeat and Payment to the Foe! 

Ah, Vile Submission ! and, ah, Alien Rule! 

What, thou as well? What grief, then, can be thine? 

Dost feign an ignorance of what the world— 

The universe doth prate of? Mark this refuse, 

This is the naval armament of France ! 

And now compare, I pray you, this long list 

Of British war-ships— 

Fun, L. H. G. S. Yet John Bull doth show me 

A lengthy list of thine. 
THe L. N, All paper, mark you ; 

All non-existent, obsolete, or damaged ; 

A baseless fiction of the Ministry ! 

(returning to}, BULL.) Take heart, good John, for 
France hath shown to me 

A lengthy list of thy marine 

A hoax ! 

All ancient, crippled, or nonenities ; 

A fabrication of a Government 

Constrained to let the British Navy die, 

By a short-sighted niggard Treasury 

Grudging each penny of the estimates, 

O, fatal Treasury, thou incubus ! 

O, vile deceit! O, wicked Ministry ! 

O, dread of estimates and love of office ! 

O, thirst of place, and fear of swollen budgets ! 

(with a creat flash of inspiration leading to complete 
and marvellous grasp of the situation.) Why, look 
you now, ye twain have common cause : 

One holy mission doth unite your souls, 

Which yet do bicker, bearing enmity. 

Whom hate ye worse—this lively neighbour France, 

That maketh no pretence to be thy friend, 

Or that which doth thine own creative work, 

The abstract incubus— the Treasury ? 

Ten thousand Frances could my mind endure, 

But not one extra ounce of Treasury ! 

And thou, O, Lively Neighbour. dost thou loathe 

The more this John or that official ogre, 

The base Portfolio that rules the Budget ? 

Ah, I could rend that base Portfolio, 

Until its mill-board sides 

Fun, L. HL G. S. 


Joun BULL, 


TOHN BULL, 


Fun, L. H. G. S. 
Tue L. N. 


Fon, L. H. G. S. 
THE L,. N, 


Foun, L. H. G. §. 





Joun BULL, 


THe L. N, 

JOHN BULL. 
THE L. N, 

Fun, L. H. G. S, 


(Zo J. BULL.) 


JOHN BULL. 


Foun, L, H. G. S. 


THe L. N, 





Then join your hands ; 
And let there be a war ; but be that war 
Between the grasping Treasury of Britain 
And France’s niggardly Portfolio ! 
(BULL and ‘he LIVELY NEIGHBOUR weep and embrace, then take thetr 
seats to witness the battle between the Treasury and the Portfolio. Both 
are annihilated amid universal rejoicing.) 














KNICKNACKS, 


EIGHTY-FOUR virtuous sailors have voted for the removal of a drink- 


ing bar from a ‘‘ home” in India ; seven audacious mariners only voted 
for its retention. The 


eighty-four good boys 
are supposed to have 
been a rummy crew in 
very early youth by the 
seven bad boys; and so 
these seven wicked 
ones go about saying 
spiteful things concern- 
ing these eizhty-four 
good boys, insinuating 
that their sense of taste 
has so depreciated that 
they do not know the 
difference between the 
flavour of grog and 
bilge water. 


THE Local Govern- 
ment Board has issued 
wise sanitary orders as 
to the attempts to im- 
port dirty rags from 
France. Frenchmen, 
as a rule, are not very particular as to the cleanliness of linen, calico, 
or bunting. The latest evidence of this fact is the senile manner in which 
they have soiled their tri-coloured vag in attempts to done territory. 





In these®days of Sarah Bernhardt worship, it is curious to reflect that 
considerably within two hundred years ago players in France, were not 
only refused admission to the rites of the church while living, but were 
refused Christian burial. Exceptions were always made in cases of 
political actors though. —_———— 

A LITERARY M.D, furnishes us with the goodly information that a 
man heavy from his dinner views mental exertions as an annoyance. 
The doctor also asserts that the objection implanted in the human brain 
to digging, writing odes, or keeping accounts immediately after a sub- 
stantial feed results from a judicious arrangement on the part of Madame 
Nature to encourage digestion. A clerkly believer in this physician’s 
views left his master’s office yesterday during the dinner hour, and spent 
at least a fortnight’s salary on a gorgeous meal. After returning, he 
scorned commercial toil, and slumbered soundly on the office stool, in 
order to allow his gastric juices to perform their work thoroughly. Poor 
fellow! the process of easy digestion was interrupted by his employer, 
who objects to snoring during business hours, and the clerkly believer 
is now lingering about the literary M.D.’s abode with a begging letter 
and a thick stick. —_——- 

THE bicycle scare is simply nonsensical. Of course bicyclists often 
suffer from nervousness and shakiness; but so do other folk. Even 
undertakers and mutes are not always screwed up to a calm, collected 
pitch. It’s the bicycle scarify on tumbling off these machines we are 
afraid of, and that is why we don’t ride them. 


How acutely scientific we are getting, to be sure. Now it is gravely 
stated that hysterical girls must not think of nursing as a profession. 
**Vat a larks!” Why, a girl or a woman who is not more or less 
hysterical is about as difficult to secure as a real live mermaid. Either 
Farini, William Holland, or Barnum would be glad to *‘ take on” when 
the first non-hysterical marvel is found. 


A GIGANTIC hairy gooseberry, fashioned after the manner of a wild 
man of the woods, has appeared in America, This avtma/ gooseberry 
bristles gaily with a peculiar growth of greyish hair, and its large black 
eyes gleam ferociously. Lately the hairy gooseberry created a sensation 
by cutting off the nose and ears of a precocious school-girl who met it 
in a forest, and asked its opinion on the Darwinian theory as to the 
origin of man. The school-girl did not appreciate the sensation at all. 
It will give satisfaction to the public, however, to know that Lord 
Wolseley has telegraphed over to the gigantic hairy gooseberry, inviting 
it to come across the herring-pond at once, and take command of the 
** ex-clerk”” Canadian boatmen in the Nile expedition. 





A CREDITABLE work has been published on human measurement, 
which bears (among other things) on the variations of tongues. The 
author has not thought it necessary to give the exact elongation of a 
mother-in-law’s tongue when she is ramping round. In the interests of 
matrimony he is magnanimous, and wisely forbearing ; and all mar- 
riageable young ladies who have Mas, feeling grateful to him for his 
kindness, send him butter-scotch and chocolate creams. 
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Lost to Sight. 


My mind is upset, I am sadly perplexed, 
I’m unable to properly rest, 
I’m worried and flurried, I’m troubled and 
vexed, 
Agitation is rife in my breast. 
sans uttered this statement, perhaps it were 
t 
I should give my perplexity’s cause, 
And oh, when I tell you, I’m sure you'll adu it 
’Tis enough to derange Nature’s laws. 
In = feud ve the Franchise I want to know 
why 
We have not had a speech from the Member 
for Eye? 


Here is Salisbury stumping with statements 
absurd, 
(As might be expected from 42m), 

From Randolph a curious speech we have heard, 
Once again showing how he can ‘‘trim ;” 
The Lowthers and Crosses, the Giffards and 

Clarkes, 
Have babbled in various parts, 
But, search where I may, I can find no remarks 
From Aim whose expressions are darts, 
Why should Britain thus wait and with tearful- 
ness cry, 
‘Oh, what has become of the Member for 
Eye?” 


How the world stood in awe when he rose to 
condemn 

(As he did at all seasons and times) 

Each villainous dodge of the vile G. O. M., 

That mass of political crimes ! 

True, the said G. O. M. a remark often made 

That squelched the bold Bartlett somewhat, 

And made him sink down in a corner, afraid, 

Where the G. O. M. noticed him not. 

But, e’en then, we adored him, and therefore 

we sigh, 

Exclaiming, ‘‘ Oh, where is the Member for 

Eye?” 


Aha! happy thought! yea, a thought that brings 
joy— 
He is saving his wisdom, maybe ! 
And suddenly he will pop up and destroy 
That Gladstone, and set us all free. 
Then come, brave A. B. (who in foreign affairs 
Showed always a muddling quite great !) 
Oh, speak but ome speech, and relieve Britain's 
cares, 
One speech, and thus rescue the State ! 
‘** Ah, quite so,” I fear many folks will reply, 
‘* One speech is enough from the Member for 
Eye!” 
“Fiction is Cheap To-day!” 
[‘* Fiction in proof-slips, by talented authors, is quoted 
in the stock list of a certain literary society at sixpence 
per column.”—Daily Paper.] 


THEN why shouldn’t Britain rejoice ? 
Our land has no right to be solemn, 
When tales can be had, cheap and choice, 
When “‘ Fiction is sixpence per column !” 


E’en a sempstress might manage to buy 
From her wages full many a *‘ vollum ;” 
Over lots of romance she may sigh, 
With “‘ Fiction at sixpence a column !” 


Oh! let all us authors then bless 

These dealers ; yea, let us extol ’em ; 
For fortunes we soon may possess, 

With “‘ Fiction at sixpence a column !” 





A Nursz at a lunatic asylum recently gave 
a patient two baths instead of one as a punish- 
ment. If this class of bitter torture were in- 
troduced into workhouses, the casual pauper 
would become a thing of the past. 
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SOFT SYMPATHY. 


Gentle English Inquirist.—‘‘Isn’T ARTHUR A HARD-HEARTED MAN? 
LUTELY THREATENS TO COMMIT SUICIDE UNLESS I MARRY HIM AT ONCE,” 

Tender American Condolist.—** HARD-HEARTED? Not a Cent’s WorTtH. I SHOULD 
GUESS HE'S AN UNCOMMON DgaAR LITTLE SOFT-ROED BLOATER.” (Words ensued.) 
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THE pastimes of ‘‘willing” and ‘‘thought-reading” are not without danger to the subject 
actised upon. Several university undergraduates have suffered seriously from over-indulgence 
in these society cranks. After being a a eeaadl WS bb ionta ie nose of the 
r boys became flushed, the movements o ap o be irregular, apes 
ts decidedly husky, while they protruded and wisleos their at short intervals till 
they were defily chucked under their chins; then they tossed th es about in a headstrong 
manner as if in pain. After resting in bed for a considerable time, with blisters as pillows, the 
undergraduates appear to have revived slightly ; but, in the most dogged and morose 
groaned that their memories were complete blanks as to the details of the gamesome experiments 
which had been made on them. 


i 





‘By Your Leaves.”—As the autumn winds say when they sweep through the trees. 














Ga” To Comresronpanrs.—The aster does 


net bind Atmset/ to acknowledge, return, or pay sor Ceonmirivwesions. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE Epitor or *‘ Fun.” 


Hooray! St. Gatien! St. Gatien! St. Gatien! Hooray! 
Trophonius righter than ever ! 


The only vaticinator who gave the absolute winner of the 
Cesarewitch, bar none! And would have given you the 
second only Archer pulled him up! 

Hooray! Who beats the Prophet now? Send stamps. 


S1r,—You ought to have the above lines printed in gold 
and stuck up in the window of 153. But I suppose you won't, 
you will pocket the unhallowed gains I have enabled you to 
make, with a grin on your beautiful, false face, and hurry me 
up with my copy as usual, and just as if nothing had happened, 
for though I always give infallible and straight tips I seldom 
give them as infallible and straight as this. Ah, well, we'll 
be even some day I suppose—and hope; meantime here’s a 


Tir FOR THE CROYDON OCTOBER NurRSERY HANDICAP. 


All ye who have always through gathering years, 
In every matter affecting him, 
Subjected the or to scurrilous jeers, 
Must suddenly feel you’re respecting him ! 
Success has ennobled his aspect to you 
(Which ever suggested nobility), 
And now you are ready to yield him his due 
And treat all his tips with civility. 


But who can select in the glance I must take— 
(The kind of a glance that is cursory) 

The horse which is certain of landing the stake 
In the Croydon October thing—Nursery ? 

A laurel will fall to the good Lauraline, 
Or Iris shine bright and prismatical, 

Or, p’r'aps Lenten Fare to the fore may be seen 
To the raising of feelings extatical. 


| Then by Ballerina you lightly may skip. 
Or with Speckled Gold you may speckle’ate, 
| Or if you back Silence with finger to lip 
With joy you anon will ejeckle’ate. 
| But Dimples and Chibby are worthy of note, 
And certain success may arise for us ; 
But several matters appear to denote 


Sententious Gent.—“Dagrgnp UPON IT, MY Dar Miss SHARPE, IN The future contains a surprise for us. 
MOST CASES ‘IGNORANCE 1S BLIss.’” There, Sir, as I have frequently remarked before, 


Cruel Fair One,—‘* WHY AREN’T YOU HAPPIER, THEN?” I am, yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
—_— 
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“Sans Souci” Government. My upinun is that wen man wuz formed thay were sorry thay gave 
[Lord Salisbury complains that optimism has been the great (fault of the presert | him so mutch branes, but az thay koodn’t take enny awai from him thay 
Government. } throo women in so az to stop him frum using em. 
By mares’ nests we've long been enchanted, [N.B.—This iz not my upiniun, it is only my charf.—O, E. Ports.] 


We cared not whatever might come ; = 
We're not by Cassandra woes haunted, Ready October 22nd. Price One Shilling. 
And ne'er look despondingly glum. AAA 


Mei Tp fue er HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1885. 


We're jolliest when prospects seem black ; 
And when our luck’s down to zero One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Humorous Art and Literature. 


Our sides with loud laughter we crack, IT WILL CONTAIN CONTRIBUTIONS FROM 
Disasters occur—we’ “11 FRANK BARRETT, GODFREY TURNER, GEO. MANVILLE FENN, 

The radon ag oa beh arm: ! | J. W. Houcuton, A, T. PAsk, H. C. Newton, E. Downey, A, DowTy, 
Severe castigations by Solly GEORGE DALZIEL, LAUNCE LEE, BYRON WEBBER, 

Wa mene te cree every and | CHARLES S. CHELTNAM, H, C. Sessions, H. G. SOMERVILLE, 

‘ JOHN NORMAN, H,. T. JOHNSON, C. J. DUNPHIE, KATE BURTON, 
| EVELYN JERROLD, Cis Brooks, CHAS. G, LELAND, AND J. F .SULLIVAN, 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED BY 

GORDON THOMSON, J. F. SULLIVAN, H. Tuck, J, W. HouGHTON, 

HAL LUDLOW, ERNEST GRISET, H. SANDERCOCK, P. E. EsputTT, 

















Will it (T)win Approval? 


A WEEKLY PAPER says that ‘‘ enfranchisement and redistribution are 





Siamese twins, which cannot be separated without fatal results ensuing.” | Matr Stretcu, E.G. Datsint. ann WG Baxren 
Very likely. The problem altogether is not one tbat seems to say, | apna immed 7 mad 
** Ves, (S)Iam-ese-y of solution.” | “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








“The Richest, Softest, and mest Becoming 
#abric ever invented for 
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THE MARCH OF THE LORDS TO PARLIAMENT.—ORDER OF PROCESSION. 


THE NOBLE MARQUIS, MOUNTED ON THE EMBLEM OF DETERMINATION, AND BLOWING HIS OWN TRUMPET, 
Chorus of Noble Lords (by kind permission af W. S. Gilbert, Esq.) 
“WE ARE PEERS OF HIGHEST STATION,—PARAGONS OF LEGISLATION,—PILLARS OF THE BRITISH NATION 1” 
A REAL LIVE CONSERVATIVE WORKING MAN—BISHOPS—TORY ORGANS—FLUNKIES~—DEPUTATION OF ADMIRERS FROM 
COLNEY HATCH, &c., &c., &c. 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


GENEROSITY AT ANY PRICE! 


FRANCE (a sew years ago). Well, I do call it unkind, don’t you ? 
ITALY. I call it more than unkind; I call it positively selfish. 
GERMANY. It’s mean and inhuman—that’s what / say. 

Russia, Yes; doesn’t care an atom about bis neighbours so long as 
he is safe. 

Turkey. Not he. Anythiog more unchristian I can’t conceive. 
THE OTHER EUROPEAN NATIONS. No—Thinks of nobody but self. 
AsIA. Has not an atom of feeling for his close neighbours, so we 
suppose ze must never expect anything from him, 

A PARTY WHO SHALL BE NAMELESS. They mean me! I wonder 
whether I really am selfish. Let me go and have a look at my—dear 
me! I do believe there’s something in what they say. JTerhaps a 
fellow has no right to keep all this power to himself while his neighbours 
are so feeble; I really believe he hasn't. Let me see—one, two, three, 
four—what a lot of first-class ships of war for one fellow to possess, 
Why, if it came to a war between me and them, the whole lot of poor 
fellows wouldn’t have a chance against me. It wouldn't be a fair fight, 
I can’t take a mean advantage like that—it’s not my character at 
all; it seems like hitting a man when he’s down! 

THE NATIONS (whispering together). I fancy now's our time; he 
seems to be struck with remorse, by his manner. Let’s go and—— 
FRANCE (to the Party who shall be Nameless). I say, old fellow, you 
are well-known for your generosity, or I would not ask such a favour ; 
but I wish you would build me an ironclad—more powerful than those 
you build for yourself, if you wouldn’t mind. 

NAMELESS PARTY (with a tear of remorse in his eye), So 1 will, old 
fellow—so I will,! You shall have the very best I can turn out. 
France. And if you wouldn’t mind getting it done as soon as pos- 
sible, in case a war should break out between you and me, 

NAMELESS Party. I see, I see. Yes, you ought not to be at adisad- 
vantage. You shall have it at once. 

ITALY. And while you’re about i’, build me one or two, 

NAMELESS PARTY (embracing ITALY). All right, poor old chap, 
GERMANY. And if you would let me have a few—— 

NAMELESs PARTY (stroking GERMANY'S Acad). Say no more; they 
shall be delivered as soon as ever 
Russia. And don’t leave me out in the cold. 

NAMELESS PARTY, Not for the world! It would be mean to leavea 
fellow out just because one’s relations with him are a little strained, 











THE Rest OF THE NATIONS. And don't forget us. 

NAMELESS PARTY. Trust to me, And if you can only forgive me for 
my past selfishness, which really wasn't intended, but sprang more from 
forgetfulness than any: hing—— 

THE Nations, Ail right! You let us have the ironclads, and we'll 
forgive everything! (General embrace, and wholesale building of war- 
ships for the world at large.) 

NAMELESS PARTY. There! What a blessing it is to ferl that one has 
done one’s duty to one’s weaker fellow-creatures ! Now I can sit down 
with my mind at peace. By the way, I will just take a turn round and 
see whether there is anything left of the fleet / used to possess, Let me 
see—No. 1 in want of guns, No, 2 quite obsolete, No, 3 defenceless 
against anything modern, Nos, 4, 5, 6 falling to pieces, No. 7—dear 
me! Why, I couldn’t contend against ome of those fellows now, if he 
chose to—but of course, he wouldn't be so mean as to ob, no! after 
what I have done for him! (A misunderstanding arises.) 

CHORUS OF NATIONS, We shall really have to go to war with that 
Party who shall be Nameless if he won't give in on this point. There's 
no help for it. We're ready. Where's his fleet ? 

RUSSIA (wiping away a generous tear), Oh, poor fellow! He hasn't 
any fleet. Look here, you fellows, we cou/dn’t go and fight a fellow 
who’s so defenceless as that. I should like India—but before I would 
be so cowardly as ‘hat comes to—— 

THE OTHER NATIONS (wiping away gene: ous tcars), You're right. 
We had no idea he was so defenceless, or we would never have thought 
of war for an instant. Of course, he has some possessions which we 
yearn for; but rather than do a dirty trick like ‘Aat—— 

( They shake hands with the NAMBLESS ONE and sil down. This is war- 
ranted to be a truthful picture of the way they will act when it comes to 
the point.) 








Read and (Den)mark. 


TuHereE lives at Copenhagen a man who feeds himselt by means of a 
funnel, As it is owing to the contraction of his windpipe that this Dame 
deigns to take his food so funnely, Fun’ll not make any further comment, 





THE news comes from Calcutta that Dr, Klein has put an end to Dr, 
Koch’s microbe theory as to cholera by swallowing a microbe himself, 
and that it has done him no harm, Hence we presume that that Koch 
will not crow so loudly in future, Still, Dr. Klein’s methed is not one 
we should feel in-Klein-ed to adopt. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
HE SAVOY.—The development 


yO tie _*~) in public appreciation of the Gil- 
“git eg a, ved pane von school of opera 
is very fairly exemplified by a 
comparison of the reception of 
The Sorc.rer on its original pro- 
duction at the Opera Comique in 
1877, and the welcome accorded 
to it upon its revival at the Sav 
the o evening. Although it 
is understood to have been ‘‘ put 
np” only as a stop-gap until the 
new piéce is ready, it seems likely 
to enjoy no little popularity—of 
which it is fully deserving, The 
music h, in spite of itsclever 
burlesque, it isa little too continu- 
ously mournful for much of the 
first. aet—is very thorough and 
melodious, and some of Mr. Gil- 
bert’s most characteristic whim- 
sicalities are contained in the 
piece. The glib and dapper 
** commercial” with a line in the 
black art is an irresistibly comic 
conception, the spirit of which 
Mr. Grossmith has thoroughly 
caught. 





THe Savoy.—TEAroTt AND SAUCERER. 


ALTHOUGH the piece is an- 
nounced as revised and partly re-written, very little alteration has been 
|made. The first act remains practically as before, and, except for the 
| retention of a usually-omitted song for Alexis (rather uncharacteristically 
| set by Sir Arthur, by-the-way), the changes have been confined to a new 

opening for the second act. This no longer takes place in the market- 
place. but, in common with the first act, in front of Sir Marmaduke’s 
mansion, The said new opening consists of a trio for Wells, Alexis, 
and Aline, followed by an exceedingly funny ‘‘ yokel” chorus and a 
spirited country dance, so full of liveliness and so capitally done as to 
| well merit the encore it received. 








7rial ly Fury, with the ‘‘ business” brought to a state of elaboration 
which leaves little apparent scope for addition, completes the programme, 
Both pieces are very excellently played. Miss Leonora Braham played 
with a good deal of care as Aline, and seemed in particularly good voice; 
aud Mr. Durward Lely, who improves rapidly, and is making a capital 
tenor, enters well into the spirit of things both as Alexis and the 
Defendant, In this latter respect Miss Jessie Bond is also markedly 
successful, and her singing—albeit but simple maiters fall to her lot in 
that connection—is very engaging,’and has the crowning merit of distinct 
articulation. Mr. Richard Temple resumes his original character, Sir 
Marmaduke, as does Mr. Barrington his clever impersonation of the 
Vicar (his singing is rather irritating now and then). Miss Rose Bran- 
dram plays and sings the part of Lady Sangazure with genuine appre- 
ciation of all its points—her duet with Sir Marmaduke is one of the 
funniest things in the piece ; and Miss Ada Dorée, a recruit from one of 
| Mr. Carte’s country companies, did fairly as the pew-opener. Mr. 
| Grossmith’s very perfect 
‘impersonation of John 
Wellington Wells, the 
** family sorcerer” I have 
already alluded to, it is a 
bit of character-acting of 
the first-class. Miss Flo- 
rence Dysart made a more 
than creditable first ap- 
pearance as the Plaintift 
in Trial by Fury, in which 
Mr. Barrington sustained 
the part of the Judge, and 
Mr. Eric Lewis that of the 
Counsel for the Plaintiff, 








THe Opera CoMIQURE. 
—Nita’s First, Mr. I. G. 
Warren’s capital farcical 
comedy, which had such 
success at the Novelty, 
has started on a fresh 
career at this house, with every appearance of repeating the dose of 
popularity, It is even better acted than at first, and its sharp dialogue, 





Tue Savoy.—A Bonp or Union. 





amusing complications, and briskly worked-up business, to say nothing 








of its merits or characterisation (two of its characters at least are distinct 
literary studies), are enough to make a hermit hilarious, or a misogynist 


merry. 


Mr. PercevaL CLARK plays Irascible with a quick sense of its 
—— humour; Miss Eleanor Bufton ably seconds him 
as his badgered better-half; Mr. H. Eversfield 


rejoices in a boyish appearance, which stands him 
in good stead 


as Jimmy, 
though he has 
plenty more to 
rely upon ; the 
author repeats 
his quietly ar- 
tistic imper- 
sonation of the 
hero; Miss 
Edith Bruce 
looks very nice, 
and plays capi- 
tally as_ his 
wife; Miss 
Agnes Verity is 
the _— prettiest 
and most child- 
like of Nitas; 
Miss Emily 
Tue Savoy.—ALINE WITH ALINEING IN THE WRONG Miller the most 
DIRECTION. acid of Miss 
Prims; and 
Miss Lottie Venne the sort of Jane nobody but Miss Lottie Venne 
could be. 


Mr. EDWARD Roser’s version of Vice- Versd, with the adapter in the 
principal 7é/e, opens the programme. Miss Verity plays Dulcie very 
prettily ; and Messrs. Everstield, Tapping, and Perceval Clark acquit 
themselves well, Mr. Horatio Saker does not appear to have quite 
shaken down into his part yet. It’sa 
rollicking programme, and those who 
desire to attain obesity by the orthodox 
means need go no further for the pre- 
scribed ingredient. 












THE GAIETY.—Nobody seems to be 
able to make much out of Ca//ed Back, 
at least, nobody among the burlesque 
writers new or old, although, by the way, 
it is only the new hands who have tried 
their—well—¢heiy hands at it. Ca//ed 
There and Back, the Gaiety dish (che/ 
Mr. Herman Merivale), for the most part, goes well with the audience, 
but I fancy the parts that are most approved are those which bear con- 
nection with the original ; the dancing, singing, \c., of Misses Gilchrist 
and Broughton, and Mr. Royce. Miss Nelly Farren is bright and lively, 
as usual, of course, but she does not shine asa caricature of Mr. Bellew. 
Mr, Elton’s imitation of Mr, Fernandez is, however, very comic and close. 





THE GRAND.—/roof was produced here on Monday week with 
success. Mr. Clynds and Miss Alice Rainor appear in the principal parts. 


THe PRINCESS’s.—An unmis- 
takeably new Hamlet here, youth- 
ful and noble, Mr, Barrett would 
have used us ill not to have given 
us this—it has roughnesses, but a 
week or two’s usage will smooth 
slips of speech and nervousnesses, 
that custom will cure, and there 
seems a rather excessive striving / 
for novelty, but it is a great and 
interesting performance. Next (/; 
week I shall have more tosay ‘‘/' 
about it. I have now only time to Ht 
add that Mr. Willard was the 
best King I have seen for an act, 
but failed to sustain the impres- 
sion, and that Miss Eastlake’s 
Opheliais thetenderest and truest. MG 





Nope ‘AnD: Warns, — The Tue Opgra Comigue.—Tue Pa-skLL, oR 
new opera at the Comedy will be a eh, ‘gmee. 
called Le Grand Mogul, and Me. RATHER, THE BABY SBLL. 


H. Bracy and Miss Violet Cameron will appear therein. | NesToR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or “Fun,” 


S1r,—Of course you haven’t offered me so much as a 
drink out of your enormous winnings over St. Gatien ; but I 
do think you might have had sufficient gratitude not to give 
my address to that walking smell of brandy, with the red 
nose and thick stick, who called on me yesterday morning. 
If he was fool enough to misread my tip, and put his all on 
Archiduc, I don’t think you need have emulated his mental 
capacity by letting him find me out (or rather find me #), 
and seriously jeopardise your chances of getting 


My Tip FOR THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE 


but here it is, for what it's worth :— 

Oh, come and listen to the bard, 

(The task is not so very hard) 
While he his notions airs, 

Which very speedily will let 

You know the proper way to bet, 

That gold and glory you may get, 
And ease from all your cares. 








There's Florence, keep your eye on her ; 
Some say she'll win (it weight occur). 
There's Prism, too; and, as a fact, 
St. Medard has been fairly backed, 

And Prestonpans as well. 
I'd favourably glance upon 
The many chances of the Don, 

Or Goggles—who can tell ? 


The Legacy I leave to you, 

But Chiselhurst some good may do ; 
Pizarro, even, pull it through ; 

But better chances I should say Wu 
Must appertain to Sandiway, NA 
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Or Bendigo could ‘* show the way,” iat bee ’ AN 
I haven’t any doubt, Ya moe et we) \) 
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The Prophet trusts ’tis not in vain 
He thus insists on making plain 
His statement of the case : 
It’s Archiduc for first, you know, 
With Sandiway and Bendigo 
(Or Florence) for a place. 


Yours, &c., TROPHOMUS. 


“A LITTLE LEARNING IS,” &c, 


Zummy.—*Goop Doc, Ner.! I sAy, CHARLEY, WHO WAS Nevr- 
TUNE?” 

Charley. —“‘Ou! HE WAS A TREACHER OF SWIMMING, AND LICKED 
THE. FRENCH AT THE BATTLE OF WHAT’S-ITS-NAME, Y'KNOW.” 











A Chance for the G. O. M. 
(A LETTER FROM THE LADIES.) 


{The burning question ot the hour among young ladies now is, whether Mr. Glad- 
stone will put a tax on bachelors or not. It appears, the other day, aprivate meetin 
of youthful beauties was held to discuss the question, and it was unanimously decid 
that men were very selfish in not marrying earlier in life than they do, and that a 
deputation be sent to Mr. Gladstone on the subject. —S¢. Stephen's Review.) 


DEAR, KIND Mr. G, O. M. GLADSTONE,—We hope that this rumour’s 
correct, 

For the young men’s behaviour is Horrid, they treat us with shamefu/ 
neglect ; 

We hope that you wi// see your way, sir, to make a strict bachelor tax, 

For in matters of courtship and marriage young men are most shockingly 
lax ! 


To our ma’s’ nice assemblies and dances they come, and they dance now 
and then, 

But, alas! our mammas all discover a ack of good marrying men ; 

Some polka and waltz most divinely, and babble of various things, 

But their talk seldom leads to proposals, and szwee¢ matrimonial rings! 


Instead of employing your genius on stupid old Franchise affairs, 

Why not pur perennial glory by easing our minds of these cares? 
What are peers and their s#//y old notions compared with our settling in 
life ? ‘ 

So, do, Mr. G. O. M., please, sir, make every young man take a wife! 


pose, ; : 
Instead of thus aimlessly wand’ring, and being to wedlock sworn foes. 
At present they’re aw/fu//y selfish, and spend all their time at the club, 
And though sometimes they ‘‘spoon”—as for Hymen, the poor little 
darling they sub! 





| 





Be sure, sir, to make the tax heavy, and then they'll more quickly pro- | 


| 


| So dear, KIND G. O. M., we feel certain that Beauéy in vain will not plead, 
If you aid us we'll send you nice s/ippers and Collars—we will, sir, 


indeed ! 
And whether we get woman’s suffrage or not, to your cause we'll be true, 
For when you have helped us to Ausbands, we'll make them all Lidera/s 


too ! 





NEW LBAVES. 


The English [llustvated.—The opening chapters of ‘* A Family Affair,’ 
by the author of ‘‘ Called Back,” form the chief attraction of the present 
number, and a **good opening” they make. Of the many excellent 
illustrations we prefer those by David Carr to ‘‘ Loch Fyne.’ 

Loneman’s.—*‘ Jack’s Courtship” progresses—this sailor's yarn is not 
without its comical twist. ‘‘ Madam” also goes on ; between these two 


_ are several interesting articles. 


Macmillan’s.— This number has the conclusion of ‘* Mitchelhurst 
Place,” and is the conclusion of a volume.— What next ? 

The Century.—Mr. George W. Cable’s powerful story ‘‘ Dr. Sevier ”’ 
comes to an end—the end of its cable. Among the numerous fine illus- 
trations are splendid portraits of Mr. Austin Dobson, and Kosa bonheur, 


_ and some views by Mr. H. Fenn. 


St. Nicholas.—The bright, sunny sketch, ‘‘The Dalzells of Daisy- 
down,” is finished ; but there is always plenty of bright and sunny 
sketches in St. Nicholas, and plenty of highly-finished works, 

Household Words, besides the serial story ‘* Judith Wynne,” has variety 
enough to satisfy everybody. 

The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and 
The Girl's Own Paper, possess their usual attractions. 

‘*I Love Thee” (J. B. Cramer and Co.)—A very charming senti- 
mental poem, by the late Tom Hood, has been beautifully set to music 


| by a young tising composer, Robert Coverley, who shows decided 
abil 


ity and originality in his composition. 
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AN INTELLIGENT AND HUMANE INSTINCT. 
A strange sea-monster was lately seen off one of the Shetlands. Thereupon a spectator “ started off to get a gun ; but he could only obtain an old double-barrelled 








one, which was loaded with shot, and he discharged the contents of both barrels at its fore-fin, which was seen to be completely riddled.” 




















The True Intelligent Briton had gone to the seaside for a holiday ; but there was not a bird about to shoot ; and one might get into trouble for cutting off the tails 
of the cows in the fields ; while it was tame throwing stones at the sea—they didn’t make it wince. So the T. I. Briton was miserable. 
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But the gods pitied him. One day ast 


age we 


range sea-monster appeared. Joy beamed in the Briton's eye—here was something to hurt! So he borrowed a gun and hurt it. 
o— ' 
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in the recollection of that feat. But one day he read a treatise which cast doubt upon the ability of sea-monsters to feel pain ; and this 


For years he yon hese 
unsettled his mind made him mope. And years after that he read, in an old newspaper,that the sea-monster he had hurt had been cast ashore and found to be 


merely wreckage. Then the T. I. Briton refused food, and faded away. 
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THE AUTUMN SESSION.—RUNNING HIM IN. 
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THE AUTUMN SESSION.—RUNNING HIM IN. 


(See Cartoon.) 


IT cannot be pleasant at all, at all, 
To be hit on the mouth and the nose, 
To find both your eyes in a state of contraction, 
And be driven, in short, into what you might call 
A condition of s/unning repose ; 
Not even if then you’ve the great satisfaction 
Of knowing the culprit’s been “ copped” for his action. 


We therefore must pity poor Franchise Bill, 

Who is feeling uncommonly sore ; 
For a wretch went and gave him so cruel a bashing, 
That he’s had to lie up, much against his will, 

For a couple of months and more, 
His hopes of a peaceable progress thus dashing,— 
And he never deserved to receive such a thrashing. 


But the chap who committed that wicked assault 
Will be brought to account for his sin ; 

For, in spite of his noisy and frequent professions 

That the other began it and ’twasn’t his fault, 
The policeman is running him in ; 

And may be all his pleas and his contrite expressions 

Won’t avail him when tried at the Autumn Sessions. 
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KNIOCKNAOKS, 


A Faw more French veterans are to be sent out to Tonquin, in order 
to encourage the recruits to whom butcher's work is distasteful. These 
old soldiers have been coached up in 
allthe wheezes and quips of Voltaire, 
Rabelais, Paul de Rock, and Napo- 
leon I. By retailing the jests of 
these worthies at critical moments, 
the veterans are expected to work 
wonders in sustaining the spirits of 
the youths, as they shoot down and 
bayonet celestials. 





THE cheery nature ot the French 
women is frequently shown by their 
blithesome remarks under painful 
circumstances, We had audible evi- 
dence of this fact on calling in to 
watch a show the other night. The 
brothers Flamingotti were giving a 
yhastly entertainment on our arrival. 
One brother, having placed himself 
against upright planks, nailed toge- 
ther, the other brother tried his 
level best to throw some well- 
sharpened knives between his frater- 
nal relation’s fingers without injuring 
him. He then proceeded to fling 
the dangerous weapons round his 
brother’s head as closely as possible. 
When the knife-jerker lanced a 
brotherly ear by accident, we heard 
a daughter of Gaul, located behind 
us, exclaim loudly, ‘* C'est dien gentil !” meaning, no doubt, it is exces- 
sively agreeable, graceful, or pretty, whichever you please, my little 
dears. Perhaps she was connected with the gentlemen performers, She 
may have been the wife of the ear-chipped brother, 





IN this age, astute devices must be hit upon in order to make a living. 
A few evenings ago we witnessed a curious example of cunning, success- 
fully employed by a vendor of coloured prints. This gentleman spread 
his stock in the dry gutter of a public thoroughfare, and lighted his coni- 
cal naphtha lamp. When a sufficiently large crowd had collected to suit 
his purpose, the print-seller, in altering the positien of the lamp, 
cleverly managed to tilt a portion of its contents into the road, A rare 
blaze was the result, and a dozen prints, worth about a penny apiece, 
caught alight. Then the print-seller danced over them with the energy 
of an eastern fanatic *‘ running amuck,” howling at the same time quite 
as dismally, and tearing his hair equally frantically, There was money 
in the idea, though. While people flocked round rapidly, a confederate 
of the print-seller's addressed the audience as follows :—‘‘ Ah, poor 
feller! ’e must be wellnigh ruinated by this ’ere fire. Look at ’is burnt 
stock. ‘Ard lines! ’ard lines! I’m hony a working man myself, but 
I simpersises with ’im.” Then the “‘ simpersiser” turned in a dignified 
way towards the sufferer, and said, ‘* Lend me yer ’at, matey. I'll go 
round with it for yer; an’ though I am nigh stone broke myself, I be 
blowed if I don't ’ead the subscription with sixpence.” The priot-seller 
wiped his eyes with a red cotton pocket-handkerchief, and handed a 
weather-stained “‘ stove-pipe,” with the air of a martyr, to his confederate. 
Then weak human nature was played upon to the extent of fifteen shil- 
lings. The interesting comedy occupied exactly fifteen minutes, the ap- 
pearance of a constable in the distance terminating it. 


ANTI-VACCINATIONISTS are exceedingly fond of giving imaginative 
anecdotes about the poisonous effects of vaccine matter on infants, and 
become irate when the fables are received with scepticism by adver 
saries. But the opponents to the introduction of this lymph into the 
systems of humans, are equally distrustful when believers in Dr. Jenner's 
discovery give stories which tell against their views. A somewhat aged 
tale we favoured an anti-vaccinationist with, the other day, was received 
with superlative discredit and displeasure. It was as follows :—Once 
upon a time a man advertised in a suburban paper that he was an enthu- 
siastic anti-vaccinationist, prepared to argue the vaccination question 
with all comers. As his address happened to be at a well-known small- 
pox hospital the all-comers came not up to the scratch. 


“You are suffering from congestion of the liver,” said an eminent 
physician to an amber-eyed patient. ‘‘ What is your treatment for my 
complaint? Is an operation necessary?” asked the amber-eyed patient, 
in anxious tones. ‘*A most serious operation is necessary,’ ejaculated 
the medico ; ** you must ride for three hours a day in a Hansom cab, 
up and down any London tramway route you may be pleased to choose. 
After a week’s jolting, call and see me again—if you can!” 








QUITH CONCLUSIVE. 


Towching the question of “ overpressure” in Board Schools, a local inspector says: 


—‘*'Third-rate teachers complaia, and occasionally even threaten him with coroners 
inquests, but the overpressed child takes no part in the proceedings.”—Vewspa,‘er, 


{How remarkable !|—Fun.] 


Enter MR. MONDRLLA, weeping ditterly, and supported by the shoulder 
of MR, FITCH, 


Mr. Fitcu. Bear up, most gracious master, 
Mr. MUNDELLA, 
Help me to weep in pity for a world 
That pants amid o’er-billowing Prejudice, 
And, gasping, sinks beneath its murky wave, 
Breathes there not one whose soul it hath not bound 
In choking darkness? 
Mr, FitTca, None, my lord, save me ; 
But I am such an host—— 
Mr. MUNDRLLA (lovingly caressing Mr. Fitcu’s /aithfiel cur/s) 
Ah, Fitchy, Fitchy ! 
Thou hast, indeed, 'scaped its entangling coils, 
And revellest in thy clear, unbiassed mind, 
Mr, Fitcu. Yet do I take slight credit to myself 
That I do hold a just and even balance 
Upon this *‘ over-pressure” question, seeing 
The happy circumstance that I am paid 
By one disputing party, places me 
Beyond the power of servile prejudice, 
Now, as for Crichton-Browne 
Mr. MUNDELLA (with a start as of terror), Dost stab thy master 
With that ill-omened name? But, pardon me, 
Thou sayest rightly. How can one that comes 
A stranger from without—having no fear 
Or interest in siding here or there— 
Look on a case with that unbiassed mind 
The happier hireling owns? ‘Tis thus the public, 
Taking no pay, and fearing no rebuke 
From either side, gropes ’mid the prejudice 
That such a state of things must generate! 
The medical profession—— 
Mr, FITCH. Prejudiced 
As only those can be who see both sides, 
Kcclesiastic circles—— 
Mr. MUNDELLA. Blind with bias 
As such must be that join not in the game, 
The scientists —— 
Mr. FITCH, A crowd of sheep that follow 
Each one his independent line of judgment. 
BoTu. I do except, of course, those freer minds 
That think our pupils are not over-pressed, 

(With a burst of anguish), Oh! when will fairness——? 
INSPIRED LOCAL INSPECTOR. If, O potent chief, 
I might suggest a plan that needs would crush, 

By weight of obvious conclusiveness, 
The voice of bias, I would say to thee :— 


@h! my Fitch, 











Let the untrammelled teacher (him whose bread 

Depends on thee), and the undaunted pupil 

(Whose starved condition needs must make him bold, 

And wholly free from any fear of thee), 

Speak and decide the question. Have them in, 

Keeping thine eye upon them ; say to them, 

** You hold not with this cry of over-pressure ? 

You think it simply baseless balderdash ?” 

Why, with one voice, my lord, I will be swo 

They will reply, ** Indeed, we think with you.” 

Mr. MUNDRLLA, A most inspired suggestion! We will try 
This wise inspector’s admirable plan, 
(Zhe plan is tried. The answer is as prophesied, The doubts of the 

public on the subrect are removed for ever.) 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEE. 


New Serigs, No. 44. Atr— You shall hear more about this.” 


OOD _ gracious ! 
we're going to 
sing you a 
song ! 

(We shall hear 
more about 
this !) 

It won’t be too 
short, but it 
may be too 
long 

(We shall hear 
more about 
this !) 

It’s probably per- 
fectly needless 
to say 

That we're going 
to sing in our 
usual way, 

In our catalogue 
style, of events 
of the day— 
(We shall hear 
more about 
this !) 

The costers of Hammersmith, feeling aggrieved, 

(We shall hear more about this !) 

At certain instructions from ‘‘ parish’’ received, 

(We shall hear more about this !) 

Have taken a hint from a fashion of late 

Affected by parties who work for the State, 

And collected together to de-mon-ster-ate— 

(We shall hear more about this !) 


A memorial chapel at Wirksworth, indeed ! 
(We shall hear more about this ! ) 
They’re going to erect, «propos of A. Bede, 
(We shall hear more about this !) 
Three burgling burglars were caught in a trap 
sy Constable Morris—a cleverish chap, 
Hoorah! P, C. Morris, on you we'd ‘‘go nap”’! 
(You shall hear more about this !) 


The weather has recently ceased to be warm, 
(We shall hear more about this !) 
And Sicily’s suffered a terrible storm 
(We may hear more about this !) 
GhORGE LEAVER’S been selling consignments of meat 
Entirely unfit for the buyers to eat, 
So he’s just got a couple of months for a treat— 
(George shall hear more about this !) 


7he Standard had \ately a beautiful dream, 
(We shall hear more about this!) 

They thought they'd discovered the Government Scheme. 
(We shall hear some more about this !) 

There’s Rochefort and Fournier, two pretty men, 

As quick with the sword as they are with the pen, 

They met, and they fought, and they wounded, and then—— 
(We shall hear more about this !) 


Great Britain’s assumed, you'll permit me to state, 
(We shall hear more about this !) 
O’er part of New Guinea a pro-tec-to-rate. 
(We shall hear more about this !) 
Snow in the Birmingham streets has gone forth, 
The Prince and Princess have come home from the North, 
At Chatsworth they've given the Tories their brovth 
(We shall hear more about this !) 


They're indulging in dynamite out in Quebec ; 
(We shall hear more about this !) 

But Norwich’s Festival flows without check. 
(We shall hear more about this !) 

Sunderland’s showing a deal of distress, 

While Wilton has got a new charter, we guess, 

And the Birmingham Tories got into a mess— 
(We shall hear more about this !) 


The Central Fish Market’s mot going to close, 
The poor man declared that would add to his woes, 
ho the Market Committee's relented—(I s'pose 

We shall hear more about this !) 





THE PROPER CLASS TO BEGIN WITH. 


[At the recent demonstration by costermongers at Hammersmith ‘‘ much sympathy 


was expressed for the costermongers in the object of their meeting The 
procession, which appeared to be well organised, consisted of three or four breaks 
and a heterogeneous collection of pony traps and donkey carts, many of them sadly 
overcrowded * “ Everybody cheered the costermongers to the echo.” — S¢¢ 


Newspaper.) 

EDGING his majestic way into Lockhart’s Hall, Fun helped himself 
to a place on the plattorm. 

‘* Why,” said an eloquent speaker, advocating the rights of the coster, 
‘* Why should justice be served hout to the great and the wealthy while 
the ’umble are oppressed ?” 

‘* Why?” shouted Fun, enthusiastically. 

“* Why, I ask,” continued the eloquent one, ‘‘ should the ’umble toiler 
suffer wrong and ’ardship?” 

‘* Why, indeed?” screamed FuN, energetically. 

‘* Wot I say is, let’s do justice to the ’umble and the hunpretenshus 
first is 

** Hoo-ray !” yelled Fun, wildly. 

‘‘Let’s begin at the bottom of the ladder—let’s begin with the 
lowest 

‘* Ex-actly !” roared Fun, ‘‘ Are we all agreed that this meeting is 
to be for the benefit of the humblest ?” 

Vociferous applause resounded on all sides, 

‘* Then,” said Fun, calmly, ‘‘let’s to business, Will all you costers 
be good enough to step outside for a short time to make room for the 
memorialists of the evening. Your cause (which undoubtedly deserves 
consideration) shall receive due attentiun—say to-morrow ; but we must 
begin, as you say, at the bottom.” 

With this, FUN made a sign to his special wizard, and, at the waving 
of a wand, the costers were gently borne out of the hall as by an 
irresistible zephyr. Much strong Janguage was employed, but in vain. 

‘*Now,” said Fun, ‘‘let the memorialists of the evening be 
admitted,” 

One more wave of the wand, and the ragged harness fell off the over- 
loaded ponies and donkeys ; and into the hall trotted the humble toilers 
one and all, 











‘* Dinner first,” said FUN; and a good half hour was occupied in a 
bean-feast. A committee of the more intelligent-looking toilers was 
then formed on the dais, and speeches were called for, ‘It ain’t much 
in my line, speakin’ ain’t,” said a particularly skinny neddy, with many 
stick-marks, ‘‘ But I will say I was a-wonderin’ wen our turn was 
a-goin to come. Though I can’t say, truthful, as I’as a wery great 
idea of the kindness and ’umanity of ’umanity, I do make bold to 
believe that if them as has bin a-cheerin’ the costers could ha’ felt all 
the pain I was a-sufferin’ at the time, they would ha’ made a hiss of it, 
though they was ’uman bein’s,” 

** Hear, hear!” shout the crowd of humble quadrupeds. 

** When I say as I’ve had to haul six big men and a boy at a trot all 
the way from the Dials to’Ammersmith; and them men an’ boy ’ave 
broke all their seven sticks over me on the way, I needn’t describe my 
feelin’s to any animal ’ere.”’ 

**No, yer needn't. I've ’ad my wack of it, too!’ chorussed the 
auditors. After some more speeches to the same effect, 

FuN moved a resolution: ‘That in view of the desirability of 
beginning at the root of the thing, and the existence of a class of sufferers 
humbler than the costers; and in view also of the part taken by the 
costers in causing the sufferings of that humbler class ; the requirements 
of the costers can stand over until those of the donkeys and ponies are 
seen to. 

There, good Public, there’s a chance to cheer without amy reservation ! 


——- 
—-—— 


Not the First Time, 


LokD RANDOLPH says that, ‘‘if the House of Peers abandoned the 
position of caution and watchfulness they have taken, they would be 
acting like fools!” Indeed! and is that action so unusual with theirs 
lordships ? 
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Martined, but not Swallowed. | 


[Sir Theodore Martin, K.C,B., addressed a Conservative meeting the | ee ~~ 
other day, at Llangollen, and after remarking that he was perfectly 
’ neatral in regard to politics, went on to glorify the doings of Conservatives 
und the House of Lords. As Sir T, M. isa bit of a poet himself, Fun 
has retained one of his mest eminent bards to give off a few metrical 
remarks hereupon.] ; é 
Sat :: 

O, Sin THEODORE M., your pretence was most hollow, ss Zs > > Sv 

A sham was your boast of neutrality ; yy LE ‘on ; 
The folks who were gathered, your statement to follow, 
Though you were a “Martin” did not seem to ‘* Swallow ” 


Your words, as approaching reality. 





For whenever you mentioned the Liberal Leaders— 
They cheered them—you fancied them rude, perhaps ; 

They doubtless had heard many Conservative pleaders, 

And so of your speech they weren’t reverent heeders— 
Although ’twas with wisdom imbued, perhaps. 





th 4 


“fe? Jig 


So, Sir Theodore Martin, your case is pathetic, 
For you wasted your eloquence critical ; 
And Liberals say, in a tone energetic, 
Let the wise K.C.B. still affect the poetic, 
In K,C.B. chaffed when political. 


La 


~ ee 





Drafty ! 


THE Draft of the Redistribution scheme 

(Obtained surreptitiously, it would seem) 

In «xtenso, and in a big ** daily” too, 

Was published of late for the world to view, 

And some politicians, and certain prints, 

Regarding that draft have made various hints, 

And some of those hints, we regret to find 

I{ave frequently been of an Eyre—y kind. 

One would think that these hints scattered fore and aft, 
Must make the Draft-pilferer *‘ feel a draught.” 


Mets Cede 
Bio SN, a ST ET EE Na META 








‘* EpwIN, love,” said Angelina, in an innocent voice, as , |. . a . aa 
they sipped their matutinal coffee, ‘‘what does ‘cop the | >. .\** he : = we! 
: i W l i y -" rll . . ‘ _— — me . 
needle’ mean? I heard Captain Walsingham make use of | at =" we : ~- “sd ~ = 




















the phrase last night.” ‘To ‘cop the needle,’ Angelina, is | i ae => = ¢ 
siznificant of getting angry, but is a very vulgar expression to © 
use, and I hope se will never repeat it,” replied Edwin, | LOOKING A GIFT-HORSE IN THE MOUTH. 
severely. ‘‘I shall ‘cop the needle’ if you use any more of | The Rector,—** WELL, CHORBACON, I HOPE YOU LIKED THE Broru 
my pin-money to bet with,” retorted Angelina, sharply. Her | I SENT YOU ON SATURDAY, AND THE SERMON I PREACHED ON SUNDAY.” 
remark caused Edwin to bounce about the breakfast room as | Chorbacon.—** THANK YOU KINDLY, ZuR! Boor oOl’D LOIKE THE 
though he had been suddenly pricked with a needle or a pin. BRAATH BETTER IF IT WERE MORE LOIKE THE SARMON, AND THE 
Then he rushed from the house in his slippers, but when he SARMON IF IT WERE MORE LOIKE THE BRAATH, YOu see, ZUR, THE 
came back, ten minutes later, he found that Angelina had SARMON MOIGHT A’ BERN A BIT CLEARER, AN’ OI COULD A’ DOON Wi’ 
eaten up all the sardines, and was seated with a placid, LESS ON IT; AN’ THE BRAATH WERE A BIT TOO CLEAR, AN’ OI COULD 
contented smile on her face. | A’ DOON WI’ MORE ON IT,” 

Sacred State Secrecy. But one less righteous than the rest, winking his wicked eye, 


It was the motley Editors, each on his office-stool ; Expressed himself thus hideously,—‘* Well, I don’t mind 3 I'll buy 
His right hand on his scissors, at his left his good foot-rule ; _ A very small State secret if the price is not too high. 
And unto them came printers’ boys with propositions cool, The voice of Virtue rose and roared, with terms less nice than clear : 


Should treason thus be subsidised, and the eavesdropping ear 
’ f all t had b l d . - ’ pping 
a Haire tp hg ier pone ae NS nae teen pean Have diamonds hung to its lobes? /roh pudor! and oh, dear! 


He only asked a thousand down—dirt-cheap, you understand, | They would not have disbursed a dime on such a recreant crew ; 
They would have called in the police, or thrashed them black and blue ; 
Besides, they knew beforehand that the secret wasn’t true. 


Another held the manuscript of letters to be sent 
By Harcourt to the 7imes, and if none could say what they meant, 
Why, what were editors there for if ’twasn’t to invent ? 








As Sure as Eggs. 

THe adit remarks that, ‘‘ The Peers have put all their own eggs and 
also those of the whole Tory Party into one basket.” LEggsactly so, and 
the Peers will find that the yolk they would impose upon the people won't 
| go down. They may also find that they will be treated as some eggs are, 
that is, ‘** sat on,” 


They came with drafts of treaties framed with Boer, Russ, and Gaul, | 
Wet from the press, and destined present patriots to appall ; 
And, as a rule, astonish poor Earl Granville more than all, 


And there were clerks who said they’d tapped official telephones 
Which told the dismal truth about poor Private Atkins’ groans, 
And laid as bare as bare could be our Navy’s mouldering bones. 


And there were postmen who had forced e’en Fawcett’s envelopes, 

And knew which statesman Bradlaugh’d bought, and which one was 
the Pope's; 

And twenty pounds down for the lot was all their humble hopes, 


But virtue sat unmoved upon each editorial brow, 
Which blackened as alone those lofty craniums know how— 
High as the Himalayas and dreadful as the Jungfrau. 


The mild dissenting organ wept to find such sin about ; 
The Zaproom 7imes with awful scorn the very thought did scout ; 
The City Sheet declined with sneers, the Gusher with a shout. 





Not a la Mode. 

It is said that in deference to Mr. Ruskin’s dislike to reaping- 
machines, his next-door neighbour in the Lake Country had his field 
adjoining Mr. Ruskin’s house cut with a scythe. It was very con- 
siderate of him, for he knew it would make the eminent Art-Critic 
scy(the) the less, 








A POoLL-TAax of one franc per head is now charged at Boulogne for 
every passenger from Bngland, to defray the cost of repairs to the 
landing-places, &c, It seems, however, that the passengers are not 
favourably impressed by this Franc-ness. 








Ga” To Corezsronpants.—T7he Editor doss not bind himself to achnowlagge, return, or pay for Contributions. (im mo cass Wiki they 04 relurmed wmiese 
accompanitd by a stamped and directed emvelope 
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THE MAN OF PEACE. 
‘PLL TRACH THEE TO TELL THY TARRADIDDLES OF ME, FRIEND SALISBURY.” 





| Square. We can quite see the need 


| day, there are already too many 
persons who apparently make drunk- 


_ does not revel in freedom of action 
| again until it has been satisfactorily 
proved that he (or she) did not set 








| been held at the rooms of the Me- 


The Charge of the Lodging- 


House Brigade, 

HALF-A-CrowNn, half-a-crown, 
Half-a-crown tub now, 

All of us vally them coins— 
There’s the rud now! 

** Lighten bill, Briggs !” we prayed, 

** Charge a bath that?” we said ; 

‘© If we pay that we die, 

Lodging-house harpy! ” 

Sea to the right of them, 

Sea to the left of them, 

Sea, too, in front of them, 
Angrily thundered ! 

Stormed at with savage yell, 

Boldly she charged, and well, 

In the sea’s jaws, forsooth ! 

‘* Bath half-a-crown !” we tell 
Briggs she has blundered, 


Where can we match the jade? 

Oh, the wild charge she made ! 
How Pater thundered ! 

Pest on the charge she made ! 

Fell Lodging-house Brigade ! 
People ye’ve plundered ! 


Superfluous, surely. 
A MEETING of the Society for the 
Study and Cure of Inebriety, has 


dical Society of London, Cavendish 
of philanthropists trying to cure 


inebriates, but, judging by the num- 
ber of drunkards to be seen every 


enness their study. 





THE Chilians have many curious 
customs ; among others the siogular 
habit exists amidst this hot race of 
arresting the owner or occupier of 
any building that happens to be burnt 
down, and the apprehended party 


fire to the premises. For afew weeks 
before the blushing dawn of each 
dreaded quarter-day, British Insur- 
ance Companies must regret that 
the Chilian usage is not in vogue in 
‘* the land of the brave and the free.” 








A LEARNED savant has informed the world that a dyspeptic may 


ofa pill. The old-fashioned habit of dusting the pungent grains into 


for any e/derly invalid to make. 





he remarked, ‘* I guess I made a tarnation error when I located in that 
mad show. At home all is peace and comfort when compared with the 
oneasiness of a madbouse. A black eye given by a muskoolar wife 
ain't pleasant mayhap, but broken ribs as a substitoot is worse—yew 
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bet.” | “FUN” OFFICE, 


Now Ready. 


Price One Shilling. 


obtain immediate relief by using Cayenne pepper. We believe the | HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1885. 
talented gentleman considers the condiment should be taken in the form | One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Humorous Art and Literature, by 
brandy, in order to consume them easily, he fancies is a decided mistake | J. eee ah baer 1 kee a ae i ceer. 
GEORGE DALZIEL, LAUNCE LEE, BYRON WEBBER, 
CHARLES S. CHELTNAM, H. C. SESSIONS, H. G. SOMERVILLE, 
AN elderly Mormon, who was over-weighted with wives, sought JoHN NorMAN, H, T. JOHNSON, C, J. DUNPHIE, KATE BURTON, 
sweet rest and seclusion ina lunatic asylum. On re-entering sane society, | EVELYN JERROLD, Cis Brooks, CuaAs. G, LELAND, AND J. F SULLIVAN, 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED BY 
GORDON THOMSON, J. F, SULLIVAN, H. Tuck, J, W. HOUGHTON, 
HAL LuDLow, ERNEST GRISET, 
MATT STRETCH, E. G. DALZIEL, AND W. G, BAXTER. 
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MY MOTTER WAS, ‘SHORT RECKONINGS MAKE LONG FRIENDS,’” 


YOUR WEIGHTS.” 


COUNTERED. 
Chikkery.—** MRS. JUGGINS, WOULD YOU MIND ASKING MR. J. TO SETTLE MY LITTLE ACCOUNT? 


Mrs. Fuggins.—** I KNOW, MR. CHIKKERY; AND HE SES TO ME AS HOW YOU ACTS ON IT, ESPECIALLY WHEN YOU'RE RECKONIN’ 


I TOLD HIM LAST WREK 








aii. 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE FRONT. 


With the Rear Guard, Morning. 
; I HAVE had my first camel ride, sir, and this letter, as you will notice, 
1s In a strange hand-writing. I have been, in fact, obliged to have re- 


] Course to dictation, and, this being so, it will, perhaps, be a good chance 
for me to dictate to you, sir, as to the doubling of my inadequate pay | 


and allowances. I would also—— 
[Seventeen lines cut out, by order.—MASTER PRINTER. ] 
Practice in camel riding does not make you perfect. It makes you sore, 


4 very sore, indeed, all over, and I have sent on my Zaftich—I think that 


is his name, but I am in too much of a jelly to be firmly convinced about 
anythirng—to Lord Wolseley, who is only a few miles off, to ask 
him to spare mea litter and a couple of bearers, urging my claim on the 
old crusted ground that I am a “‘ littery’’ man, and that, seeing how often 
a joke is carried too far, a joker ought to be at least carried far enough. 
In return, if he will only have me brought up from the rear, I have 
promised to keep his mess-table in a roar. In the Van, Noon. 
My Zaptieh—or, is he my cavasse?—duly returned with a message 
that his lordship was in too great a muddle to be able to spare mea 
litter, but that I might have a lift in a commissariat waggon.* So your 
Extra Special was soon in his favourite position—in the Van of the 
Army! It was the Bread-Van of the army, really, in charge of a Staff 
Officer, whom I at once dubbed the ‘* Staff-of-Life Officer ;” but I have 
my suspicions that Lord Wolseley put me in amongst the loaves because 
he considered me a *‘ loafer.” In the Mess-Tent, Night. 

I pulled myself together for dining with the General, who took me 
aside in his private tent before the meal and begged me not to be too 
funny. ‘Shall I be as funny as this, my lord?” I asked, making a 
brilliant impromptu joke, of which I have no complete recollection. 
“‘Certainly not!” replied his lordship, when his azdes-de-camp had 


_” It wasn't so much the lift in the waggon asa lift up to it I wanted, sir. But, 
thanks to an obliging ‘‘lift-tenant,” I managed to get aboard.—Y.E.-S.R. 





_ your labours to be ‘ nuggahtory. 


| exceptionally fortunate in having your ‘Kitchener’ with you. It’s almost 


_ only general another specimen of my sparkling impromptu humour, 


alittle more pilaf. 


patted his back sufficiently to prevent his choking. ‘*‘ No, not so funny 


as that on any account.” oye 
** Not too funny, just funny enough, in fact!” I returned, giving our 


“* Precisely!” agreed our noble leader, and having kindly promised me 
to exclaim, ‘‘ What! no Earl yet!” on entering the mess-tent, I made 
my way to the table, observing, by way of prefatory quip as I entered, 
that it was in no commercial sense that I addressed my fellow diners as 
** Messers ” So-and-So. 

But at this moment Lord Wolseley entered, and evidently mindful of 
our little compact, said, turning to Lord C. Beresford, 

‘* What, the earl has not arrived, then?” 

‘© No, my lord,’’ I exclaimed, quickly rising, ‘‘ but the ‘ marquee’ is 
here,” and as I waved my hand towards the canvas overhead, the first 
vocal intimation of the coming roar went round the table. 

Commander Hammill, R.N., who had been having a tough day at the 
Cataract, came in just after, and in reply to the General, said his ‘* Nug- 

ahs” were getting up swimmingly. 

** Oh, his lordship is g'ad of that,” I responded, ‘‘ he would not like 

The General looked at me. He was afraid I was going to be too funny. 

‘* Commander Hammill,” I said, after taking wine with that gallant 
officer, ‘do you know Surgeon-Major O'Flinders is a surgeon-oculist ?” 

The young man nodded, ‘Then don’t you think,” I asked, ‘‘he 
might operate on the Nile Cataract?” 

** Steady! steady!” murmured the General, as he pressed me to try 
** Not cooked so badly, is it?’ he inquired. 

“*It is excellent,” I replied, “‘ but,” I went on, *‘ you are, of course, 


as good as having a Cook to personally conduct your expedition.” 

Again the merry laugh went round, and again I caught the General's 
warning eye. But there was no fear, for the party broke up immediately 
after this, whilst all my best quips were yet unsaid. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE PRINCESS’S.—Whatever may be 
the general opinion of Hami/et (the 
play) as here presented by Mr. Wilson 
Barrett, people whoare more readers 
of Shakespeare than theatre-goers 
will for once in a way find themselves 
face to face with something nearer to 
their preconceived notions of the 
bard’s (to them) obvious intentions 
than they are usually favoured with. 
Broadly speaking, although Mr. 
Barrett’s individual performance may 
lack something of the fire of absolute 
genius, the presentation as a whole 
may be characterised as one of nature 
and common sense, as opposed to 
the ultra-poetical and hair-splitting, 
with a wholesome and well-balanced 
scorn of convention thrown in. 





Or course, I do not speak with the 
authority of a *‘ great lexicographer,” 
nor can I truthfully sing, ‘‘ I’m Ma- 
a Tue Prixce ann Jone, I’m Malone ;’’ neither have I the 

HIS MANLY cuRrST, oR Crawpy prowess or skill of a Knight, but 

‘UN WiLLsooN Bare-tt, surely for the first time this many a 

day, Hamlet, the Dane, so long ob- 
scured by the strange, distorting mists of acting-editions, stage tradi- 
tions, and wayward conventionalities, becomes to the popular mind 
fully comprehensible (I speak of the non-reading public,—of course 
readers have always been fortified with preconception). This Hamlet 
is a youth—Shakespeare’s Hamlet, in short—whereby his want of 
steadiness, his ‘‘antic-humours,” his readiness to jump to conclusions, 
his rash restlessness, &c., show naturally as the outcome of youthful inex- 
perience, and raise no such gently fatuous question as ‘‘ Was Hamlet 
mad?” The Queen, too, is thus a possibly comely dame, with some 
likelihood of having attractions for Claudius, instead of the usual stately 
lady of some sixty summers, whose presence (in every sense) might fitly 
suggest the enquiry, ‘‘ Was Claudius mad?” The restoration of much 
usually omitted dialogue to this latter character is also wise, giving it 
finish and individuality, and the division of the acts as here given is so 
obviously advantageous to the progress and symmetry of the story that 
the only wonder is that nobody thought of doing it before. 





IN a new Hamlet it is looked for that he shall find a phrase or two— 
somewhere amid the text, that shall bear some new but plausible twist 
which will earn it the title ofa ‘‘new reading.’’ A new Hamlet without his 
new reading is as nothing. Mr. Barrett supplies this need in particular 
by pronouncing *‘kind” as ‘‘kinned.”” Likely enough he is right, possibly 
enough he is wrong, it matters little ; and to such things one may say in 
an obsolete remark of Ophelia’s, *‘ you are naught, you are naught, I’ll 
mark the play.” (This is the only intimation we have, by the way, that 
the young lady scored for a game of 
billiards !) Mr. Barrett's Hamlet is a 
well-thought-out conception, steadily 
performed ; his method of speaking 
does full justice to the beauty of the 
poet’s lines, while abating no jot of 
nature; he lacks something of full dig- 
nity (which the youth of the part will 
excuse); he allows himself too noisy a 
tone at times, and he tears too much 
at his low-necked linen; he comes 
somewhat short, too, of the generous 
abandonment of genius; but at its 
worst it is a very worthy performance, 
tender and manly; all the usual 
** points” are made with effect, the 
scene with Ophelia is a very fine piece 
of acting, and the whole performance 
is thoroughly interesting. 


Miss EASTLAKE is a sweet and gra- 
cious Ophelia throughout, and in the 
later scenes plays as she has never 

layed before, a thrill of pity anda 
Sous round of applause reward her 
for a most striking final exit. Mr. 
Willard’s King Claudius began uncom- 
monly well; in the first act, the lines were given with a marked justness 
of emphasis and an instinctive grasp of their shades of meaning ; after- 
wards, however, the impersonation showed incertitude, and a tendency 





THe Princesss.—THue East-lake 
THAT WA» ‘DROWNED IN THE 
UROOK “QO Ficgtia Fair!” 








to a modern tone(so to speak) ; although the scene with Laertes, both when 
combating that young man’s rage and afterwards in suggesting the 
treachery towards Hamlet, was played with the true grip. I hope to 
see Mr. Willard do better with this by-and-bye. 


THE remainder of the cast (with the exceptions of Miss Leighton, 
who is an excellent Queen, and Mr. George'Barrett, whose First Grave- 
digger is to be commended for its humour and moderation) though a 
strong one on paper, is in reality rather weak. Mr. Clifford Cooper’s 
Polonius has good points, but is, as a whole, poor ; his son as Laertes 
is also weak, and seemingly rather bothered with the longer speeches, 
Mr. Crauford’s Horatio is quietly good; Mr. Walter Speakman is stagey, 
Mr. Neville Doone overacts, and the Ghost of Mr. Dewhurst induces an 
hysterical feeling by speaking his part with the placid affability of an 
affected West-end preacher. Miss Mary Dickens is very inadequate as 
the Player Queen, though her acting, and that of Mr. Speakman, give 
a fair idea, perhaps, of the style of the period, and is, maybe, intended 
for a piece of startling realism, 


Miss DICKENS, by-the-way, makes her first entry in tunic and hose, a 
‘*new departure” intended, no doubt, as a reminder that the female 
parts ‘‘in them times” were performed by youths. Mr. Barrett has 
little warrant, beyond the gain of picturesqueness, I take it, for placing 
some of the scenes outdoors—the play scene and the fencing scene, to 
wit ; in the latter, indeed, Shakespeare has a remark about shutting the 
doors, but I make no doubt that the bard would have had sufficient 
acumen to quite fall in with Mr. Barrett’s ideas upon this point. The 
dresses and grouping, though by no means sensational, are fair and har- 
monious. 


THE ALHAMBRA.—This house has returned to first principles, or, 
rather, to last but one principles, and is a Music Hall once more. This 
is, after all, what it is perhaps most 
fitted for ; its size was always wofully 
against it as a temple of the drama. It 
has scarcely settled into its new clothes 
yet, but will no doubt be livelier by- 
and-bye. At present the programme, 
as a whole, is even duller than this 
kind of entertainment usually is. 
They have a genuinely funny singer 
in Mr. Arthur Roberts (only the 
sooner he burns ‘‘If only I were tall 
enough ” the better for his reputation 
for humour). Miss Bessie Bonehill, 
who is engagingly bright and fresh in 
style, sings a song about ‘* Two 
hundred years ago,’ in which she 
makes statements concerning our 
forefathers that will hardly bear in- 
spection perhaps, and for which she 
wears a costume, the chronological 
accuracy of which, becoming as it is, 
is at least open to dispute, but the 
audience seem to enthusiastically en- 
joy the glorification of the past at 
their own expense. A capital glee 
and madrigal choir, reminding us of 
the palmy days of Evans’s, is a plea- 
sant feature. Mdile. Eugene Garetta’s pigeon act is very pretty; and 
the band, under the experienced conductorship of M. Jacobi, is all that 
can be desired. A ballet each from Black Eyed See-usan and The 
Beggar Student are also in the bill, Mdlle, Palladino being the premiere 
danseuse. 





Tue Princess'’s.—‘‘ ONE MAY SMILB 
AND SMILE, AND BE A ‘ WILLARD.’ 





Nops AND WINKS.—loung Mrs. Winthrop will be presented at 
Court almost immediately : society will doubtless welcome her. Miss 
Lydia I’oote and Miss Kose Norreys will join the Sloane Square company 
for the occasion.—On Saturday next Miss Anderson and Co. will appear 
in Aomeo and Juliet. It will doubtless be an interesting spectacle, for 
the preparations have been on the most liberal scale, I hear.—At the 
Vaudeville, to-morrow (Thursday) afternoon, Miss Florence Wade, a 
clever and painstaking lady, takes a benefit, when she will produce a 
new piece, by Mr. A Meadow, entitled My Daughter the Duchess 
(What is there that strikes me as familiar about this title ?).—Mr. Har- 
rington Baily finds business so good that he is, I believe, negotiating for 
an extension of his term at the Opera Comique; should he succeed in 
arranging the matter, I understand that a new piece, by Mr. T. G. 
Warren, will be produced (probably at a matimée), and possibly a new 
burlesque, from a new hand.—Mr. Augustus Harris is a great man—he 
is going to take 74e /or/d on a tour now, 

NESTOR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor oF “ Fun,” 


There! Didyouever! Right again, my noble plungers ! 
What @ Prophet you Pang to rf sure ! oie 
Who gave you Florence for the Cambridgeshire? Hooray! 
Lestemonials and plated goods thankfully received, 
Please mark ‘* private.” 


_ S1r,—What a time we are having! The way the money 
is rolling in is lovely! I am in a position to stand,* so call 
for what you like—call for me, and we'll go and enjoy our- 
selves somewhere. By-the-way, here’s a 


TIP FOR ONE OF THE BRIGHTON EVENTs. 


While a-strolling up and down in the streets of Brighton town, 
Keep your eye upon the horses if you please, if you please, 
Very promptly weeding out those of which you have a doubt 
In regard to being groggy at the knees, at the knees; 
Very carefully then see to their points of pedigree, 
And whether they have suffered from a sprain, from a sprain. 
Who it is that rules their ‘‘ sup,” who the party is that’s “up,” 
And what’s the sort of ‘‘ going” where they train, where 
they train. 








Then compare their size and build, the engagements they 
have filled, 
And hw ae they have to carry on their back, on their 
ack ; 
What performances they’ve done, and how often they have 
won, 
And the distance and condition of the track, of the track ; 
And then their present age your attention will engage, 
And one of them for winner you will spot, you will spot ; 
And when your best you’ve done, and the race is lost and won, 
You'll find yourself as likely wrong as not, wrong as not. 


_By-the-way, if any one comes and tells you that I didn’t 
give Florence for the Cambridgeshire, explain to him gently 
that he is a born idiot, and kick him into the front office ; 
this will soothe him. You've only to look at my tip to see 
that I did give Florence. What horse doI mention first ? 
Why, Florence! And what horse do I allude to last? 
Florence again. This shows that I had Florence in my mind 


first and last. More, I said ‘‘ Florence for a place,” and 
didn’t she get the placiest place she could? She did. 
I am, yours, &c., TROPHONIODS, 


* From what we know of our correspondent when in funds, we regard 
this statement as opposed to probability. [Ep.—Fwun.] 





MERE ‘‘ FIGURES OF SPEECH,” —Mr. E. Claike’s at- 
tempts at calculation. 
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“OPEN” AND ABOVE “BOARD,” 


Rector.—‘* AND HOW DOES MARY LIKE HER NEW PLACE?” 
Mrs. Fones.—‘*OH, VERY MUCH INDEED, SIR! 
very NICE, AND NEVER LOCK ANYTHING UP.” 


Tie PROPLE ARE 








Gordon’s Telegrams. 
(LATEST FRoM KHARTOUM-COLNEY-HATCH.) 


From our Lonely General to our Only General,—Have heard by 
Camel Parcel Post that you have arrived. Didn’t want you, but do want 
the parcel post, provided it brings me a regular supply of feeding bottles 
for the artillery, and Cockle’s pills for ou» camels, They may help us 
across the desert ; you know how they helped our only colonel under 
similar circumstances, I was going to say scimitar circumstances, but the 
moment is too solemn—even my elastic spirit refuses to joke. Have 
plenty of food here—rumpsteaks plentiful, and onion sauce too, only the 
natives don’t care about either, and I am for a vegetarian diet myself, as 
all Europe knows. After this lucid and lively description of the situa- 
tion, I must call the Government a nasty mean cuss if it doesn’t send on 
that million per post-office-order at once. 

From Our Soudan Saviour to the False Prophet.—Come on like a 
man, for you are a man, you know you are. Come and see whata 
patriotic Englishman who won't go back to England on any terms can 
do against a murderous Mussulman whom he doesn’t know whether to 
hate or admire. As the English Government in fitting out an autumn 
expedition have hopelessly abandoned me, I can meet you with over- 
whelming forces. Only Iam not quite decided as to whether I ought 
to instal you as Sultan or have you hanged before all your deluded (but 
perhaps religious and intelligent) followers. The English are coming at 
last to help me exterminate you in the name of liberty, and all the Sou- 
danese want is to be free. I am always coherent and logical, or nothing. 

_From the Reformer of the Soudan to the Reformer of Egypt.—Lord 
Northbrook, my lord, nothing can be done here without money, although 
I win about two battles a day, and our markets would beat Covent 











i 
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that we may appoint Zobehr Pasha Sultan here. He's a slave-driver, 
and I am, as you know, a severe abolitionist ; but sti.], send him, it’s an 
idea I have—I might say an inspiration. Also tell the Khedive to grant 
a free pardon to the Mahdi and all his emissaries, whom I am going to 
exterminate to-morrow. 

Our Khartoum Martyr to the World generally.—\1 could get out to- 
morrow with all my people, and thus accomplish the mission I was sent 
to fulfil; but why the dickens don’t you send twenty thousand men 
mounted on Nile serpents or crocodiles to help me doit? That’s the 
kind of reasonable conclusion a brave and honest general comes to after 
six months’ grilling under the Soudan sun, It may seem something like 
insanity in England, but then England never quite understood what the 
sun was. 








A Jingo Grunter. 


[The S¢. Yingo's Gazette asserts that the Liberal party have been transformed by 
deep draughts of Mr. Gladstone's rhetoric into the likeness of the swine who were 
once so cleverly depicted by Mr. B. Riviére.} 

ALL Liberals are swine then, it would seem, 
According to St. Fingo’s mad Gazette ; 

Por(k)-creatures, all unworthy of esteem,— 
This frightful pig-ture fills us with regret. 

And yet the print that our sad state deplores, 
Forgets to add, ‘‘ Conservatives are bores.” 





Tue Secretary of the National Fish Culture Association has been 
experimenting on a sick carp with brandy, and yet, although the poor 
fish was all the better for his dram, many extreme teetotallers are carp- 


Garden into blue fits. Send a couple of millions to Turkey in order | ing at the notion. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


Her Most Gracious Majesty, Queen Victoria, does not wish any of 
her starving subjects to imagine that the royal family possess the appe- 
tites of ogres and 
ogresses ; there- 
fore a second 
official caution 
to roya/ trades- 
men regarding 
the use of cer- 
tain heraldic 
arms and legs 
has been issued. 
The purveyors 
to the (Queen are 
sorely exercised 
in their minds as 
to what to do 
with their con- 
demned __iions 
and unicorns 
who are strug- 
gling forcrowns. 
Let us suggest 
that, with the aid of a little plaster of Paris, the crowns could be easily 
converted into pork pies ; while chipping off the horns from the unicorns, 
and painting the lions a bright green, picked out with red spots, would 
effectually disguise their regal appearance. Should this not be deemed 
sufficient concealment, the escutcheons might be turned upside down. 
In most cases they would still form very tasty decorations over lofty 
shop-doors and windows. 





** ANTI-ANGLAIS,” a Parisian literary caprice, advises Frenchmen to 


4**wage war upon England without truce or mercy, and chastise the 


English in their own den.” The sweet-scented writers on this journal 
have forgotten that the English den is a den of lions. Its occupants 
would not be very much disturbed at an invasion of monkeys. 


Wuen the Grand Duke of Hesse embarked at Portsmouth for 
Flushing in the Royal yacht Os/orne, he flushed a rosy red at the bare 
idea at having to put our country to a further expense of forty pounds in 
sending him home, and several times looked at his cheque-book, and 
thumbed it over almost as if he were going to give a liberal donation to 
somebody or other. Perhaps he was thinking of the Sunderland poor. 


We like astory about the late General Skobeleff and a Jewish sentinel 
that has cropped up, The man on guard having saved the general’s 
life by calmly jerking away a live shell that had fallen m front of his 
tent, was asked by Skobeletf whether he would prefer having the St. 
George’s Cross toa hundred roubles. ** What is the value of the cross?” 
asked the Hebrew. ‘‘Oh, about five roubles—but consider the honour,” 
answered the general. ‘* My officer, give me ninety-five roubles and the 
cross also, then I shall be everlastingly satisfied,” remarked the sapient 
sentinel, 


GOVERNMENT inspectors are paid very curiously. For instance, the 
three Inspectors of Anatomy receive collectively 41,300 a year, while 
the lonely Inspector of Habitual [).unkards only draws / 50 per annum, 
which sum can barely keep him in lemon-squashes. 


A Customs officer has got into trouble through taking what wasn’t 


his’n. He hopes to get accustomed to trouble in time, while doing time. 


Dr. Murrnuy has discovered forty-nine dirty bakehouses in St. Pan- 
cras. One place was particularly fowlish, cocks and hens gavorting 
about this bakehouse as if it were a farmyard. Dr. Murphy is of opinion 
that not one of the bread-making, law-breaking proprietors of these 
shanties can be called the ‘' clean potato,” 


Dr. ALLINSON is in favour of a vegetarian diet for criminals. Bread 
and potatoes he considers the best food for simners. We imagine East- 
end sausages would be cheaper, and save the pockets of the community 
at large who have to support the malefactors, besides attording excellent 
fodder to those prisoners who anxiously wish to be released from 
bondage suddenly. 


A LADY of ninety-two summers has just married a gentleman of eighty- 
two winters. On arriving at the church door the bridegroom stepped 
gaily from the carriage and handed his little sweetheart out jauntily. 
The parson being a trifle late, the connubially-inclined old spark took 
his future wife for a wedding-march round the churchyard, and begged 
her to select any particular spot she might wish to be buried in, 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 


EXTRAORDINARY OCCURRENCE ON THE UNDER.- 
GROUND RAILWAY. 


TICKET COLLECTOR (looking into first-class carriage). Tickets, please. f 


Thankee, sir. Eh? Why, wha-at’s this? Somemistake! Beg pardon, 
sir; you— 


you haven't 
travelled on 
the under- 
ground be- 
fore, ’ave 
you? You 
haven’t 
been used 
to—if ever 
in all my 
born days 
—to this 
kind 0’ 
thing? 
Well, I—here, Dick—Tom—Harry! Jest look here—if there ain’t a 





gentleman been and taken a——(Other collectors collect, and gaze won- 


deringly at traveller.) 

First OCCUPANT OF FIRST-CLASS CARRIAGE. Blow me tight! 
’Ere’s a bloomin’ greenorn for yer, if yer like. Hortent to be trusted 
hout wivout ’is nuss, ’¢ orternt ! 

SECOND OCCUPANT OF F.C, CAR. Regler hinnercent, ain’t ’ee? 
Must be a bloomin’ yokel. He! he! 

REST OF OCCUPANTS OF F, C. CAR. Wot a blessed mug! Ho! ho! 
Dunno wot ter do with ’is money ! . . * 

TRAVELLER (a¢ mext station). When is that train coming, porter? 

PORTER. Why, there’s sucha strordinary thing ’appened on the line 
that there’s such a crowd collected to ’ave a stare at the feller, that no- 
body carn’t move, an’ they carn’t git the train on, let alone as the col- 
lectors an’ porters has all got paralysed with supprise like stuck pigs, and 
’ave ’ad to be took tothe orspital. Ill tell yer wot it is, ony I must 
wisper, ’cos it ud paralyse the officials ’ere’s if they ’eard it, and make 
things wuss. Well, wen the collector arst for the tickets, blowed if he 
didn’t find a gent in a@ first-class with a— (whispers). 

TRAV. Good heavens! Bless my soul! You don’t say so! Oh, 
well ; must be a stranger in these parts, of course. 

CHORUS OF HABITUAL F, C. PASSENGERS (who have overheard). 
Ho! ho! Well, we ave bloomin’ well jolly well jiggered, jiggered if 
we haint! Jevver ’ear of sich greenness in all yer bloomin’ born days ? 
Better stand us all a pot each if he dunno wot to do wiv ’is coin. Ho! 
ho! ’Ere’s a lark! * . . . 

EDITOR OF DAILY PAPER (fo PICTURESQUE REPORTER). I don’t 
think you could do better than go and interview the hero of that extraordi- 
nary occurrence on the Underground Railway. He must be a person 
well worth describing. By Jove! I think hes important enough for the 
whole staff to go and see. Where’s my hat? Tell all the compositors 
to wash their faces and come. Where’s the office boy? We'll get the 
gentleman to give us his photo, and put a process of it in the paper. 
Good enough for a full page, eh? The sale will go up five thousand 
and seventeen copies, which, if tested, will show an excess of 
898, 374,219,713,264 copies daily over any other morning newspaper. 

*. * * Sd ol - 

Mr. FARINI. I don’t care—you shan’t have him, if it costs me—— 

Mr. BARNUM. Pooh! I'm prepared to spend a hundred million 
dollars to secure him. Why, I’ve come over from the States on pur- 
pose, in a new Cunarder built expressly for me in five minutes to do the 
journey in one day. Guess you shan’t get him, if—— 

Mr. FARINI. Before I let you have him I’ll——( 7%ey fzht.) 

CHORUS OF HABITUAL UNDERGROUND F.C, PassENGERS. Blowed 
if we care a bloomin’ blow ’oo bloomin’ well gits im. We're a-goin’ to 
see ‘im werever ’ee’s on show—that’s the bloomin’ job we've bloomin’ 
hon! Whoyay ! * * * * 

ENQUIRING PUBLIC. Oh, Mr. FuN, perhaps you are not too dumb- 
founded to tell us what it is that has caused such a commotion on the 
Underground Railway ? 

Mr. Fun. Well, as far as I can make out, it appears that a ticket- 
collector, having asked a first-class passenger for his ticket, received 
ENQ. PuBLic. Received a third-class ticket, of course: go on. 

Mr. Fun. NO—received a FIRST-CLASS TICKET!!! 

EnQ. Popsiic. Eh? Oh,ah! Very funny, no doubt; but you don’t 
have us in that way, Mr. FUN. You've gonea /et/etoofar! * * 
(Fun finds that the above extraordinary event did not really happen after 

all, The facts were these: it was only a second-class ticket, but the 

collector was so surprised at its not being a third that his senses reeled, 
and he imagined the rest. The second-class ticket was of old date.) 





well, I am}, 
blessed—} 
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A True Hero! | 


(Dr. Samuel Rabbeth, senior medical officer of the Royal Free Hos- 
pital, died the other day in consequence of a too zealous devotion te | 
a patient. He had performed the operation of tracheotomy upon a child 
suffering from diphtheria, and then, it becoming necessary that some one 
should suck the matter through the tube, deceased, in spite of the danger, 
volunteered, and soon after died from the disease. The deceased, who 
was only twenty-eight years of age, was greatly respected, especially by 
the poor patients. ] | 

ANOTHER name to add to that grand scroll 

Of those who, trying to save others, died— 

To those true heroes who, with fearless soul. 

In duty’s path Death’s fiercest darts defied. 
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The jester pauses, as his cap and bells 
He jingles o’er the topics of the day ; 

His tears well forth at this brief tale which tells 
Of that brave doctor who has passed away. 
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Young, earnest, brilliant, ay, and better still, 

Beloved by all the poor who sought his aid, | 
His arduous journey up fame’s toilsome hill, 

Has by his own self-sacrifice been stayed. 
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To save a child that was to others dear, 
He braved the deadly tube—alas, in vain ! 
Death checked his bright and promising career, 
Both child and hero fell disease hath slain. 





For all the prizes science can bestow, 

That brave young heart no longer yearns and sighs ; 
3ut though of these Death robbed him at ablow, 
Ilis end was god-like—there’s no nobler prize! 





Only Fit for Boys. 
‘* THE youth of England’s on our side,” 
Lord Randolph Churchill says with pride, 
No doubt ; for Tory tricks and toys 
Are only fit for little boys. 
Most grown-up folks who are not dense . 
Prefer a policy of ‘‘ sense ;” | fa. “ ah Thee 
But though the Tories howl and bawl,} ace aT aE: nth tatty 
‘*Sense ” never troubles them at all. 














THE MASHER IN EMBRYO. 


Flostess (to latest arrival at her Fuventle Parly).—‘* WILL YOU HAVE 
SOME TEA NOW, ALFRED?” 

Fuvenile.—** AH !—NO, THANKS—I've Just Dingp, COULD MANAGE 
just A Cup OF COFFEE AND A CIGARWETTE!” 





A Little Stray-nger. 
THE Earl of Limerick refers to the Draft of the Redistribu- 
tion Scheme, published in the Standard, as ‘‘ a stray child.” 
This is rather a stray-ned metaphor, we fancy. | 








THE REDISTRIBUTION BILL, FROM DIFFERENT POINTS OF VIEW. 
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** Don’t go ‘arf fur enough, Bill. Redistribution Maud (age 13).—‘‘ I'm sure we ought to have a 
of property is wot we wants, and we mean to ave redistribution, as they call it, at our school. Every- 
it, after we've ‘bolished the Lords.” body says I ought to have had the French Prize in- 

stead of Eva Smith.” 


MP. whose constituency is unaffected.—‘' A most 
impartial scheme, I'm sure:” J/ P. whose consti- 
tuency is abolished.—‘‘ Impartial? Why, it s the most 
abominable piece of jobbery ever perpetrated !"’ 








Current-Plum-bers. | A Cook-oo Cry. 
THE Plumbers recently held a conference, and though treating agood | A WEEKLY remarks that ‘‘the scheme Of redistribution, ifadopted by 
deal of lead, strange to say the proceedings were anything but heavy. | the Government, seems on the wholea fair scheme, and bears few marks 


Of course ‘* pipes ” were allowed at the conference. Wemake nocharge | of ‘cooking.’” The scheme may not be cooked, but the opposing poli- 
for thus plumb-ing our friends up. | tical parties seem to be ‘‘ roasting” each other pretty warmly in the matter. 
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A BOARD THAT OUGHT TO BE TAKEN UP. 


** The river was in such a state as to be a disgrace and a scandal to the metropolis and civilization. . . . It was for its whole breadth black sewage, with a 
stench intolerable.”"—(Refort of Lord Bramwell, one of the Commissioners.) ‘‘\n view of the arrival on it of vessels with cases of cholera on board, the gravest 
results may be apprehended.” —(Aefort of - Secretary to Commissioners.) ‘Still, the Board of Works, which has reduced the Thames to this condition, appears to 
consider that things are pretty satisfactory on the whole.” —Newsfafer. 
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** Here, you Board of Works!" said London, “can't you smell that mad you're stuck in?—can't you see?” But the Board couldn't, of course; it was too warped 
and wooden 
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ws how long I've been trying to drive this nail i into this Board!" cried London. But the head of that Board was a bit too hard to drive anything into 
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the only p'an is to split that Board up! 


“Oh, well, theres no time to be lost !"’ said London, out of patience 
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NOBLEIAH, 


The Two Obadiahs {modern version J. 
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THE TWO NOBLEIAHS. 
(See Cartoon.) ; 
Oh fie! oh fie! 
Ye nobles ! why 

Are ye standing accused of a naughty lie? 
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Think ye to fib 
In manner glib 
Is just letting off a political squib ? 





And that so long 
As squibs are strong 
And loud, it’s no odds if they’re right or wrong? 


To state as fact 
What’s not exact, 
Is surely a most reprehensible act. 


’Tis very sad, 
And very bad, 
And almost sufficient to drive one mad. 


Because, you see, 
’Twixt you and me, 
It engenders a doubt where the truth may be. 


And that’s not fair : 
So pray take care 
In the future at least to orate “on the square.” 
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A MIXTURE of modes does this drawing express, 
’Tis a fashion that’s coming anon ; 

For our Oscar and others have praised ancient dress, 
So these people have “‘ got ’em all on.” 


The gay fourteenth century mashers’ attire 
You will see on a fop of the day ; 

But why a “‘ top-hat ” t’other swell should desire 
With his armour, we cannot well say. 





MUDDLED MODES. 


[A correspondence has been going on in a contemporary between Mr. Oscar Wilde and other eminent authorities, suggesting the revival of ancient and mediaval costume. ] 
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Here are modern swells sporting knee-breeches and hose, 
Girls in head-gear of comical shape ; 

While the cavalier party’s apparel but shows 
That the Wilde one’s last notion he’d ape. 


Here in “‘ handy ” attire is a City gent seen, 
While another, with modern garb vexed, 
Appears in a helmet and strange gaberdine, 
And Fun, rather fogged, asks, ‘*‘ What next ?” 








A VERY WIDE LOOPHOLE! 


‘* An interesting definition of a ‘stage-play’ was arrived at, after a long discussion, 
before the magistrate at Lambeth Police Court. ‘The proprietor of a music hall was 
summoned for permitting the performance of stage-play called ‘ Robin Hood,’ ina 
building not duly licensed for the purpose. ‘The summons was eventually 
dismissed by the magistrate on the ground that the performance was not a stage-play 
because it did not contain any regular and connecting plot.”— Newspaper. 

‘“Wuy, what’s all this about?” said the Lord Chamberlain, ‘‘ here 
have I been sitting on this confounded office-stool all day to hear appli- 
cations for theatrical licenses, and not a single theatrical manager has 
come near. Dear me, they must all be ruined, poor fellows, and 
have decided to give up the theatrical line. I really cannot do less than 
look round and offer each of them a few words of condolence.” 

So the good, kind Lord Chamberlain put on his boots and trotted 


seemed to be as open as if it had a dozen licenses instead of none. 
‘* What’s this?” said the Lord Chamberlain, ‘* brokers in ?—sale on ?” 

**Wot?” replied the doorkeeper, ‘‘ pantomime on as usual—that’s 
all.” 

‘But you haven’t applied—what the dooce !—where’s your license ?”’ 
said the Lord Chamberlain, 

‘* License ?’’ said the manager; ‘‘who wants a license? We haven't 
a stage-play on—we’ve only a pantomime, If you can find any regular 
and connecting plot in——” 
With a cry of discomfiture the Lord Chamberlain ran off to the stage- 
door of the ** Déshabillée,” and kicked at it. 
** Woddyer want ’ere?”’ said the doorkeeper, 
** Where's your license?” said the Lord Chamberlain. 
‘* License? Garn!” said the man, ‘‘ on’y want a license for a stage- 
play. We've got a‘ burlesque-extravaganza,’ a ‘musical imbecility,’ a 
‘lyric insanity.’ Jest you show me enny regular and connecting plot, 
and [’}]——” 
With a scream of rage the Lord Chamberlain rushed to the ‘‘ Inanity” 
stage-door, and burst it open with a well-planted blow. 

** Well—oo are you?” said the doorkeeper. 

**I’m the Lord Chamberlain. I see your performance is going on as 
usual, Where’s your license? What do you mean by——?” 

**License? Git out with you—don’t ’ave to ’ave no license, ’cept for 








round to the stage-door of the Tupnigaff Theatre ; but the Tupnigaff | 





a stage-play. ~ We’ve got a screamin’ farce from the French, and p’r’aps 
you'll show me any sign of a regular and connecting plot, and then 
we'll——” 

With a how] of impassioned despair the high official once more bounded 
off; this time to the ** Rattletrap,” and leapt at the throat of the door- 
keeper. 

‘* Let go !—what’s the row?” said that worthy. 

‘*Li—license! Where’s your license?” yelled the Lord Chamberlain, 
‘* Hand it over! I won't stand any more of this nons——”’ - ’ 

‘* Ve don’t want no license,” said the functionary ; ‘‘ We ain’t got 
no stage-play on: we’ve only got an American—a—comed—no, comic 
dram—no comic farc—blest if we know wot it is ; but there's cellar-flaps 
in it, and nigger songs, and an explosion, and if you can find enny regler 
connectin’ plot in it, I’ll give you leave to have up and ’ang every man 
Jack——-” 

Broken in spirit, the poor Lord Chamberlain gave it up, and went 
away and sank down on the grass in the Embankment Gardens—the 
only regular plot he could find. 








Reprehensible Bray—very. 

A GENILEMAN, residing at Bray, lately hid himself in ambush, and 
fired a pistol at some young men who came serenading his daughter. 
Serenading is doubtless a great provocation to violence, but nevertheless, 
it is to be hoped that all irate parents will not adopt such extreme 
methods of up-Lray-ding serenaders—unless, of course, they happen to 
be cats, 





AN adventurous young lady has been frozen to death while mountain- 
climbing in Colorado, She was left in the lurch by a guide. This gal- 
lant young man says that it cost him a severe struggle to desert her, 
Very likely he speaks the truth, as the poor girl 1s reported to have been 
muscular. But why strong young ladies should insist on dragging their 
dear little tootsies over nasty rocky slippery places is a mystery the 
champions of women’s rights to do foolish things, alone can solve, 





Goopv VALUE GIVEN,—Our English Sovereign for a New Guinea. 
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WARBLES OF THH WHEE. 
SgT TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
New Serigs, No. 45. Air—‘t 7wo Hundred Years Ago.” 


HE “good old 
times” were 
quite divine, 

I haven’t any 
doubt,— 

At any sate, 
they’re ‘‘vastly 
fine,” 

To talk or sing 
about, 

And yet lauda- 
tion’s sure to 
fail 

Uponone point, 
| you know— 
me Their news was 

” jalways_pre- 

cious stale, 

Two hundred 

years ago. 

They’d no daily 

paper boys 

with the morn- 
ing print to 
call, 

They’d no telegraph or steam, and no “‘ specials,” none at all ; 

They'd no Warbles of the Week what was going on to show, 

But (apropos des bottes) gentlemen were gent/ementwo hundred yearsago! 


The Norwich Music Festiva/ 
Obtained a fair success, 
For there was music, mirth, fal-lal, 
The Prince and eke Princess. 
The Mahdi, finding things amiss, 
Is getting rather low— 
Would they have ever heard of this 
Two hundred years ago? 
They'd no daily paper boys with the morning print to call, 
They'd no telegraph or steam, and no ‘' specials,” none at all ; 
But still, upon the whole, it’s satisfactory to know 
That gentlemen were gen//emen two hundred years ago | 
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The annexation fever now 
Our German friends have caught ; 
Some fish the wherefore and the how 
Of brandy have been taught ; 
They’ve cut the Wirral Railway sod, 
The Cutlers’ Feast they show, 
They would have thought them all so odd 
Two hundred years ago ! 
They'd no dynamiting fellows with their antics to appal, 
They had no ‘‘Claimant”’ coming out to agitate them all, 
They had no Vauxhall Waterworks their cheekiness to show 
For gentlemen were gen‘/emen two hundred years ago ! 


For folks who moderately drink, 
Teetot’lers show distress, 
(We’re sad, and for the future think 
Of drinking to excess) ; 
Some Greeks have found some statues, dear, 
Which led them into woe, 
They never would have got them here 
Two hundred years ago. 
They'd no steamers on the ocean that a Grecian gent could call, 
They'd no helmsman whom the passengers must not address at all, 
And locomotion everywhere was cumbersome and slow, 
Sull—gentlemen were gent/emen two hundred years ago ! 


The Congo Conference begins 
Next week as ever is; 
The legislature, for our sins, 
Is open now for biz (!?) 
A Lord Mayor’s dinner has been seen 
With authors in a row— 
How glad some authors would have been 
Two hundred years ago ! 
They'd no daily papee-neys with the morning print to call, 
They'd no telegraph or steam and no “specials,” none at all, 
They'd no Warbles of the Week which must have been foo slow, 
But—gentlemen were gentlemen two hundred years ago. 





A SHAME-STRICKEN MONSTER. 


Oor editorial mind had not been at rest when we retired to our sump- 
tuous couch. It was not on account of anything wrong with the paper, 
for the sale exceeded half a billion by three and a half at least. As we 
tossed upon the pillow, we became mistily conscious of a myriad gay 
colours, of pressing crowds, of bands of music, of prolonged cheering, 
of a moment of breathless silence, of renewed and louder cheering, of the 





crashing of timbers, of a splash of water. Then all faded into intense 
silence and gloom, and then a vast, vague, massive form gradually be- 
came visible to our senses. It was accompanied by a sound that might 
have been sobbing, or the beat of a great engine. 

*¢ Dost thou sob, mighty form?” we asked. 

‘¢I do—I have good cause,” replied the phantom. ‘*Thou knowest 
me?” 

‘6We do,” we replied; ‘‘thou art a British war-ship, but lately 
launched with so great joy and pride. What wouldst thou with us, 





great engine of destruction?” 

‘* Great !” repeated the monster, shuddering through its vast frame ; 
‘‘7 great! Is, then, thine ignorance so hopeless?” 

‘* We know,” we replied, ‘*that—compared with the latest war-ships 
of Italy, thou must indeed be held # 

‘“A feeble pigmy—a helpless prey! Look at these great guns— 
Italy's are greater and better. Look at this armour, eighteen inches 
thick—Italy’s armour is twenty-four! I am one of Britain’s finest war- | 
vessels—let me but meet with one of Italy’s—Germany’s—France’s 
—Russia’s finest, and Iam doomed. Oh, you can feel and understand ! | 
I could bear to perish thus, for am I not British?—but how can I bear | 
the shame of seeing the British people, once masters of the sea, crowing 
and cackling in their imbecile dotage over the launching of a ship whose | 
strength, beside that of foreign vessels, is feebleness? You—you can 
understand, and will rid me of my misery !” 

We started and flushed at the thought ; in our agitation we fell into 
modern and colloquial English. ‘* My good ship,” we cried, ‘‘you are 
beside yourself, /Ve do a thing like that—why, we should be flayed 
alive - 

‘* By an incensed people, jealous of its national glory?” 

“* Oh dear, no; by an infuriated Treasury, maddened by the waste of its 
pennies. It would never do. We perfectly agree that it were best for 
England could her present effete armament founder to a ship, and clear 
the way for a new, effective, modern navy—but for us to scuttle you— !” 
And we pondered on the yell of fury that would go up, and shuddered. 

‘* You give me a hint which shall not be slow to communicate to my 
fellow war-ships,” said the phantom slowly, and vanished. 

* * * . * * 

IT was a few weeks later. Again we tossed restlessly on our pillow. 
This time there came the sound, not of rejoicing, but of lamentation— 
the forlorn how] of a Treasury conscious of loss and consequent impend- 
ing outlay. Then once more the form of the great ship loomed upon our 
senses—no longer black, but white—a veritable ghost of the departed. 
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**It is done,” it said, in a hollow voice; ‘‘the shame is past. It 
needed no concerted plan. I did but join the fleet, and a sister vessel, 
in pity for my misery, ran me down and sank me. I lie in twenty 
fathoms, where no power may raise me; I am safe from the taunting 
foe and the imbecility of Britain!” For a single instant our bosom 
swelled with hope, then we cast our eye around, and gloom returned. 

**It is hopeless, poor spectre,” we said, ‘‘ Britain is past learning. 
Five other war-ships, each the counterpart of thee, are on the stocks, or 
soon to be so. By the time the last of these even mow obsolete vessels 
is launched, how will z¢ be, compared with the feeblest vessels of foreign 
powers?” We covered our face. The ghost of the great ship sobbed 
afresh through all its engines, and slowly melted from sight. 








Quite so! 


THE President of the Board of Trade charges Lord Randolph with 
degrading political controversy to Billingsgate. Well, it must certainly 
be admitted that most of the noble lord’s remarks are decidedly ‘‘ fishy.’’ 
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The Tory Utility Man. 


On the stage you will often find actors 
For general usefulness famed ; 
In a play they are versatile factors, 
‘** Utility men”’ they are named. 
Their talent’s not always attractive, 
But new 7é/es they can quickly essay, 
In farce and burlesque they are active, 
And in drama slight parts they can play. 
Young Randolph, the Turnabout Tory, 
Adopts this theatrical plan, 
And wins (from his friends) lots of glory 
As a clever *‘ utility man.” 


To the ‘‘call” he respondeth instanter, 
And many a part he enacts ; 
He scores as a comical ranter 
In the farce called ‘Conservative Facts.” 
He can give lofty speeches, like ‘* Solly,” 
He also can score as a clown ; 
He is great in his own piece, called ‘‘ Folly,” 
And with laughter convulses each town. 
In the trick-act, called ‘* Falsehood,” he’s 
clever, 
And gains the applause of his clan ; 
In fact, hitherto there was never 
Such a Tory “ utility man.” 


At times he appears as ‘* The Tutor” 
With most overwhelming success ; 

And, ignoring the proverb, ‘* Ne sutor,” 
He lectures the poor Tory press. 

He first causes grins by his capers, 
And after, with scarcely a lull, 

He tearfully says to those papers, 

‘For heaven’s sake, do not be dull!” 

| Then he goes in for loud declamation, 
And proceeds the *‘ Brum”’ Lib’rals to ban, 

Casting slurs on that town’s corporation, 
This Tory ‘‘ utility man,” 





He is really a great quick-change artist, 
The chameleon he puts to the blush, 
And his ‘f wheezes,” though not of the smartest, 
Cause a laugh, as he prates with a rush. 
As a Tory ove day he will figure, 
At all change he'll pretend he’s appalled, 
Then anon he’s a sort of white-nigger— 
(‘* Tory-Democrat,” sometimes ’tis called). 
His talk is prize-ringish and leary, 
Using Biblical texts where he can, 
He’s not deep, but he seldom is dreary, 
This ‘‘ cheeky ”’ utility man. 





“Cockles” out in the Cold. 
(Few, if any, Conservative papers report Colonel 
Burnaby’s speeches at Birmingham. ‘They simply say, 
**Colonel Burnaby followed.”] 
| Ou, shame on each Tory print 
Who before the bold ‘*Cockles” once wal- 
lowed, 
| To give of his speech no hint, 
| Only, ‘* Colonel Burnaby followed,” 





| They tell us of Randolph’s larks, 

| How his every crammer was swallowed, 

Lut they’re dumb over ‘‘ Cockle’s”’ remarks, 
And simply report that he ‘‘ followed.” 





Is the Hero who smoked the clay pipe, 
| While Brum Radicals at him holloaed, 
To be mentioned in words of this type— 
Only—‘‘ Colonel Burnaby followed?” 





Rather |! 





, _ {A provincial paper informs the world that ‘‘ Lord 
Salisbury has nailed his colours to the mast.) 
Well, what of that? methinks the Tory caste 
Will not advance the faster ; 
| Lord Salisbury will doubtless find, at last, 
That, though he’s nailed his colours to the mast, 
| The People will be mast-er. 
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OUR BOYS. 


Miss Prettypert.—‘*WuyY DON’T YOU COME OVER WITH YOUR SISTERS TO OUR 
PLACE SOMETIMES, JOHNNIE?” 
Johnnie (rising ten).—*WRLL, IT’S LIKE THIS, Y'KNOW, MISS PRETTYPERT. 
WHERE THERE’S A RiIpPpING Nice GIRL LIKE YOU, IF I CAME OFTEN PEOPLE MIGHT 
. ’ 9) 
THINK I HAD INTENTIONS, AND ‘I’M NOT A MARRYING MAN! 


— ey 


The Tax on Physic. 

Some weeks ago Fon, setting his eye in “ fine frenzy rolling,” gave off a lofty lyric on the 
iniquity of the Medicine Stam +4 and its injustice to the invalid, poor and otherwise. And 
now a Mr. C. E. Meetkerke had a similar fit in prose, the result being a cleverly-written 
and carefully-digested dréchure, bound in vellum. It reveals some astonishing facts, and will 
doubtless exert considerable influence in the agitation against the tax. If any one asks you who 
is the publisher, you may reply with a query, and say ** Wy-man? 





AccORDING to a daily paper, Lord Salisbury declines to recede an inch from his former posi- 
tion. This obstinacy will surely inch-ure his lordship’s case, which already looks ve-re-cede-y ; 


and mind, we don’t say this inch-aff. 








Gap To Coneesronpants.—Zhe Editor does net bind himsel/ to achnowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 


In mo case will they be returned welest 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THE PRESS AND ITS PATRONS. 








A Mason-ic Mem! 


MASONS are usually considered to be builders in stone. But we know 
of a Mason who pledges himself to build up and strengthen edifices by 
other means—viz., by his ‘‘ Essence of Beef,” ‘‘ Meat Lozenges,” and 
suchlike specialities for weak structures. We need hardly say that the 
edifices he undertakes to strengthen and repair are human ones. Any- 
one requiring these useful building materials can procure them in large 
and small quantities at this Mason's factory, 417 King’s Road, Chelsea ; 
and elsewhere. 





Two Growns! 
{A provincial paper declares that the country has outg own the House of Lords as 
at present constituted.) 
**OUTGROWN the Lords?” ’Tis truthful, indeed ! 
No longer do people adore them ; 
But the Lords, it appears by the things that we read, 
Groan-out at the prospect before them. 





—— 


Pro and Con. 


A COURAGEOUS actor recently insisted on having the bread that was 
brought to his house weighed ; and, finding the half-quartern loaf more 
than two ounces short weight, he brought an action against the baker, 
and won it. It would seem that the player had been used to weighty 
réles, and thus objected to light loaves. 





| J. W. Houeurton, A, T. Pask, H. C. Newton, E. Downey, A, Dowty, 


| 


**HOUSEHOLD Worps” has just started a new serial story called 
** Two Fifties.” Judging from its melodramatic prologue and mysterious 
opening, it promises to be a very thrilling tale. It is written by Mr. 
Lewis Clifton and Mr. Paul Blake, who have both done good work on 
this periodical ere now, besides having contributed to the stage. ‘‘ Two 
Fifties” make a hundred, and we are willing to lay a hundred to one that 
the story will be highly popular. 








Now Ready. 


eee 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1885. 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Humorous Art and Literature, by 
FRANK BARRETT, GODFREY TURNER, GEO, MANVILLE FENN, 


Price One Shilling. 


er 





GEORGE DALZIEL, LAUNCE ILEE, BYRON WEBBER, 

CHARLES S. CHELTNAM, H. C, Sessions, H. G. SOMERVILLE, 
JOHN NORMAN, H. T. JOHNSON, C. J. DUNPHIE, KATE BURTON, 
EVELYN JERROLD, CIs BROOKS, CHAS. G. LELAND, AND J. F .SULLIVAN, 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED BY 
GORDON THOMSON, J. F. SULLIVAN, H. Tuck, J, W. HOUGHTON, 
HAL LuDLOW, ERNEST GrRISsET, H. SANDERCOCK, P. E. EBBUTT, 
MATT STRETCH, E. G. DALZIEL, AND W, G. BAXTER. 


el 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








“The CLEAN Black Lead. 
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| BLACK LEAD | 


BEWARE of Worthless Imitations. 





Reckitt 


| 
“es= "DOME eat)... 
Cleanliness in use, | hu argedl Sale | cup, it proves the 0C0a 


in the World” 
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PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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Our Comprehensive Compound. 


{A distinguished chemist, in an analysis of the tea 
we drink, has discovered that it contains nut-galls, iron 
filings, filbert husks, sulphate of copper, hornets’ nests, 
acetic acid, common green paint, lead in various forms, 
dessicated doormats, tar-rope, arsenic, ammonia, stable- | 
sweepings, &c., &c , &c.] 


Ou, shout hurrah for the cup that cheers, 
And never inebriates 

The heart it soothes, and it also clears 
The brains in our noble pates. 

More varied drinks there have never been 
Than our Congous and Boheas, 

For lo, they contain, as will here be seen, 
Ingredients such as these : 


Chorus. 


There’s sulphate of copper and hornets’ nests, 
aloes, green paint, and lead, 

Acetic acid and filbert husks, and doormats in 
many a shred, 

Ammonia, arsenic, nice tar-rope iron-filings, 
you'll see, 

With nut-galls, stable-sweepings, efcetera, all 
in our Cup of Tea, 


Then put on the kettle and let it sing, 
And prepare the Bohea to brew, 

A cup of this mixture makes Care take wing, 
And awakens our joy anew. 


a 


Then quickly, oh, quickly come pour it out, enkiiahiiaiammeon, 
We impatiently long for a draught, 5. RTE 


Ah, see it gush forth from the teapot spout ! er . 
Such a drink should be gladly quaffed. = 
For there’s, &c., &c. : 





Then a fig for your nectars, and eke cham- 
pagne, | 
And *‘ pooh” for your beer and wine, 
From all such liquors we can refrain 
For Tea is alone divine ! 
Then take our advice, oh, Mister Fun, 
From all otber drinks quickly flee, 
For every ingredient under the sun 
Weimbibe in our Cup of Tea. 
For there’s, &c., &c. 





A Bit of My Mind. 


THEY talk of improving your mind ; 
What good can it possibly do? 
Such notions but make you inclined 
To hate every person that’s d/ue ! 
Why always be poring o’er books ? 
Why cram with old learning your brain ? 
I’d rather take care of my looks, 
And try a rich husband to gain. 


A novel I do not despise 
If full of sensation—and fast ; 
And poetry, if not too wise 
For brains of an average cast. 
But Browning I cam’¢ understand, 
Though Tennyson’s really ‘‘a dear!” 
I like, too, the fun of Burnand ; 








HOW HE GOT HIS EARS BOXED. 





And Gilbert's exceedingly queer. Little Innocent. —“ THIS 1s A VERY SWAGGER FLOWER, AIN’T IT, Cissiz?” a 
pg RAE eae ty Wt” Cissie.—*‘ NO; 1T IS NOT A SWAGGER FLOWER; IT IS A CHOICE EXOTIC, AND YOU 
MS SUSLOLY :—-OSES NS. PORE T SHOULD HANDLE IT MORE CAREFULLY. YOU HAVE RUBBED OFF SOME OF ITS BLOOM i 
What care I for Rome or for Greece? : _ 
I’m sure I should perish before ON TO YOUR NOSE ALREADY. es Ra teh | 
I learnt e’en the littlest piece. Litte Jnnocent,—** ARE YOU A CHOICE Exoric, Cissi#? na ta | 
Life can’t be meant only to give Cissie.—** No. WHY DO YOU ASK? , net 
Your time and your mind to such stuff; Little Innocent.—‘' BaCAUSE CAPTAIN SLINGSBY RUBS OFF YOUR BLOOM ON TO His by ut 
‘ NOSE SO VERY, VERY EASILY. IVE SEEN HIM DO IT OFTEN. SO THERE! YAH!” th 


I rather will live while I live— 
The things of the day are enough ! : = 


| NEW LEAVES. 


SS — 














My mind is made up—like a dress— 


icone alilae RT nee cata dll 
a oad 


SaaS ati aie 


For ev'ry day work, and for wear. | ** Tue Philosophy of Herbert Spencer Examined,” by the Rev, James Inverach, M.A. (Reli- 
I'll not make its usefulness less | gious Tract Society). Mr. Herbert Spencer writes of what he knows—the writer of this (No. 29 
By strains that it never need bear. of ‘* Present Day Tracts”) writes of what Mr. apace writes as if he knows better, Could our 
Content with the knowledge I’ve got, _ readers ever weary of Fun, they might possibly persuade themselves to pursue this ‘‘ philo- 1 
My confidence nothing will move ; | sophy”; it goes beyond our limits. | 
Although you may say I am not ‘* Poems,” by the Rev. F. Elson (London Literary Society). These ‘‘ poems” are of very un- \ 


Possessed of a mind to improve! | equal merit—some have a little, and some have none. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE GRAND.—The writer of these 
lines had not the fortune to be born 
to the ‘Sunny South,” neither has 
he, in the course of his brilliant 
career, achieved it. It has, how- 
ever, at last been thrust upon him. 
On Monday week last, after a pre- 
liminary flourish of trumpets, and 
in the presence of all that is noble 
and good in the critical world, Mr. 
George Darrell, a ‘‘ representative 
Australian actor,” presented him- 
self in a play of that name, written 
by himself, and principally devoted 
to the representation of life in the 
Australian gold diggings, On the 
whole, the present writer is not 
charmed with the life. It seems to 
consist a little too much of revol- 
vers, and albeit the local method 

of using these weapons is calculated to do more damage to fowls of the 

air and the higher fruit crops than walkers on ¢erra firma, their con- 
stant discharge is trying to the tympanum, offensive to the olfactories, 
and disabling to the lungs. —_— 

Mr. DARRELL’s story veers not at all from the ordinary paths of 
melodrama; there is no incident in it with which we have not been 
familiarised from our youth up ; indeed, it resembles nothing so much 
as the narratives of exciting adventure usually to be found in the desk of 
every boy at school. Yet there are points (one or two) at which the 
attention becomes arrested with some touch above the ordinary ; for 
instance, the returned wanderer’s easy, chatty description of colonial life 
of the rough sort is eminently real and interesting: such points are 
mere oases, however, in a desert of convention and clap-trap. It is fair 
to say here, though, that the frequent expressions of loyalty tothe Queen 
—whom one gentleman affectionately calls *‘the old lady’"’—and love 
of the old country, are not altogether so strained in a picture of emigrant 
life as they might be were the scene laid nearer home. 





Tue Patncess’s (AND THE GLozE, 
Boston, U.S.A.)—Ham-.er. 


WITH the opening scene we are introduced to the elderly gentleman 
who has speculated and lost his all, and ‘* mortgaged the estate” toa 
stout City gentleman with an expressionless face and a mechanical laugh. 
The latter demands the hand of elderly gentleman’s daughter, or ‘* will 
foreclose at once.” Daughter will sacrifice herself and an irreproachable 
young gentleman with an eye-glass to save her father’s honour. Right- 
ful heir, with offhand manners, ambiguity of speech, and a peculiar 
curl, turns up from Australia, where, we are told, he has a half- 
share in a *‘ claim,” on which, it would seem, he generously permits 
his ‘*mate” to do the whole work. Being the souls of honour, 
rightful heir and elderly gentleman conspire to do stout City 
gentleman out of his hard-earned mortgage, but, being short of ready 
cash, do not seem likely to succeed. At this juncture a telegram arrives 
from the mate, hard at work in the claim, conveying the information 
that he has “‘struck gold” to the tune of 450,000, This suggesting 
business of a sharing nature induces rightful heir to announce his imme- 
diate return to Australia. Upon this everybody (except the City gen- 
tleman, who stays at home with his bad, bad mortgage), determines to 
goto Australia 
too—probably : 
with indivi- B\Qi |||"! 
dual visions of ~ Ly 
£50,000. Ne ~ 
We come \ 
upon the dig- 
giogs just as (acy 
the inhabi- ji 
tants are cele 
brati the 
(ueen’s birth- 
day, _princi- 
pally by 
watching the 
gambols of a 
dingy clown 
and acrobatic 
friend. All, with the exception of a patriotic old lady with a refreshment 
stall, who evinces her loyalty by recklessly converting the stock to her 
private use. Here the rightful heir’s mate, working away as usual, 
while his er flaunts himself in clean clothes and a wideawake with 
a neat fold in it, finds a nugget worth £7,000. Whereupon the rightful 
heir, shamed apparently into contributing something towards the part- 
nership, and evidently nettled at his mate’s success, sings a song, in 





Covant Garpven.—A PerrormMance FOR THE Bangrit or 
THE Licensap VICTUALLERS. 











which he somewhat ungenerously compares the “‘ find” (greatly to its dis- 
advantage) with friends, home, love, honour, and other abstract matters. 
We now come upon a bushranger with hate in his heart for the rightful 
heir (probably, being an untiring worker himself, from exasperation at the 
latter's idleness). This worthy man, incited by an emissary of the mort- 
gage-holder, seeks to sate his just indignation by a cleverly-contrived 
attempt to rob the bank where lies, fro tem., the mighty nugget. In 
this, however, he does not meet with the reward his good generalship 
deserves, being defeated and captured with all his followers, amid a 
shower of broken glass largely shared in by the occupants of the stalls. 


S1x months elapse, and the audience have the extreme gratification, 
to begin with, of seeing the rightful heir suffer severely for his ambiguity 
of expression. (At this point he rather meanly pretends to have been 
taking his share of work in the claim by leaving off his coat and rolling 
up his sleeves: the contemptible device is unsuccessful, however, his 
white and thewless arms obstinately refusing to lend themselves to the 
unworthy deception). The bushranger, meantime, has escaped from 
gaol. He says the rightful heir will be surprised, but as the entire gang 
are obviously at large also, it must be too much the custom in those 
parts for it to have that effect. He commences operations by carrying 
off ‘* the girl” (no further explanation of this character necessary), and 
having by this means lured the rightful heir to his lair, dexterously catches 
him and ties him toa tree. Here, for the first time, our respect for the 
bushranger fails: he has his enemy entirely in his power, but, instead 
of relying upon his superior physique, and simply snapping him in halves 
and throwing him away, he allows himself to be led into argument and 
recrimination. It is true that he indulges in several pot-shots, in which 
he is favoured by some unknown planet shining directly on his quarry, 
but he falters 
so long that 
the rescuers 
are upon him 
before he can 
accomplish 
what appears 
from his re- 
marks to be 
an honest 
crusade 
against pride. 
He retires to 
his hut to de- 
fend it @ ont- 
rance, but one 
of the  pur- 
suers resort- 
ing to the 
obvious expedient of applying a match to the damp grass beneath the 
structure, it immediately catches fire zs¢de, and all is waving torches and 
red fire, with revolvers ad /zd. 





AND JBWLY-ATE. 


THe Lyceum.—Romey O! 


AFTER a lapse of two months, we find unanimity has once more seized 
the English 
scend from the train at a roadside station in order to bid farewell toa tele- 
graph clerk, and from him learn that the train is to be thrown off the rails 
and attacked by the indefatigable bushranger. Instead of leaving him to. 
the soldiers who are after him, the rightful heir, in his belief in gun- 
powder and his own superior wisdom, determines to go on; and, with an 
incidental remark that ‘‘ blood will tell,” goes off, evidently to discover 
what it will tell, by inducing a quantity of it to;flow. Last scene of all 
that ends this strange eventiful history is profile trains, crumpled engines 
propelled by red fire, more gunpowder, overpowering ,of bushranger, 
** Old England,” Susny South, curtain, and catch the last train, 


THE piece is no more ridiculous than the majority of its class; indeed, 


it has many good points, but some importance having been made of it,. 


needs must that we have one little joke. Mr. Darrell appears as his own 
hero, and is well received ; but he is rather self-conscious, speaks with 
elaborate care asthough fearful of misapplying his ‘‘aitches,” and is, on the 
whole somewhat colourless. Miss Alice Raynor, who has fully mastered 
the art of selecting becoming head-gear, is appropriately vivacious in a 
slangy character, though she has an opportunity in one scene of showing 
the higher art she is capable of. Miss L. Harwood made capital of her 
two small chances with insight and skill, and Messrs. Wilmot, Eyre, 
C. A. White, and F. Irving, may be selected for special mention amid 
a general cast of fair efficiency. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Ham/et is settling down to heavy business at 
the Princess’s.—The Promenades are flourishing exceedingly.—The 
Licensed Victuallers took a big benefit there the other night.— Romeo and 
Fuliet was produced at the Lyceum on Saturday—all about it next week. 

NESTOR. 


aracters, and they are all onthe road home. They de- | 
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TURF CUTTINGS. \ 


To THE EpiTor or “Fun,” 


S1x,—It is almost needless for me to point out the success 
of my last tip—I say a/most needless, for there is always a large \\\ 
contingent of humanity that never sees a thing until told (and 
never sees anything else after), and for these it is necessary to 
declare that the Prophet was right again. My tip for Brighton 
was borne out in every minute particular, so on we go again . 
with a shot at \ 

THE LIVERPOOL Cop. \ 


If you want to know the animal of subsequent renown 








Which at Liverpool is like to “do the trick,” + RX 
Although you may not passionately love that little town, \ 
You will very likely go to Hampton Wick. \ 

But I think that Royal Fern 
Will your commendation earn, OX 
And your backing him repay you like a brick—like a brick, \ 
Though Brocken all the rest of them may lick. | WY 
Now you'll show a deal of bravery in dealing with the Brave, | | 
Who the chances of paket i will mow \ 
If Kinsky doesn’t get a place ’twill be a narrow shave, 9 
And I wouldn’t disregard the Merry Prince, M 
My money shall be spilt *s 
(If I lose it) on the Quilt, a 
But my hands of the whole matter I shall rinse—I shall rinse, 


If Stockholm doesn’t make opponents wince. 


But Hackness is an animal I cheerfully regard | 
With a feeling of anticipative glee 
And Amalfi has attractions for the unpretending bard, 
It would puzzle other parties for to see. 
Yet Sweetbread, I should say, 
Will show the rest the way, 
Though Thebais to the fore is sure to be—sure to be, 
But Stockholm, Quilt, and Hackness are the three ! 


Can I say fairer than ‘hat, sir? I don’t think so. What 
do you think? Perhaps those irate correspondents (there is 
a great monotony about the character of my correspondents— 
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they’re a// irate, at all times—passion is the curse of the age), 
who failed to see what on earth I was driving at last week, | 
will consider this plain enough. For my part I think no one | 
can be plainer than, at all times, is | 

Yours, &c. TROPHONIDS. 
| 





A BILL that would quickly get Re-seated.—W. E. G. 


‘Ou, I say, BILL, YOU ’AVE BEEN MAULED? WHEREVER ’AVE YER 
BEEN?” 

‘‘Hopen Hair DISCUSSION ON THE FRANCHISE BILL, OLE MAN! 
SPLENDID DEBATIN’ TALENT ON BOTH SIDES, BUT THE SUPPORTERS OF 
THE AMENDMENT BRUISED—I MEAN ARGUFIED BEST. ‘"OWEVER, WE 
CARRIED OUR RESOLUTION, AND BASMED IN THEIR SECONDER’S HEAD.” 


ee — 








THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


“WELL,” cried Mrs. Blunderberry, laying down the newspaper, ‘‘ I'm 
glad of it. It’s quite time something were done tor the poor fellows.” 

**You’d ‘do’ for any ‘ poor fellow’ who had to listen to you day after 
day,” growled her lord and master. ‘* What idea have you tumbled up 
against now?” 

** Why, Sclomon, I told you as plainly as I could speak. Surely 
you’ve read in the newspapers that they are going to improve the seats 
of the Members of Parliament !” 


** If you mean redistribution ¥ 





**T mean just what I say, Solomon, and I 4zow I am right this time; | 
and I always thought it a shame that after a gentleman had been standing | 


for Parliament for weeks and weeks, when at last he got in they only 
gave him a bench to sit on, and there’s only one chair in the whole 
House, and the Speaker always takes that, and never so much as offers 
it to a stranger.” 

‘*That’s right! You’ve got the whole thing in a nutshell, as usual, 
Mrs. B. What you don’t know about etiquette isn’t worth knowing. 


You’re the great authority on furnishing, ain’t you? Think the House | 
of Commons ought to be a Turkish divan, with cushions all round, and | 


pipes and coffee for the Members, and the Home Rulers pirouetting in 
the middle, disguised as dancing girls? Why don’t you make them a 
present of your head fora pillow? It’s light enough and soft enough, 
and might be some use ¢hat way.” 

“I’m sure, Solomon, I thought I understood it this time,” sighed 
Mrs. Blunderberry, buttering the top of her teacup in mistake for a round 
of toast, and struggling with her tears 

**I tell you what you'll have to do, ma’am,” said Mr. Blunderberry, 
savagely, “‘ you'll have to take that understanding of yours, and put it 
under a double magnifying microscope, and exhibit it at the Royal So- 
ciety as the smallest known thing in existence ; you'll have to make an 


algebraical problem of your mind, and call it x, + being an unknown | 


quantity ; you'll have to——” 


‘‘Oh, Solomon, instead of going on so, why don’t you tell me what 
they a// are going to do? I know I’m not clever, like you.” 


‘* Well, said Mr. Blunderberry mollified, and dropping an extra lump 
of sugar into his tea. ‘‘ Well, there is to be a redistribution of seats, and—” 

“‘Oh, I know!” interrupted his better-half, clapping her hands; 
‘‘like ‘ Puss in the Corner’ or ‘Family Coach.’ When Mr. Gladstone 
cries ‘Family Coach,’ they’ll all have to jump up, and run across and 
change seats, and the one that gets left——” 

‘Oh, yes, I thought you knew all about it,” sneered Mr. Blunder- 
| berry, cutting the top off an egg with savage vehemence. ‘“‘ Think Par- 
liament’s child’s play, don’t you? Got it into your head that the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer is the champion oughts and crosses player, 
haven't you? Fancy if the Premier was dissected, and put in a box with 
a picture on the lid, he’d make a first-rate puzzle, eh? Any one ever 
| tell you when the Queen prorogues Parliament she gives all the Members 

sixpence apiece, and sends them to the Lowther Arcade? Imagine the 
| legislative assembly of this free and enlightened country is a Noah’s 
| Ark, with Shem, Ham, and Japhet for cabinet ministers? Why, you 
| know so much about the redistribution of seats that any one of the daily 
papers would give you ahandsome cheque for the iniormation you possess,” 

‘« I’m sure I only want things made clear,” sobbed Mrs. Blunderberry. 
| Why, ma’am, you're clearness personified ; you’re lucidity itself ; 
| you’re humanised transparency. Anybody can see through you, A 
wooden frame and a pair of lace curtains would fit you out complete as a 
window ; pumped from an artesian well, and filtered through charcoal, 
crystal wouldn't have a chance with you !” 

‘* Yes, Solomon, but about the redistribution of seats?” 

‘My dear, in the future only cherubs will be eligible for Members of 
| Parliament, when seats will be a matter of indifference.” 

Leaving Mrs. Blunderberry to think out this problem at her leisure, 
her lord and master went whistling down the garden path to meet h 
| omnibus, with the happy self-consciousness of a man who had nobly dor 











_ his duty as the head of the house. 
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ENICKNAOCKS. 


Tue Warwickshire Society of *‘ Caledonian Corks” swelled largel 
before the fire of its Birmingham brethren. Jealousy having condavaaalk 
the ‘‘corks” mutually wired in, 
and out, and popped about each 
other, displaying the noisy brisk- 
ness of a soda-water battery sud- 
denly unmasked. Go-d manners, 
both social and political, are always 
rigidly observed in the Midlands, 
as all the world and bis wife know. 
Wherefore this hubbub, then? Has 
some extra fiery Scotch element 
crept into the hitherto Arcadian, 
lamblike fraternity of Midland 
**Caledonian Corks”? Should 
this be so we fervently hope that 
the irritation may soon cease, and 
that the brethren will pat each 
other on the back in a fraternal 
spirit when necessary. 





Too many thousands of jokes 
have Leen made about poor dear Mr. Belt, therefore we will be merciful 
and merely state that he was quite responsible for his actions when he 
buck’ed to, and took unto himself a wife recently. 


Mr. RUSKIN asseverates that man does not prosper by telling lies. 
Many wealthy men in the commercial world are very much annoyed at 
the exalted sage’s positive affirmation anent mendacity and its effect. 


Tue Duke of Cambridge has been speaking bluntly about the bad 
marching of our line regiments. This ancient Crimean hero advocates 
i stout cotton umbrellas being served out to the troops on field-days, in 
order that each individual Tommy Atkins may be able to steady himself 
with the aid of a friendly gamp during his wild career of marching past. 
Other famous veterans assert that the home service infantry step is sure 
to be more or less tangle-legged and groggy while so many drafts are 
continually being taken abroad. Sir W. Lawson, in the absence of 
Lord Wolseley, is to be consulted by the War Office authorities on the 
subject. 


THE Prince of Wales is Colonel of sixteen crack regiments, all be- 
longing to his ma, H,R.H. is very proud of this distinction, and during 
the eight-a-penny walnut season generously sends four nuts ready cracked 
to each full private under his august command. Her Most Gracious 
Majesty is reported to have remonstrated with her son for giving way to 
such extravagance, but without salutary effect. 


THE late Duke of Brunswick is said to have made a large fortune 
(some £150,000 or so) by manufacturing and selling a species of black 
varnishy paint, commonly known as ‘‘ Brunswick Black.” The pious 
royal family of Prussia would like to annex the amount left by the ducal 
Black Brunswicker, and apply it, of course, to goodly purposes; but the 
Emperor of Russia, the King of Denmark, and the Duke of Cumberland 
are determined to chat over this matter with the self-abnegating Hohen- 
zollern family before the affair is finally settled. It is surprising to learn 
that so much wealth exists among the rulers of Germany. 


Last week Mr. Justice North searched south, east, and west in the 
High Court of Justice for a case to try, singing as he went round, ‘‘I've 
got no work to do-oo-hoo, I’ve got no work to do-oo-hoo, I’m a clean- 
froze out, remarkable judge, for I've got no work todo.” Eventually 
that amiable being, Mr, Justice Chitty, took pity on the poor judge, and 
saying that it cut him to the heart's core to see an efficient administrator 
of the law hungering for want of employment, he whispered, ‘‘ Here’s 
a nice little case for you, Northy, joke, only take it away quickly, try 
it at once, and leave off singing, or you'll get charged with vagrancy.” 


TRYING to rob a lawyer is a difficult task, but an ingenious human 
has at last been discovered whose business in life is to instruct solicitors 
in bogus cases,and then—to derrow money from them. Big Chief! May 
you get a light sentence ! 


THE impurity of English beer is to be stirred up and refined by Act 
of Parliament. Irish malt liquor is to be left at liberty to settle down as 
it pleases, without Government interference. British politicians naturally 
decline to alter any Irish institution that prevents Hibernians living to 
a green old age. 


THE elder brethren of Trinity House have been putting to sea, and 
examining lights in an energetic manner. Owing to extreme roughness 
of weather they did not take many of their younger sisters with them. 








THE CRUSHED ONE'S HAVEN. 


Scene—THE UNDERGROUND RAILWAY. 


THe CrusHep ONE. Oh, porter, I do pray thee, look upon me 
That have alighted out of yonder train, 
And mark my crushédness ; and thou, collector, 
I prithee hear my plaint. I did embark me 
In yon first-class compartment—— 
PORTER AND COLLECTOR. Think ye we 
Have leisure for thy prattle? Go thy ways! 
Tue C, O. Then thou, O, kind inspector! I did enter 
In yon compartment—— 
INSPECTOR. Bear thy troubles hence ; 
My time is not for twaddlers. 
THE C, O. 
O Manager of Traffic—— 
TRAFFIC MANAGER. Pour thy woes 


Hear me, then, 


Into the ears of Idleness, not mine ! 


Tue C. O. Ye good Directors, then—sweet Chairman—— 
Peace ! 


CHAIRMAN AND DIRECTORS. 

Our ears are not for grumblers to assail. 
Tue C, O. Is there no pity on the Underground? 

No consolation on the M. D. R.? 

For him who, travel-crushed—— 

(A Bright and Beneficent Figure, 
with gauze wings, symbolical of 
goodness, descends through the 
roof of station). 

B, AND B, FIGURE. 

stract blessings 

Spring not within these gloom- 
pervaded vaults ; 

Yet, traveller, have I—seated 
afar, 

In mine own office, heard thy 
plaintive cry, 

And seek to comfort. 

Tue C, O. O, Benificent ! 

I entered yon compartment 
(having paid 
For one whole seat) and found 
there seven others, 
Eight seats there were to fill: 
we filléd them, 
And some of us (not I) had fair- 
sized trunks, 
And some had washing baskets, 
workmen’s bags 
Of spiked tools, fish hampers, 
and the like. 
Anon there entered to us other 
Six ; 
Anon five more; 
seven others ; 
And some did sit upon the arms, 
and some 
Upon the luggage-rack ; but most on me. 
And when we thus were placed and shaken down 
There entered others—say, perhaps a score— 
With bags and boxes, till the car was filled, 
And I did gasp, implore, vociferate, 
Appeal and objurgate, and then subside 
To what thou look’st on now ; in which condition 
I was by accident thrown forth, 
Bb, AND B, FIGURE. O, Hapless ! 
Come, I will bear thee hence to that fair line, 
The sweet South Western, where there waits a carriage— 
A whole first-class, for ev’ry traveller 
Desiring solitude. For such as thee, 
Crush’d in the turmoil of the M. D. R., 
My line exists. The persecuted just, 
And pure and good, who come to Waterloo, 
Need but to mutter ‘‘ Season,” and produce 
A pack of cards, and jingle current coin 
Within the hearing of some friendly guard, 
And lo! there is reserved for each of them 
A whole compartment—where all undisturbed 
They play at *‘ patience; ” and the evildoer 
Who plays not cards, nor “‘ tips,” nor mutters ‘‘ Season,” 
But simply yearns to travel, tugs in vain 
At locked doors, and scowling, seeks the van 
Or cattle-truck, and vainly writes to me.* 
Tue C, O, O sweet, unhoped-for rest! I come with thee! 
* See various newspaper articles on the ‘‘ Season-Ticket-Whist” nuisance. 
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SOME MORE SHOP-WINDOW SKETCHES. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAY, 24 Octobare.—J/a foi! ze esport of shooting ze vild fox vich 
ve have left behind in our boxes of hunt is not nozzink to ze esport ve are 
to have, viz., ze guerre a la mort betveen ze President of ze Trade 
Board and ze Prime Minister zat is to be, ven ze Tories comein, To- 
nigtt zey meet for first time. It is round ze von betveen ze Brummagem 
Bruiser and ze Voodstock Vippersnapper. Mr. Chamberlain em passant 
call Sir Volff a jackal; his natural history is getting mixed. In ze de- 
bate on ze Address Mr. Oh! Connor move for enqviry in ze Joyce case. 
Zis bring up Mr. Trevelyan ; he decline to knuckle down to ze bullying 
of Healy and Co. Afreés,I say to him is he not glad zat he is soon to 
be relieve from being badgered now zat he is to be Chancellor of ze 
Dutchmans of Lancashire. He say he do not undarestand for vy he 
have so much emrageé ze O’Briens, ze Healys, and ze Harringtons, 
ven he desire so much to do his best for Ireland. I say, ** Voila 
| pourguot! Zat is ze very reason vat!” 

Monday.—It seem zat it is possible for ze Boers to go too far even vit 
ze present Government. A British officer, Christopher Bethell, is shot 
by ze Boers. Mr. Ashley sink it complicate matters because ze territory 
| vas neizzare Boer nor British. I get up and say, ‘‘Ze murderer vas 

Boer, and ze victim vas British. Ou’importe! vere it vas? If zare isa 

rope and a tree in Bechuanaland ze Boer sall sving!” Round ze tvo 
| betveen Rowdy Randyand Chamberlain. Zmcore ze Maamtrasna affair. 
Biggar bigger obstruction zan usual. 

Tuesday.—More Maamtrasna. Mr. Gladstone’s choler, not ze steeck- 
up von, is raise by ze party zat misrepresent Ireland. He say ven zey vilify 
honourable mens, zey espik in foreiga tongue. Zey eshout in chorus. 
Foreigners zey are, but he reply, gue mon. Zare is but von Foreigner in 
ze House, and he is Intelligent. Zare is yet von more chorus, ‘* Anoz- 
zare injustice,” ’ 

Vennisday.—Pickling ze rod for ze Boers. Mr. Chamberlain and 
confreres say ve gave in to ze Boers after Majuba, not because ve vere 
afraid, but because ve sink zem right. I say vat does it matter, if zey 
sink it is because ve are afraid? Ve must show zem ve are not. , 

Last round of ze great fight. Ze Vood-tock Vippersnapper who vill 
not chuck up sponge go to grass, but ze Brummagem Bruiser have not 
come out vizout ze scratch, ‘* Not altogezzare a victory, Joseph,” I say 











to him, dienfot apres. He not say nozzink. Viz ze cloud upon his brow 
he valk avay vistling, ‘* Ovare ze vall of ze garden.” 





Londesborough’s Liberalism. 
[See his lordship’s letter to the Conservative candidate for Scarborough. } 


‘* I'm a peer, but I’m a Liberal—indeed, as you'll confess, 
My Liberalism no one can revile, 

And I wish the Tory candidate at Scarborough success, 
Yet remember, I’m a Liberal all the while. 


Bear in mind the present Government is not a bit of good 
And that Gladstone is a person full of guile, 

So vote for the Conservative of course you really should, 
But remember / 7 a Liberal all the while ! 


England needs a Tory Government to put all matters straight, 
So Scarborough, I trust, will vote in style, 

And show towards the G. O. MM. a stern, relentless hate, 
But forget not /’m a Liberal all the while. 


Then support the Tory candidate, for he is staunch and true, 
And Conservatives alone can save this isle, 

Renounce the Demon Gladstone— what / say I 4now you'll do, 
But remember / m a Liberal all the while!” 

* oF * 

Ah, ’tis thus that Peers would fool us they profess /o be our friends, 
Then at people who believe their cant they smile, 

They vote for things political to serve their private ends, 
And pretend they’re Britain’s saviours all the while, 





WE interviewed a policeman the other night who was gazing up at the 
sky intently, and embracing a lamp-post lovingly. We asked him in a 
tender manner whether he had discovered a new planet. ‘‘ No,” he 
replied in the dry-tongued tone of a scientific constable. I’m looking 
for ‘nother mooney eclipsisses or two—(hic). Nothing half so satisfac- 
tionary in a officer's life as watching diligently till they come out a bit 
latesh, and arrestin’ ’em in the werry act—(hic). 
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r “TO HIM WHO KNOWS HOW TO WAIT.” 

Two or three whist-playing season-ticket holders (on the South-Western Railway, for example) will take ion of a compartment, and defend it against all 

Assaults and defences, verbal and physical, are the result. Acompartment is guarded 


comers except the one or two habitual comrades they are waiting for. . . . r 
to the last moment. . . . while the next may be crowded with the angry passengers and alarmed ladies whom they (the players) have excluded. —Newspaper. 
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He was only an ordinary friendless traveller. He had tried all ways to get into that train and zet home: and his clothes had been new when he commenced ; 
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tut he failed. And he tried every train for three days ; but the whist-players out-generalled him. So he mildly sat down at the station to wait his chance, 


and read the papers, and grew old. 
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And his chance came at last. It was in his eighty-seventh year that one whist-player did not turn up, and the other three of that set wanted aman. And their 
eye fell upon our traveller. And he got home at last. 
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THE GUY OF THE SESSION. 
(See Cartoon.) 


By a custom that’s now pretty old, 
In the month of November and day 
Number Five, we are used to behold 
A procession in festive array, 
Which advances and shouts “ by the card” 
Round an effigy, grimly sedate, 
Of some person they’ve come to regard 
As a foe to themselves or the State: 
And the revellers cry, 
As they hoist it on high, 
“‘ Holloa, boys, holloa, boys, here’s another Guy !” 


On the present occasion we see, 
Borne by Birmingham Joe and our Will, 
An ungainly Hereditaree 
Legislator which squats on a Bill ; 
And, in spite of the weight that is there, 
It is probably patent to all 
That at least they can carry the chair, 
E’en supposing the incubus fall ; 
And they tap it and try 
If it’s sound, whilst they cry, 
“ Hollow, boys, Hollow, boys, here’s another Guy !” 
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SWEET SOUNDS; OR, 


“A CAROL OF CRIES.” 
































Oh, joyful is a London life— 

So free from noise, and care, and strife ; 
For who would wish at dawn to sleep 
When he may hear ‘* Swee-eep ! Swee-eep!” 


And next, lest sleep 


For, to intensify our 


Anon, to give still more content, 

The vegetable vendors vent 

A sweet seraphic yell or so, 

With ‘* Yere’s yer bloomin’ brockerlo ; ” 


We hear a sweeter sound by far ; 


A dulcet voice exclaims, ** Dust hoy!” 


our bliss should mar, And then, to add to calm and peace, 
And make our happiness increase, 
joy, With ** Milkoo-oo !” in accents gay, 


The merry milkman trills his Zai?, 


And then, to cheer us by-and-bye, 

** Fresh fish, alive, oh!” is the cry, 
Which proves our town’s not only nice, 
But quite a sort of Paradise ! 








A BITTER, BITTER SUBJECT. 


HE was a light-hearted, self-respecting, amiable, reasonable citizen 
when he started that morning. His breakfast was digesting comfortably, 
he had read his very identical sentiments on the Franchise business in 
his pet newspaper ; no new *‘things” were needed for the house; and 
his boots did not hurt his bunions. It was thus that he chirruped as he 
started to walk from the western West End to town. He had never tried 
to do it before—would that he had never tried it at all. They broke 
upon his senses singly, those nursemaids with perambulators. First came 
a squat and pug-nosed maiden: she sighted the pedestrian ; she placed 
the length of the perambulator across the footway ; projecting from the 
end of it she stuck an umbrella; at the end of the umbrella she stood 
with her arms outstretched. But her efforts failed, she could not span 
the path by two feet ; the traveller slipped by in that two feet and gave 
the baby asweet. Then they came in threes, those nursemaids, and the 
traveller tried to jump them, and fell on his nose. Then they came by 
fives—sevens—nines, In High Street, Kensington, they covered the pave- 
ment and road two layers deep, and overflowed into the shops. In 
Knightsbridge they were piled up to the second floors. He had to crawl 
over them —under them—through the floors and backsof them ; his clothes 
were torn to rags; he was caked with mud ; his nose and both legs were 
broken, and his hair torn out; and, above all, the welkin rang with 
the mocking laughter of a myriad squat and pug-nosed nursemaids. 

He was a changed—a bitter, changed man. He despised himself for 
his moral cowardice in putting up with it. Filled with this feeling, he 
went forth again, and summoned every nursemaid of them all, and caused 
them to be fined. | 

His heart was bitterer than ever. He despised and loathed himself | 
for his pusillanimity in taking the matter so seriously, Filled with this | 





feeling, he went forth again and begged the forgiveness of all those squat | 
and pug-nosed maidens. 

The former bitterness of his heart was sweetness compared with its | 
condition ow; he despised, loathed, and obloquised himself for his 
vacillation in going and begging pardon. 

Filled with this feeling, he went out once more, and kicked every squat 
and pug-nosed nurse-girl until she was black and blue. Then he was 
taken up and punished with six weeks’ hard labour. 

His feelings now cannot be described or imagined. He despised, 
loathed, obloquised, and shunned himself like poison for having given 
way to his temper, and for having suffered a felon’s fate. 

He brooded over it—how morally cowardly he had been at first—how 
pusillanimous he had been then—how vacillating he had been after that 
—how impotent to master himself after that—how shameful as a con- 
demned felon to cap it all. 

His curly hair grew long and matted ; his eyes grew sunken and glaring ; 
his nails became claws ; he groaned all day long, and ate raw steaks ; he 
banged his head against the wall, and kicked his own shins ; his family 








and friends left him in despair; he took to drink, pocket-picking, and 
Cirectorships, 

**T will end it!” he said in a hollow voice; he said no more. He 
waited until High Street. Kensington, was unusually thronged with peram- 
bulators—that is until they were piled up to the roofs of the houses ; he 
put down a portmanteau of dynamite, sat upon it, and touched the spring. 
And he had been such a jolly tellow before he tried to walk to town ! 





— 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
ON POLITIX, 


I nev kum too the kunklooshun that politix is like ani uther traid. 
The partes in pour who get pade for thare servises are traders at the top 
of the kommershel ladder. The majority of memberz are loryers whos 
servises are pade for, wich the advertizment ‘*M.P.” affawds them; 
uthers, agane, obtane lukerativ appointments on direktorates, Kc. ; 
uthers kontrakt advantajus marriages; whilst not a feu hav ani to the 
dai when thay too mai bekum Kabinet Ministerz, and dror their munny 
direkt frum the publik purse. 

Of kors, in a large assembli there will be sum who go into parlement 
not even for sutch a selfish motiv az the kredit ov the thing, but to 
elevate parlement. Thare are sum whoo run a theatre too elevate publik 
taiste, and let the publik in for nuthing ; and sum whvo run noozepapers 
with no I to profit, and giv awa thare noozepapers and insert advertiz- 
ments free [this iz whot I hev been told]. 

Wiggizm, Liberalizm, Toryizm, Konstitushenilzm, and Konservatizm 


| air awl like “‘ frenship,”’ whitch, az I hev elswere remarkd, iz a pretty 


wurd, but meens nuthing. Thare iz lots moar ‘‘izms”’ besides thoze I 


| hev enumeratd, but it wood bee uncharitable too assoom utherwize than 
| that thoze whew profes them air aktuated bi ani uther than good motives, 
| and have ani thing at hart but their cuntry’s good. I told a politishun 


the uther dai that his katekism onli kuntained five letters—p-l-a-s-e— 
and he didn’t seam to mind. Az to the oppersishun, it seems to be a 
pitty that, in order to mantane its pusishun, they must at timez oppoze 
mezzhures of undowted publik ulilite. But this is the essense of 
oppersishun fer se, and it iz diffikelt tew see how it iz tew be avoided, 
The theorie of guvvenment by balanse iz a just wun. If, fur instense, 
yew hev a suspended steal-yard, and hang a wate on boath ens, a 
moderet wate put onto ether end will not tip the hole konsern up, it 
will only result in the dipping to a grater or less extent ; so it iz that the 
wate of the oppersishun kownterbalenses the wate of the guvvenment, 
and mezzhures of the guvvenment, in like manner, are so kownter- 
poyzed by oppersishen, that the stabilite of the cuntry is not for a 


moment impuned, 





Not Meer Apvisers.—Vegetarians. 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEE. 


SeT TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 





New Series, No. 46. Air—*‘ Susan, ahoy: 


9 


O obstinate a girl 


as Sue 
You will not 
uickly 
nd, 


To hear of mat- 
ters old or 
new, 

She hasn’t any 
mind. 

Sheall my gos- 
sip, yarns, 
and tales, 

Refuses to en- 


joy, 
Disdainfully 
she onward 
sails, 
Although I 
shout ‘‘A- 
hoy!” 
Susan!—Susan ! 
—Susan a- 


hoy! 
List to the yarns of your own sailor boy, 

Shout till I silly am yarns about William, 
Randolph or Salisbury—‘‘ Susan, ahoy !” 


Lord Northbrook has obtained release, 
Lord RKandy’s unabashed, 
Lord Salisbury at wild Dumfries 
Has had his windows smashed, 
At Carthage City, U.S.A., 
As you are, p’ra’ps, aware, 
A fire occurred the other day, 
But what does Susan care? 
Susan—Susan— Susan, ahoy ! 
Lord Marcus Beresford force would employ 
lVith ove who edited (so it is credited), 
Hi! ain't you listening? Susan, ahoy ! 


The Cat Show at the Palace was 
The biggest they have done ; 
The Belgians are hissing, ’cos 
A crisis is begun ; 
Great Egypt’s mighty men of war 
Are lessened, it appears ; 
An elephant escaped once more, 
But Susan only jeers. 
Susan—Susan—Susan, ahoy ! 
Nottingham town will distinction enjoy, 
New joys will enter it (Dead Letter centre, it) 
What do you think of it—Susan? ahoy ! 


On Tuesday night the Liberal Club 
That National is hight, 
Will ope its doors (our hands we rub 
With genial de ight). 
The Pediar’s Pane has found a place, 
‘*The Law's” once more in town, 
Those riots Liberals disgrace, 
They ought to put them down, 
Susan—Susan—Susan, ahoy ! 
‘* The Brunswick succession’s”” beginning to cloy, 
Honoured and hoary is Montefiore, is 
He not a century—Susan? ahoy ! 


The Board School children concertise, 
** Sir Malet” seeks Berlin, 
To-day’s the festival of Guys, 
Our transport’s *‘ wrong agin !” 
Xe German post-cards there’s a fuss, 
Esk Viaduct’s complete, 
But Susan doesn’t care ‘fa cuss’ 
Ilowever we repeat— 
Susan—Susan—Sutran, ahoy ! 
Absence of ** Foot and Mouth”’ now we enjoy, 


Sunday's a mirthday, miss, Prince of Wales’ birthday, 


miss, 
Sir Stafford’s turned sixty-six, Susan—ahoy ! 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


A PARTY TO BE DREADED. 


Mrs. APPREIGH HENSIVE. It’s nothing particular, my love. You 
can finish your breakfast and catch your train to town as usual ; only 
the cook says there’sa slight escape 
of gas under the kitchen some- 
where. 

Mr. APPREIGH HENSIVE. Very 
well; I’ll see toit when I get home 
to-night. Meanwhile, there’s no 
danger, my dear, provided you 
take care not to let it be seen to by 
any incompetent p<rson—anybody 
who would be likely to be such a 
fool as to look for it with a lighted— 

Mrs. App. HENS. Oh, you may 
make yourself quite easy, my love, 
I will see to that. Good-bye. 

« * x * 

Mr. App. Hens. I’m sorry, 
after all, that I had to come to the 
City this morning. I can’t help 
fidgetting about that escape of gas. 
I can’t help feeling a strange un- 
comfortable impression that some 
incompetent person is seeing to it 
at this moment. I have half an 
hour to spare before that appoint- 
ment with A ; I shall just jump 
into the train, and rush home to 
make sure there zs nothing wrong. 

Why, fact is, I ran back, 
my love, because I couddn’¢ get rid 
of an impression that, &c., \c. 

Mrs. App. Hens. Well, I really 
couldn’t help it, dear. It was while 
my back was turned that the cook went down into the cellar 

Mr. App. HENS. Phew! How you relieve my mind! Oh, I don’t 
mind the cook having a hand in it: she has a certain amount of intelli- 
gent appreciation of the danger, and wouldn’t think of looking for the 
escape with a light. All right—I'll go back to town then. Good-bye. 

* * * * * ” 

Hang it! I wish I hadn't come back to town. Directly I get back 
that confoundedly uncomfortable impression gets hold of meagain. I’m 
sure—something tells me for cer‘az¢m—that that incompetent party I 
dread is at the escape at this very moment. I haven’t to see B—— till 
three. I'll just run home again and see. . . . My love, Im certain 
you’ve let somebody 

Mrs. App. HENs. Oh, dear! it was very careless of me, I know; 
but Tommy went down in the cellar when I wasn’t thinking of him—— 

Mr. App Hens. O-o-h!—is ‘hat all? I’m quite relieved again. 
Oh, Tommy’s nearly seven, and neither an idiot nor a homicidal maniac! 
—he would never think of taking a light to look for an escape of gas. 
Well, good-bye again until five-thirty. 

* * 














* as * * 
There !—the moment I get back to town, that impression again! I 
won't give way to it—I won’t/ Hang it, though! I can’t attend to 
business a bit—I'll telegraph home. Ha! here’s the answer. ‘‘ Very 
sorry—silly enough to let baby go cellar—no harm done.” Oh! only 
the baby ; the baby has too much reason to take a light to look for a gas 
escape, * * * If there isn’t that impression at it again 
—stronger than ever! I can’t do any more business to-day. I must 
go home at once. How dreadfully slow the train is! I feel a dis- 
tinct conviction that somebody—not a comparatively intelligent being 
like a cook, or a child, or a baby, or a natural, or even an idiot—is at 
this moment striking a light to——There! What’s that awful report ? 
Why is the air filled with falling teapots and fragments of furniture? 
I knew it. There are my wife, child, baby, servants, and tom- 
cat sitting upon the pulverised ruinsof my home. So, my dear, after all 
my exhortations 
Mrs. Apr. HENs, Oh, dear, we couldn’t help it! We all tried to 
keep the gas company’s man out—cook, and baby, and the tom-cat, and 
all! But he said there wasn’t a bit of danger, and laughed at our 
apprehensions, and pushed his way in, and took a lighted torch, and 
went down into the cellar, and—— 











MANy of our half-starved agriculturists are feeding on Swedes ; a nice 
heavy vegetable diet, no doubt, but palling to the palate after a few 
weeks’ experience of it. Admirers of cannibals and cannibalism might 


| in charity start a fund to supply the famished ones with tinned Norwe- 


gians for a change. 
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A Warning to Japan. 


[The Japanese missions in Europe have, it is stated, just received in- 
timation from their Government of the creation by the Mikado of a 
National Peerage. This newly-hatched nobility will form the Upper 
House in the Japanese Parliament.—See Press.} 
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WHAT is this the papers tell me? What is this I’m forced 
to hear? 

That Japan intends to have a House of Peers. Oh, dear! | 
oh, dear ! 

Can it be an Upper Chamber it professes to desire ? | 

J can’t see how Japan, indeed, can such a thing require ; | 

I’m — I’m dumbfounded—at that nation’s latest 
plan— 
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If yourself with peers you saddle, 
They'll all legislation addle, 
And you'll very soon regret it, O Japan! O Japan! 
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Why, lately I have understood, my joyous Japanese, 
That you all were getting civz/zsed, and knew your q'sand p's ; 
I was told you were progressing at a very rapid rate, 

But, alas! this strange decision, ve the ruling of your state, 
Is a most astounding statement, which believe I scarcely can, 
For to give the work of years up, 

Just to set a House of Peers up, 
Is mot a sign of wisdom, O Japan! O Japan! 
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Now, just by way of warning, I a story will relate 

About a certain nation that possessed some little weight ; 

It had an Upper Chamber, wherein many a lofty peer 

Had cheek enough with people’s rights to try to interfere ; 

Till at last it blocked the measures of a certain Grand Old 
Man— 








Whene’er he served his nation, 
By some useful legislation, 
They endeavoured to upset him, O Japan! O Japan! 




















But at length that little nation kicked (yes, BRITAIN was its 
name, 
A place you may have heard of—it has gained some little 7 
fame), : =f A > ‘A 
And its natives (all except some dolts called Tories, let me f. a. ~ Jao ae me we &"* 
state), ; Ake XZ Sa yy AAA ] 


Declared they wouldn't stand it, and said, ‘‘ Why should 


Britain wait ? ROOT REMARKS. 











Shall these nobles dare to check reform? Confound their Stranger,—** COULD YOU TELL ME THE SHORTEST ROUTE TO——?” 
feudal ban ! ae Old Stone-Crusher (rather deaf).—**I DUNNO’ NUTHIN’ ABOUT 'EM, 
Shall these fossils in high places THERE’s A MANGEL FIELD A BIT FORDER ON; YOU MIGHT FIND A 
Thus assume their airs and graces ?” LEETLE ’UN OR TWO THERE.” 
And that people had to check them, O Japan! O Japan! | 
So let not your Mikado act in manner so insane; : 
If you start a House of Peers, you'll wish them soon extinct Men and Things. 
again, THEY who misjudge are often misjudged. The prioter is paid off in his own 
For they'll prate and prate o’er things of State they cannot | ‘‘ quoin.” 
understand ; English manufactures are often run down, but the Linoleum manufacture still 
And altogether you will find they'll not z#zfrove your land. remains underfeeted. 
Still, if you are determined on your Upper Chamber plan, Horticulturists are like volunteer riflemen, most careful of their shoots. 
And still will be misguided The wine-bibber, when he once tastes champagne, goes in for some-more 
After all I have confided— (Saumaur). 
You may have our Peers for nothing, O Japan! O Japan! Newspaper readers often act with regard to their journals in the same manner as 


duellists do with their antagonists—they run ’em through, 
London is not what may be termed a seaside resort, yet many and many a 
A Few Crow(e) Bars. person goes to the Bank of England for change, 
re ne ‘ ;' There is no more conservative set of persons than the washerwomen. They 
(‘‘ Are we to witness between the two Houses,” asks the Standard, . ; a e- 
have always conducted and still conduct their business on the same old lines. 























**a see-saw of compulsory inactivity?” Mr. Gwyllym Crowe's popular 
“*See-saw Chorus” at once suggests itself to the poetic mind ; so, with 
apologies, here goes. ] 
| cone | The Wrong Side. 
SEE-SAW, see-saw !—Gladstone we'll keep down ; [A Tory paper alludes to Mr. Gladstone as ‘‘an amusing comedian, who makes Conservatives 
See-saw, see-saw !—on his Bill we'll grandly frown. laugh!" ) 
See-saw, see-saw !—thus our tricks we'll play ; WE applaud this new bit of Conservative chaff, 
See-saw, see-saw !—all Reform we'll delay. Though of vagueness it showeth some traces ; 
The Grand Old Comedian makes Tories laugh, 
COMMONS. But they laugh the wrong side of their faces ! 
See-saw, see-saw !—the Peers all work would drown ; 
See-saw, see-saw !—but their pride we'll soon pull down; 
See-saw, see-saw !—for their tricks they’ll pay ; Mr. STUART CUMBERLAND’ legitimate experiments with bank notes are gaudily 
See-saw, see-saw !—soon we’ll make them obey. successfu'. sank notes are great, but dangerous tests of aman's ability. What a 


number of unfortunate fellows who fail while experimenting with them receive sen- 
tences of penal servitude for their pains ! 





A CONSERVATIVE CONUNDRUM.—What is the difference 
between Tories and their statements? Give it up?—-Only 
an ‘‘S”’—the first are Tories, and the others are—well— 
you'll guess the rest. 





SHAKESPERIAN MOTIO FOR Mr. Fawcetr.—‘'We must speak by the (Post) 
card, or equivocation will undo us.”—//amilet, AcT V., Sc. I. 














Ga” Te Conzzsrowvanrs.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. im me case wall thay be vretwrmed wales 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 
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A Roundell-lay. 


[Mr. Roundell, in his speech the other night in the 


House, made use of the word ‘“‘ lays” for “‘ lies,” and | 


was vociferously corrected by the Irish National Party. } 


WHEN Roundell’s grammar was a trifle loose, 
Bold Biggar, and Tim Healy, and the rest, 
With laughter and with shouting most profuse, 
Their scorn at Roundell’s /afsus soon ex- 
pressed. 
‘‘Yah! Lies!” they yelled, while hooting 
Roundell down, 
To them the word's familiar—as a noun! 





Solar rays-on d'etre. 


[An apparatus has just been invented for utilising | 
It concentrates | 


solar heat, and using it in lieu of coal. 
the sun's rays for that purpose on to a reflector. ] 
IN the summer this ought to succeed, 
And its usefulness all would behold ; 
But in winter, with o sun, indeed, 
(Though this may as a paradox read) 
We should rather prefer to be co(a)I(e)d. 





As Per Sample. 














{A Tory organ has discovered that the House of 
Lords, if only for the sake of example, should b= re- | 


erved, and bints that virtue and go: od manners are 


found in that House alone.] 


AND so we should preserve the House of Peers, 
If only for the sake of an example? 
For virtue and good manners they (poor dears!) 
Possess, it seems, in quantities most ample. 
They at the people cast no end of sneers, 
And fain on legislative rights would trample, 
Which is, of course, of ‘‘manners” a true; 
sample. 





¥UST OUT. 
‘‘FUN’S”” NEW SHILLING ILLUSTRATED NOVELETTE, ' 


LOVE-CLOUDS: 


A STORY OF 
LOVE AND REVENGE, 
By JOHN LATEY, Junr. 
ILLUSTRATED BY A. HUNT. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Now Ready. Lice One Shilling 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL 01885, 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Humorous 

Art and Literature, 
BEST KNOWN WR 
Fully Illustrated by 
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maintains its 


° : 
9 @ reputation 
& @ in the treat- 
® 


@ment ofl 


COCO OOOOCSSOCOES Newngia 


—Lancel. 

‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 

proved effective in all those cases in which we 
have prescribed it "—Afedical Pri 

29..46.,and1l-. Of all Chemists. 





PAT arr a 


va ays} 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! 


CAUTION.—If 
Cecoa thickens im the 
cup, it proves the 
ten ok Diente Ts 


REFRESHING!!! | 





> > » - 
& DELICATE POINT. GORDON THOMSON, J. F. SULLIVAN, H. Tuck, 

Mary.—“ SoRRY TO HEAR OF MastTer’s AccIDENT Last NicHT, Mum! ‘Ore | J, W. HouGcuton, Hat LuDLow, 
He’S BETTER, Mum!” | ERNESTGRISET, H. SANDERCOCK, P, E. Epbuit, 

foal men " | MATT STRETCH, E. G. DALZIEL, AND 
Mistress. —** WHAT, MARY? WHERE? I HAVE HEARD OF NO ACCIDENT. | W. G. BAXTER. | 
Mary.—‘‘ Ou, YES, MuM!_ I SEE IN THE PAPER HE SAT DOWN ON ‘A POINT OF ecctactetdhtiiaientel eaciite 
a ee 

ORDER! | FUN" OFFICE FLEET STREET, 1 i 
SCGOSSSCCOSCCSES “TONGA 9 








I “¥ met with general approbation. 
ey il, and neither scratch nor spur., the rr 5 a 
lod bp agow poocesn Six Prze Medals warded. Assorted | 


cneie Borx,6d ; post-free,7 stam; s tothe Works. Airmingram 








5 SPIES RAS ROBES 














a 














NOVEMBER 12, 1884. 


FUN. 211 














ee 








ee EN ee 





SSeS . 


ow 
a 


i Eft Sg 7 
ADEM} S wie” 
ee 2. -, - 
at 


SISAL 09500 4p, 
ALS SS 7 ‘ 

S ; 

SSOP OPE bE” 


SPY 
—_, 


thd 
SOs 


Fg ERASE 
tA ihe 


Mh 2 op 2 7 TF 
ha ha 


LZ 

os, 

as 
*. 


On 


LA 
SA 2 


tila 
ase 


Yo 


Y) 


fy, 
YY 
YY : 


pias 
Yj 


So 
thy 
Le 


LSE SS 
SRR |: 


~ AS 


Y- 


4 











wi! } I 
WN ie PR 





4 

















a 
ast 


eee, 
DOA 


SL 


= 


—— 


== = 


AS we 


~ 
aN 


~ She ee 


SEES 


SS 
Name 
= 











“SHALL THEY BE TAUGHT?” 


School Board Officer.—*' YOU SEE, MY GOOD WOMAN, YOUR CHILDREN MUST BE EDUCATED,” 


Mrs, Flanazvan,—‘' FAIX, I SEE NOTHIN’ OV THE KOIND! 
o +] 


YOU AN’ ME HAV’ DONE WELL RNOFF WIDOUT IT!” 











(‘‘ Three tricycles were lately seen inthe most crowded thoroughfares of the City, 
and the persons propelling them adopted the plan of firemen on an engine, in order, 
ostensibly, to get the way cleared, but in reality to attract notice to printed announce- 
ments.”— Daily PafZer.} 





THE TRICYCLE TERROR. 
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Not sweet are a// the uses of advertisements, it seems ; 

Not pleasing are some advertisers’ methods, tricks, and schemes, 
But of all the latest dodges that one doesn’t care to meet, 

Is the Fiery Untamed Tricycle that flies along the;street. 





Some dash through crowded thoroughfares and toot the tuneful horn, 
(Quite heedless what pecestrians are scattered, smashed, and torn ; 
Yea, spreading devastation, through the busy city flies 

The Fiery, Untamed Tricycle,—some wares to advertise. 

Now even ‘‘ bold advertisement ” may be a bit 400 bold, 

And ’tis time some advertisers’ tricks were carefully controlled ; 
Using little girls as ‘* sandwiches”’ disgust may well provoke, 

And the Fiery, Untamed Tricycle’s a bit beyond a joke ! 





Snatched from Death. 


[At the King’s Cross station of the Metropolitan Railway, a few days ago, a woman, 
on crossing the line, stumbled and fell in front of an approaching train. 
thought the railway inspector leaped down, clasped her in his arms, lifted her from 
the rails, and threw her and himself against the wall, within a few inches of the pass- 


ing train.) 


OF gallant deeds of daring we read full many a tale, 

But here is one that fairly might make the boldest quail ; 
’Tis a tale of a humble hero, who made no fearsome pause, 
But to save a fellow-creature defied Death’s gaping jaws, 


A woman, crossing over, fell on the rails through fear ; 

And, as she slipped and stumbled, a dashing train drew near, 
And nearer still, and nearer, that locomotive sped, 

Till each onlooker sickened, and turned away his head. 


They cried, ‘‘ Ah, none can save her from that approaching train 
She must be cut to pieces—all thought of aid is vain!” 

But, as the engine’s shrieking “es herd with bated breath, 

A hero leapt to snatch her from that most awful death ! 


And clutching at the woman who on the metals lay, 

He dragged her from the engine that dashed along its way. 
He by a hair’s-breadth only, saved her life—and his own! 
Shall such an act of courage receive but frazse alone? 





Not CONFINED 10 THE (Y)#£AST,—The Bread Keform League, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
<% 4 HE LYCEUM.—If the result of 
Mr. Abbey’s revival here of Xomeo 
and Fultet were to be conveyed 
in racing phraseology, it would 
probably be posted as Mounting, 
first ; Stage-management, second ; 
Acting, third; and Funeral 
Pageant, nowhere. This latter 
omission was the source of much 
disappointment, to which a gen- 
tleman in the gallery—not having 
the advantage, probably, of being 
presented ‘‘ with compliments of 
Mr. Henry E. Abbey,” with a taste- 
E fully got-up reprint of so much of 
\ 2 - Ft **the second quarto, 1599,” as 
— s AyD was deemed advisable to play, 
wherein the pageant scene was 
Tur Lyceum.—Paris Fasnions; or, Carefully erased in blue pencil— 
Coars or Axms on Hose or Lecs, gave audible expression. (There ! 
“WHAT SAY YOU TO MY SUIT? Got through that sentence with 
life, at anyrate.) There is no 
doubt that this gentleman’s feeling was widely shared, Public expecta- 
tion had been wrought toa high pitch by judicious hints, newspaper 
paragraphs, and whispers of semi-secrecy. Miss Anderson had spent 
some summer days in Verona, seen street processions, and yearned for 
one of her own. The Hon. Lewis Wingfield was studying many pic- 
tures and noting ‘‘ points,” curious and novel; there was much talk of 
robes, buttons, and laces, priestly insignia, and what not, till the pageant 
was what we went to see more than anything else. But it was not to 
be—and if it had been, Sunday morning would have dawned long ere 
Juliet sheathed the fatal dagger (which, by-the-bye, she seemed to have 
| mislaid) in her bosom. 


“<a 











7 


I HAve placed the acting third, not as being especially below the 
average, although Komeo and Juliet are both but second-rate, but be- 
cause the setting and arrangements being so elaborate as to engage 
almost continuous attention, the play naturally falls into the background, 
and with it its exponents. Whether, if the acting were up to the perfec- 
tion of its surroundings, the latter would assume their proper position, 
is an interesting speculation I leave to others, in common with the curious 
suggestion it contains of cutting your scenery according to your actor. 
Ksut when at every turn you are met with some strangely-cut head-dress, 
some novel shape of sword-hilt, some bewildering elaboration of orna- 
ment orcurious order, when Paris makes hisappearance with the anatomical 
paradox of having his arms—two crosses and a cholera germ, arranged 
Chinese-wise—on his leg, asking pertinently, ‘‘ What say you to my 
suit?” and when the stage proves to be a sort of huge puzzle-box in 
which apparently impossible things are continually unfolding, refolding, 
fitting, and combining into all sorts of unexpected shapes, added to the 
attention legitimately due to the wonderful poetic beauty of many of 
the scenes, what have you left for W. Shakespeare, Esq. ? 





AMONG the affectations that are creeping into modern Shakespearean 
revivalsis the ‘‘keynote’’ affectation. Romeo and Juliet each strikea key- 
note. But it is the same keynote, and that keynote is ‘‘ athletics.” 
Kelying evidently upon the line, ‘f With love’s light wings did I o’er- 
perch these walls,’’ Komeo represents himself upon all favourable occa- 
| sions as a sort of bounding brother (particularly in the scene in which 
he flings himself so violently to earth as to rebound considerably), while 

Juliet, with 
‘equal — reli- 
ance upon 
the remark 
of her 
Nurse's hus 
band (who 
was ‘fa 
merry man’’) 
that she 
| would pro- 
| bably in- 
\dulge in 
**back-falls” 
as she grew 
older, se- 
conds his THe Lyceum.—Great Wrastiuinc Matcu—Finat Rounp— 
efforts with rag Carcutat Pet “ powns"” THE MASHING MONTAGUE. 
all the skill 
of a female trapezist. Her very first entry is a striking exposition of 
this; for, from the rapid glide with which she suddenly appears in a 
curtained doorway at the foot of a staircase, it is evident that she has 




















slid down the bannisters, and the tremendous horizontal-bar-like back- 
fall with which she finishes the ‘‘ potion scene” and fulfils the merry 
man’s prediction at one and the same time, would not disgrace the most 


brilliant female equilibrist. 


BuT it is when theset wo get together that thisideais most clearly brought 
out; the fourth (the bedroom) 
scene of act iv. (which reveals 
the fact that Juliet sleeps in the 
attic) is one long determined 
wrestle (Cumberland edition— 
I mean style)—in which, after a 
protracted struggle, Juliet finally 
**downs” the Montague. From 
its opening, where Juliet has the 
first grip, down to the supple- 
mentary struggle where, with 
her cry of ‘‘My love!” and 
his of ‘‘ My life!” (neither of 
which expressions does the most 
diligent study of ‘‘ Miss Ander- 
son’s only authorised edition of 
the quarto of 1599” reveal to us), 
they engage once more, previous 
to his gymnastic descent from 
the balcony and her sudden and 
Jack-in-the-box-like disappear- 
ance therein. This scene, by- 
the-way, is watched by the audi- 
ence with a sort of disapproving 
**T say!” expression, and each 
seems to avoid his neighbour’s 


Tue Lyceum.—TuHincs IN GENERAL . . , 
BRING UPSIDE DOWN, JULIET PUTS HER- gaze, particularly if that neigh- 
SELF IN HARMONY WITH THEM. bour is a lady ! 





Miss ANDERSON’Ss somewhat cold and crude style held little promise 
of her giving a very satisfactory performance of the passionate Juliet, 
but several points of her performance were agreeably surprising. The 
first scene with Romeo was given with a good deal of tenderness and 
colour, and there was scarcely a jarring note in the balcony scene. The 
part is indeed more than fairly played throughout. Her violently 
expressed *‘ tearing passion to shreds”’ grief, in the fourth act, is more 
like ungovernable rage than sorrow, and rather painful to listen to. Her 
curious backfall on the bed at the end of the scene, wherein she takes a 
death-assuming potion rather than be County-courted, by a miscalcula- 
tion of the distance probably, approached on the first night perilously 
near the grotesque. The long-drawn shriek at Tybalt’s ghost she has 
authority for, such as it is; and at notime is the rendering characterised 
by much feeling, but a good idea of the character is presented with an 
engaging general consistency and a pervading absence of self-conscious- 
ness of its physical grace, not hitherto markedly observable in this lady’s 
performances. —_—_——- 

Mr. TERRISS’s Komeo is an impassioned performance—a little too 
impassioned at times !—not without faults, but of a general high merit 
and manliness. Mr, Standing was a disappointment, and an unequivocal 
failure as Mercutio, a perverse emphasis amd choppy delivery utterly 
ruining the Queen Mab speech (which is, however, one of those trying 
speeches which are ‘‘ points,”) and why 
does he assume that false, unmodulated 
tone of voice? Mr. J. Anderson is a bit 
too wild as Tybalt, but Mr. E. Maurice 
is a very fair Paris. Mr. Arthur Stir- 
ling’s Friar Laurence would be difficult 
to improve upon, and Mrs. Stirling need 
only be mentioned as repeating her per- 
formance of the Nurse, and the expe- 
rienced reader will conjure up more 
wonderful and delightful artistic finish 
(though not a whit more than fact will 
bear out), than my halting pen can 
adequately describe. Aomeo and Juliet 
is a thing to see, if only for its scenery 
and appointments, its staging, and this 
delightful performance. 





THe Lyceum.—TuHeE Best or 
NURSES. 





Nops AND Winks. —Mr. Burnand’s 
Justin Time at the Avenue to-night 
(Wednesday) ; we’re just in time, too.— St. George and the Dragon with a 
lot of sub-titles, is to be the Christmas Pantomime spectacle at Covent 
Garden ‘‘ Circus.” Mr. Holland will attempt to make it ‘‘ one of the 
wonders of the universe.”—‘* The Prince’s Cinderellas” in aid of the 


funds of the Chelsea Hospital for Women, recommence next Wednes- 
day. NESTOR. 
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The Scarborough “Sell.” 


[Notwithstanding Lord Londesborough’s letter imploring Scarborough 
to support the Conservative candidate, and notwithstanding the frequent 
telegrams announcing “ Gordon's capture,” sent down from London fre- 
quently during the day, and notwithstanding a message from Lady 
Londesborough accusing the Government of keeping back information 
until the election was over, the Liberal candidate was returned by a large 
majority.]— Daily Paper. 

WHAT a shame, what a swindle, and what a disgrace ! 
That Scarborough’s acted so meanly, 
It gave all us Tories a slap in the face 
When we looked to succeed so serenely. 
In the local municipal fight we had gained 
Two members, and so we expected | 
To carry the seat, but, alas ! we are pained 
To confess that our man was rejected. 
We feel we shall never be gay any more, 
We never have been so insulted before ! 


What a blow to our hopes! what a check to our cheek ! 
After ‘‘ Liberal” Londesborough’s pleading, 

To find them still true to that Liberal clique, 
Conservative virtues not heeding ! 

You'd have thought that when begged by a renegade lord, | 
They’d have gone to a man for the Tory ; 

But no! all the horrid, iniquitous horde 
Simply scorned all our offers of “glory.” 

Yea, a real ‘turncoat ” noble they dared to ignore, 

Why, “e never has felt so insulted before ! 
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It is cruel! for after we frequently wired, 
That ‘‘ wheeze” vowing Gordon was captured, 

To be Tory we thought they’d at once have aspired, 
And so would have made us enraptured. 

But no ! though all day we sent telegrams down 
(Even after we £new it a lie was), 

That Borough regarded our wiles with a frown, 
And crushing indeed its reply was ! 

Fxcuse our sad tears as the fact we deplore, 

We never have felt so insulted before ! 




















Bain and Antidote. 


L‘' Lord Randolph Churchill has consented to be nominated as Con- 
servative candidate for the Lord-Rectorship of the University ot Aber- 
deen, in opposition to Dr, Bain.” ] 

By this arrangement it is very plain 

That certain Tories up in Aberdeen, 

Lest they should suffer from the Liberal Bain, 

Have asked the Woodstock Wasp to intervene. 
In thus opposing Bain, you’ll please to note 
Lord R, must deem himself an antidote ! 


A DIS-CREDIT. 


F. Diddlum, Esq. (to [mpatient Creditor). —“ But, MY Dear Sir, I 
HAVE PLENTY OF MEANS, ANDI WILL Pay you! ALL I HAVE Got TO 


ed 


DO IS TO SAY TO MY BROKER, ‘REALISE, REALISE,’ AND—— 
Impatient Creditor.— LOOK 'ERE, MR, DIDDLUM, YOU CAN TELL AS 
MANY OF ’RM AS YOU LIKE TO YOUR DROKER, BUT DON'T TELL ME ANY 


MORE,” 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. — nigh s Spikare. He vill be hanged if he vill, and is suspend 
; cause he vont. 

FRIDAY, ze Octobare dirty von.—Zare are nine vessels loaded vit dy- Sursday.—In ze Upper—some say ze uppish—IIouse, Lord Dunraven 

namite down ze Thames, and Sir Vatkin fear it vill set ze ‘Thames on ze try to show zat ze bad trade is cause by Free Trade. In ze Commons 

fire or blow it up. And razzare zan ze down ze Thames shall be blow Mr. Franchise bring in ze Gladstone Bill. 














py he rise a ag ‘e Sir pig tome - a Z pee Liberals, re ag tye a to-night are all united, Alas! 
of ancient stoc e object to large stock of dynamite, an v sorrow is ze bond. Fawcett is dea 

care zis stock do not goup. Churcherlain and Chambhill at it again. | -_ 

I say to zem, “* Vozla/ look here, you two: for vy do you not go out on | 

terrace and punch ze heads of von annozzare, or tro von annozzare, Or, From dark to light he goes, yet leaves behind 

bettare still, bofe into ze Thames? Vat ze deuces do ze country care for His memory a beacon to mankind, 

your sows? — ve! go eorogt® gr! a oe Si bg ene aoe i ga ty mod ss strife, 

return to are Chamberlain’s lambs. r, MacIver move May gather light from Fawcert’s noble life. 

Address, farcegue, by cause zat it not say nozzink about ze bad state of | 











” . . , 
trade. Mr. Mundella say, ‘‘ Vait till zey roll by, ze clouds, Jimmy, and | 
ze Amendment is lost. Only 153 members in ze House to discuss ze 
trade of ze country, ze subject most important to ze classes - w beg Two “Factions.” 

ur. Ze C i in’s vare tree hundreds. : sa ee ol 
labour. Ze Churchill Chamberlain “ pei pean g = ted Lord Volseley is | {It is the opinion of the Lancashire Union of Conservative and Constitutional Asso 
Monday.—Lord Salisbury desire to know vezzare , | ciations that the '‘ Peers of England seek only to save the nation from the designing 


maitre d école, for vy he instruct himself ; encore, if he is ey 0 tle craft of faction.”] 

medecine, because he hear he prepare his own draft. Lor — e€ | Tue L. U. C. C. A. believe, it seems, 

say, ask him annozare—somesing easy. Lord Salisbury demand, ven That Peers from ‘‘ faction” would our nation save; 
ze Government say rescue and retire, who are zey going to rescue—ven — If thus it is our Peers would fain behave, 


’Twould seem we have maligned their lordships’ schemes. 
And yet, one faction’s lacking in their action, 
Their habits do not gain our satis-*‘ faction,” 


vill zey retire? If Gordon go to rescue Khartoum, vich is cut off, and 
Gordon is cut off, and Volseley go rescue Gordon and is cut off, and 
somevonelse go rescue Volseley and he cut off—Lord Granville desire 
him cut it off short. Beautiful Irish row in ze Commons. Ze Sexton 
of ze Parnell party make ze Spikare grave—very grave. He vill stand 
no larks, Ze House of Commons is not public-house forum, 
Tuesday.—I vas told zem to vat it vould come. It vas ze last hare— | 
I mean straw—zat give ze camel back ze hump. Ze pitcher have gone 

2 oftens to ze vell, and now it vish it had left vell alone. Mr. Oh Donnell 


_ 





Dr. CARPENTER says that alcohol is a most virulent poison. The 
hard-working carpenter no doubt means that when sweetened acid is 
mixed with logwood chips, and sold as “ fruity port” at the rate of one 
shilling per bottle, its effects are somewhat deadly, 
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a? ** FOREIGN TO THE SUBJECT. 








‘* Bless me! Artificial teeth!* How very absorbing!’ 
felt so interested in them all the times I've seen them in the show-case outside the surgery in Grinders Street, Molar Road.” 


beautiful on them, but carried away an invaluable addition to his knowledge of fisheries. 
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‘Why, here are the dear old teeth again,” cried the Public a at the Healtheries. 


tee——I fear I. do not understand you ; they are health-teeth now.’ 
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7 The fish-teeth!” “I beg your pardon,” said the offended aandaee 
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* exclaimed the Delighted Public at the Fisheries, ‘‘ Dear me—yes—so educational too! I really never 


And he not only feasted his sense of the 
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' Sothe Public again battened on the beautiful, and laid in a store of health-knowledge from those teeth} 


My old friends again! I must rea 
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lly have a set.” “‘ May I ask for what purpose?” said the attendant. 
— 5," said the attendant scrupulously, ‘'as they are intended 
ibitions ; th at s the beauty of it ; they only yearn to instruct and refin 
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THE CABINET PORTRAIT—FOCUSSING GLADSTONE, 
(See Cartoon.) 

MAYBE in years of bygone date 
Our City’s fresh Chief Magistrate, 
In greeting- at the Mansion House, 
The Premier, has had the wows 
To get the measure of his foot 
And draw him out from hat to boot. 
But none, so far as I’m aware, 
Were equal to our new Lord Mayor, 
Who to that process can impart 
The aid of photographic art, 
Contriving in a public place 
To hear 7” camera his case. 
Undoubtedly his Lordship knows 
The value of a graceful pose, 
Of good expression, well-raised brow, 
And light and shade, since oft ere now 
He must havetaken many phizzs 
(Perhaps he even once took Dizzy’s) : 
And therefore it is wonder small 
If he produce, to please us all, 
A cabinet-size, spick and span, 
Prime portrait of our Grand Old Man. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


CARLYLR’s opinion of the Grand Old Man is not flattering ; but since 
th: Chelsea seer’s convictions concerning William Ewart Gladstone have 
been published, observant 
persons have noticed that 
the G. O. M. rears his head 
and champs more proudly 
than ever when the subject 
is alluded to in his pres- 
ence. Our vigorous Pre- 
mier, like most talented 
people, has weaknesses ; 
yet why he should be 
pleased to have been no- 
ticed and called contemp- 
tible by a learned hermit 
who lived chained up ina 
small outlandish house, and 
viewed human nature 
through the keyhole of his 
back-door, is a mystery. 


ONCE upon a time we 
heard a dogmatic orator 
exclaim, **I don’t think 
nuffin’ of Gladstone, he’s a 
hass;”’ but the eloquent 
party seemed slightly dis- 
comfited when a_ voice 
rang out, ‘* I wonder what 
Gladstone would think ot you!’’ Perhaps the G. O. M. (had he met 
the speech-maker) might have thought considerably of him. 








DIFFERENCE of political opinions should not distort facts; but it does, 
William l’wart Gladstone has devoted his life to his country, working 
diligently day by day to the best of his ability. William’s views may be 
either right or wrong, according to the variable weathercock tastes and 
sentiments of the community ; but when we hear comparatively speak- 
ing intelligent men asserting loudly that the old giant is a *‘ garrulous 
impostor,” ‘fa cackling old goose,” and an ‘‘ impudent, impotent mass 
of duplicity,” our gall rises bitterly, and we feel inclined to descend 
from our stately position, and fight the libellers with their own weapons, 


Pious William of Prussia is still chafing and fretting about the mar- 
riage between the Grand Duke of Hesse and Madame de Kalomine, 
Hfad the lady been a Prussian-blue stocking, the mighty monarch says 
he would not have objected so much to the union, but as she has never 
written one tract in her life, and only read four, pious Willie shudders at 
the naked mention of her name. The lady in question maintains a flip- 
pant attitude, and sends a beautiful German manufactured post-card to 
the Grand Duke every morning. The words she indites are, ‘‘ Be thou 
as pure as ice, as white as snow, thou shalt not ’scape Kalomine,.” 





SHOULD the pugilistic Lord Marcus Beresford ever call at our office 
and show fight, we intend to disarm him with a joyous quip, viz., by 


, ‘ : , ° 
| whispering in his prominent left ear, ‘‘ Punch at us as much as it may 


| please you, O, most noble lord, only do be careful to overreach yourself 
| frequently, and don’t mark us Beresford more than you can help, for 
black eyes are expensive luxuries to indulge in, and are costly adorn- 
ments to get painted out.” The above good business can easily be 
managed, as his highly respectable lordship always shakes hands fer- 
vently with an opponent before sparring, in strict accordance with the 
Marquess of (Queensberry’s views. 


Ir isn’t often that any inducement is offered to a man to become a 
centenarian. Now and again such temptation is held out, though. Only 
the other day an enthusiastic lady who believes long life to be an advan- 
tage, offered a silvery-locked Waterloo veteran a hundred pounds in 
hard golden cash if he will prolong his existence for two years and 
manage to touch the mature age of one hundred autumns. The ancient 
warrior grasped at the opportunity promptly, and with the confidence of 
an old soldier, said, ‘I'll do it, marm ; but a little advance might be 
hacceptable, as for sartin sure I must goin for ’eavy trainin’ on hot rum.” 


The Lancet has been making some cutting remarks anent quack 
advertisements inthe ‘‘ religious press.” Are such advertisements confined 
to the ‘‘religious press”? As far as we have explored medicinally most 
of the so-called quack medicines advertised are mild and harmless in the 
extreme. None of the nostrums seem to make a healthy man feel ill for 
more than two days after taking them. Why doesn’t some scientific 
adventurer start a softly gentle dynamite pill to wake up sluggish livers ? 
There is a fortune in this idea—if properly worked. 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 


SOLIDITY, 
Scene—THE UNDERGROUND RAILWAY, 
INTENDING PASSENGER. When is there a train to ——? 


PORTER. Ere yar—ere’s a train. Jump in! 

Int, Pass. But does this train go to ? 

PORTER. Lor bless yer! wot does it matter to you were it goes to? 
Wot a rum question! I s’pose you on’y want to get into some tunnel or 
other—don’t care wich ‘un, do yer? One tunnel’s as good as another. 
Werry well ; this train’ll go into one on’em., Jumpin! Are y'all full 
up?—Why, no; ’ere’s a compartment with on’y about thirty in it; 
there’s room to shove in some more endways under the roof. Now then, 
cram in there—there’s room for six more under the seats! ’Ere, Bill, 
got any more passengers? Men or wimmin ’ull do—don’t care wich, 

BILL, No, I ain’t got arf as menny as I want myself to fill these ’ere 





| carridges. 





INSPECTOR, Here—here’s a lot in this down train. Pull out as many 
of ’em as you want, and stuff ’em in and send 'em back again. Now— 
all full ? 

PORTER.—No—’'old ‘ard! ’Ere’sa gap in this fust-class. This mallet 
ain’t ’eavy enough to wedge any more in; were’s the steam ram? That's 
it! I think they're pretty solid now. Just another bang or two. 

INspecToR. Look eut—the end of the carriage is splitting ! 

BILL, Well, you see, they was such a ’ard, boney lot. They don't 


solidify arf as well as moderit fat ‘uns, I can’t shut the door, Never 
mind ; they’re too solid to tumble out, Right away ! 
* * * * > * 


ASSISTANT ENGINEER (0 foreman of line gang). Surely there’s room 
for some more trains in this tunnel? Why, look here! There’s room 
to poke a stick in! Where’s the hydraulic rammer ? 

FOREMAN. I ain’t used that yet, ’cos I’m waiting for the one for the 
other end, or else it ’ud shove the whole lot out. There's the other one 
just arrived. Now then! 

ASSISTANT ENGINEER, That’s a deal better. Wait a bit, though. I 
think we might fill up with a few loose passengers endways close under 
the brickwork. Here's a train-full; you can have them out and send 
back the train to re-fill. That's it! Now put on the rammer again. 
There—they sound solid now. I don’t think there are any hollows left. 

A WORKMAN ABOVE, Ili! look out! The houses atop are a-bulgin’ 
upwards! Easy! [4 thousand years elapse, 

7 * * * * * 

FirsT EXCAVATING WORKMAN OF THE TWENTY-NINTH CENTURY, 
—LBlest if I can make any impression on this rock I’ve come to now! 
It’s knocked the point off my pickaxe first go. I ain't never come acrost 
ennythink as ’ard as this ’ere afore; granite’s nothink to it. I’ll jest tell 
the engineer. 

ENGINEER, Dear me! it is hard, This is very extraordinary! I 
have never heard of there being any igneous rock about South Kensing- 
ton at this level. I'll ask the mineralogist. 

MINERALOGIST. Hum! Well, I thought I knew all the kinds of 
rock about these parts; but this certainly puzzles me. It’s as hard asa 
diamond. I'll speak to the antiquary. 

ANTIQUARY. Remains of some Roman——? Lor, bless you, the 
Romans never made anything as hard as this! I'll take a block home 
and polishit. . Lovely polish it takes. Can't make it out at all, 
Splendidly variegated, isn’t it? It appears to be a compound aqueous 
formation of the most heterogenous substances. This is apparently a 
railway ticket of some early date; and here there appear to be two or 
three brass buttons, such as used to be attached to clothing of the Vic- 
torian era ; then again, here are some double teeth, and a pawn-ticket, 
and fragments of woodwork and glass, and leather, and a boot, and part 
of a newspaper—why, here’s the date, 1884! The mass bears evidences 
of a pressure far greater than could have been exercised by the contrac- 
tion of the earth, even toward the centre. You see, it cuts a diamond, 


Very curious ! 
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WARBLES OF THE WEEK, 
Set TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVRS, 
New Serigs, No. 47. Arr—‘* The Re«fectable Singer.” 


je 


I; (three of us) 
stroll about 
every «lay 

(For [ma re- 
spectable 
singer), 

And sing of 
whatever 
4 comes into 
iJ the way 
j (For I’m a re- 
i spectable 
i singer), 
| fa There’s Bet has 
Hi} a shriek that 
fart would Si- 
lence Big 
Ben, 
And Jim has an 
altosufficient 
/, for ten, 
‘“ While / dropa 
noteort woin 
now and then 


(For I’m a respectable singer). 


There’s Kogers at Kadnor got in for the Burghs 
(kor I’m a respectable singer), 
A fight between Kandy and Joseph occurs 
(I am a respectable singer). 
‘The Claimant,” who’s once more permitted to walk, 
Appears to be rather inclined for to talk, 
To him and his friends all my answer is ‘* Lawk !”’ 
(kor I’m a respectable singer). 


We've had some blind gymnasts at Albert its Hall, 
(for I’m a respectable singer), 

There wasn’t so much as a stumble or fall 
(As I'ma respectable singer), 

Mrs. Weldon committed (and also released), 

The Mahdi and Gordon a-grip in the East, 

Are a couple of items of news at the least, 
(For I'm a respectable singer), 


The Maasdam was burned to the edge of the sea, 
(For I’m a respectable singer), 
And Sunderland’s case is as hard as can be 
(For I’m a respectable singer), 
Municipal voters have been to the poll, 
And proved themselves Liberals, p’r’aps, on the whole, 
Sut in politics I am as blind as a mole 
(Kor I’m a respectable singer). 


They’ve just had another *‘smash-up ” on the rail 
(For I’m a respectable singer), 
At Sunderland station, so runneth the tale, 
As I’m a respectable singer, 
The victims of panic from Glasgow appeal, 
The wretch who’s the cause ought to sutier a deal, 
I cannot express of him just what I feel, 
(lor I’m a respectable singer). 


The foundation stone of the Liberal Club— 
(Ilem! I’m a respectable singer), 

H[as been laid with <c/at, so our hands we may rub, 
(And I’m a respectable singer). 

So Steble for Scarborough’s in, what a treat !— 

Conservative dodgery suffered defeat, 

And Sitwell can’t sit, though he takes a back seat, 
(And I'm a respectable singer). 


A Conference starts either this week or next, 
(As I'm a respectable singer), 
With Congo and suchlike arranged for its text, 
(For I’m a respectable singer); 
The Prince went to Wycombe (the rain didn’t drench), 
Unless they can give jury systems a wrench 
It isn’t with ease they’ll convict Mr. French 
(For I'm a respectable singer). 
The Lord Mayor arrangements have come and have passed, 
The Franchise Bill doesn’t get on very fast, 
But the blessed Address has been voted at last, 
(And I’m a respectable singer). 








A BEAUTIFUL EXAMPLE, 


{A new law has come into effect in Russia forbidding any bookseller, under heavy 
penalties, to supply a copy of any book not approved by the Government Censor to 
any young man under the age of sixteen. Any policeman has a right to stop in the 
streets any youth apparently under sixteen in possession of a book, and, in the event 
of the book not being one of those approved, to take the youth into custody.) 

FILLED with an admiration we cannot describe, and anxious to profit 
by every obtainable detail of so bright an example of patience as the 
Russian public presents, we sent a special representative to interview 
him and endeavour to ascertain his absolute limit of possible endurance. 

The Russian public was in bed when our representative arrived. The 
latter stumped upstairs in bis muddy travelling boots, burst open the 
bed-room door with a kick, and stood at the bed-head. 

‘*(ood morning,” said the Kussian public, meekly, ‘‘I perceive, from 
the freedom and ease of your bearing that you are a Government or mu- 
nicipal official. Please be seated.” 

‘*T am such as you describe,” replied our representative (making be- 
lieve, you know—don’t you see?). ‘‘Bya recent edict, nightcaps are 
forbidden, and I am sent to see whether you wear one, and whether you 
have any artificial teeth,” and with these words our representative 
snatched off the headgear of the victim, and flung it out of window, and 
knocked his artificial teeth down his throat. 

The patient and tractable Russ smiled gently in acquiescence. 

‘*Get up!” roared our representative, ‘‘and come down to breakfast 
instantly, that I may see what you eat, as, by a recent edict——” 

‘*Oh, pray do not give yourself the trouble to explain,” murmured the 
victim, obediently dressing. 

‘* What is your wife’snameand age? Katrinka,eh? Ha—by a recent 
edict all Katrinkas are ordered to Siberia. How many children? Ten? 
By a recent edict, all over the number of five must be killed. What's 
that you’ve got on—slippers? Take ’em off instantly! What do you 
mean by having a clock on the mantelpiece? Show me all your private 
letters—ha, I must keep these! Where are your title-deeds ?—hand ’em 
over—all title-deeds to be torn up. Now I’ve got to kick you with your 
own boots—produce them, So!” 

** Will the little father do his son the honour to partake of breakfast ?” 
said the patient one, gently, laying a sumptuous repast before our repre- 
sentative. The latter was touched; with a feeling akin to remorse, and 
a tear of compassion, he sat down and partook. 

As he proceeded with the viands a strange feeling of nausea stole over 
him ; then violent pains supervened, accompanied by an intense burning 
sensation in the throat and brain, and general paralysis. With weird 
and bloodshot eyes he gazed despairingly at his Russian host. ‘‘Poison,” 
he could just murmur, for his tongue was dry and swollen. The patient 
Kussian humbly smiled an attirmative, while at that moment a terrific 
explosion hurled our representative, in a million fragments, towards the 
firmament, On re-descending, he frankly held out his hand to the 
patient Russian. ‘* Upon my word, old fellow, I don’t blame you! 
Good-day !” he said. 





On the 6th inst., HENRY FAWCETT died. It is with the most 
profound regret that we make this announcement —a regret that will 
be felt, we venture to predict, by men of every shade of political opinion 
through the length and breadth of the land. Though deprived of the 
precious treasure of his eyesight, he pursued his course through the 
active period of life with unflinching energy and singleness of purpose. 
And it is, perhaps, not too much to say that there has never been a 
statesman at the head of the important national institution over 
which he presided who devoted himself more thoroughly or more faith- 
fully to the development of every detail in that vast establishment. In 
politics, though his own views were what is called extreme Radical, yet 
was he held in high respect by the most prominent men of every party ; 
and there are few among our leading politicians who could, in the present 
critical state of affairs, be so ill spared. Lord Salisbury, on being told 
of Mr, Fawcett’s death, said, ** There are few public men whose loss 











at this moment will be received with so much regret. Mr. Fawcett was | 


a man who, while holding the strongest political opinions, excited the 
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liveliest sympathy and admiration amongst his opponents and _ his | 
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fTHE TIGER WHICH RECENTLY ESCAPED FROM 


A MENAGERIE MIGHT BE UTILISED FOR CLEARING OUT SOME OF THE 
CRIMINAL CLASSES. 








TURF CUTTINGS. There’s Gonfalon to bet upon, 


To THE EpiTor oF “FUN,” For which you may be pleased anon. 
And do not mok at brave Springbok, 


Str,—The enclosed gold breast-pin with the large diamond in the Or you'll aed 
centre is presented to you as a slight token of the esteem in which I hold r youl receive a painful shok. 
and always have held you,* in spite of the frequency and brutal nature | Say not ta-ta! to Tombo/a, 

.Or others will remark ‘‘ha-ha!” 


of your verbal assaults upon me, I purchased the pin, Sir, out of my 
| jut don’t be nipt with that Postscript, 


Liverpool Cup winnings, and it will probably be doubly interesting to 
you from that circumstance. Here goes for more breast-pins and the Or all your fortune will be dipped. 


straight , ; 
Tip FOR THE GREAT SHROPSHIRE IIANDICAP., But gently pore o’er racing lore, 
| ’ And go for Eastern Emperor, 
There’s a wildness of eye in the Prophet, I think, ; 
Which no one can wholly attribute to drink, _ So for the present nothing more, from one who’s often been before, 
since all the merry days of yore, Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 


Nor does it suggest the poetical soul, 
For it’s very much more like a *‘ wink” than a ‘‘ roll,” 





— ED 








Then bring out your book and your pencil, my man, ms 
And pick out the winner as well as you can, A New Move. 
And back your selection with genial glee, {According to the St. Jingo's Gazette, “ All the difficulties which stand in the way 
And then we shall see what we’re fated to see. tae ft eas ee ‘oo defences will be enormously aggravated by the 
Then choose an Alcalde and foriune obtain It is really very artful of the Glory-eush Gazelle, 
(The Highland Chief’s merits I needn’t explain), But th . “ ” 
“sr oad : ut the notion will not ** wash, 
Though Keir I don’t Keir about, never mind ¢hat, Tis, to put it mildly, ‘ bosh !” 
y . 7 _ = « < A ’ . 
While soon to the Magdalen you take oft your hat. The people are not likely England’s welfare to forget, 
Then bring out your book and your pencil, my man, | Just because they all unite 


For the vote which is their right ; 
Your Briton’s not the man to let his nation be upset 
For want of proper caution, It has never happened yet, 


And don’t be too ready to scorn Buchanan, 
And Middlethorpe good as a ‘‘ placer”’ may be, 
But Quilt will re-cover us all, you will see. 


| 
I think you will find that pin look best in a blue tie—satin, and nicely | ’ , 7 ee , 
draped—I tried it in an emerald green one, and the effect wasn’t bad ; | But, oh ! you ag ye sings hy Sigs 1 you try ; 
but I think blue would be better. The fellow I bought the ticket of—I | Von will try it on by posi a 





seo pod jeweller—said black, but I think that's too sombre. Anyway, | what you really are afraid of is, that people by-and-bye 
> 8 . : Wi - P “At ,” 
Tip FOR THE SHREWSEURY CUP. Your ‘cas At faa aiden, 
The Duke’s Thirlmere and Manton’s Keir The Franchise won’t cause people patriotism to decry, 
Are not of great advantage here. But your bluster-creed wi// doubtless be by voters knocked awry ! 
Not Louis d'Or, or Edward, or B . ‘ , 
; . jut why this change? We thought you Tories /onged to pass the Bill 
The Umpire colt pull fill your “ory And wished et to have votes— : 
Faugh-a-ballagh elicits ** bah ! Why again turn ye your coats? 
Though here we scarce know where we yah ! You professed that large enfranchisement with joy your breasts would fill— 
* This delicate attention on the part of our correspondent is as gratifying as it is L a. ‘ me ? 1G 
wholly unexpected ; it is only marred by one slight drawback—no such article as 1 a met fs) ys ‘ 
Trophonius alludes to bas reached us ; however, this is doubtless mere delay in transit, Now, as that game didn’t answer, you d Cassandra’s ré/e fulfil, 
which the course of a few hours will rectify. We repeat that we are gratified, and we Predicting Britain’s downfall ; but ¢haz dodge is also nil, 





feel that such thoughtful attentions will do much to consolidate the cordial relations 

existing between ourselves and one whom we only refrain from dismissing cap ven = 

petency because we believe him to be no more often wrong in his predictions than the , imines 
, Fut or Fase Notres,—Tory * Organs.” 


majority of his vaticinating brethren.—Ev. Fun. 





The Edstor dows met bind Amiel) to acknowledges, rtturn, or pay Jor Leoniributions dm me .mte wks 1hdy O64 VEleTEAA wmstes 
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SCENE AT AN UNDERGROUND RAILWAY STATION. 


Ticket Purchaser No. 1.—‘* WHOSE UMBRELLA ARE YOU A-’ITTIN’ OF?” 
7. P. No, 2.—**YourRS, OF COURSE! CARELESS CHAPS LIKE YOU OUGHTN’T TO BE LET OUT WITHOUT A KEEPER,” 
Se 


0 
> No. 3.—" LL THANK YOU FOR MY RIGHT EYE, SIR—AFTER YOU HAVE DONE WITH IT. SORRY TO GIVE TROUBLE, BUT 
WOULI) YOU KINDLY DIRECT ME TO THE NEAREST HOSPITAL, WHERE I CAN HAVE IT RE-SET?” 
7. P. No. 4.—‘*Wuat A voostp NASTY, FOOLIsH, GAPING CREW A FELLOW MEETS WITH AT THESE STATIONS.” 
7. P. No. §.—‘* NIVER IN MY BORN DAYS AVE I TWIGGED SECH A CLUMSY, ’ORRID, ARGERFYIN’ LOT. NOW, THEN, MOVE HON, 


Guv’NER, OR I'LL BE OBLIGATED TER BRING A HACTION FUR DAMAGES AGIN YER FUR LOST OV TIME.” 











Fust Out. Price One Shilling. “Ernest Griset supplies some very droll pictures, and Gordon Thomson and 
J. F. Sullivan are again prominent among the illustrators, while the authors are a 


humerous as well as a merry band.” — Daily Chronic/e. 
It is copiously and comically illustrated, and is in its entirety an excellent 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1885, | sn 22 : 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Humorous Art and Literature, 
by the Best Authors and Artists of the Day. READY THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 20. 
f a. Price 7 WOPENCe. 





“Tom Hood's ‘Comic Annual’ is full of good things, and the illustrations are most FU N A LMA N AC fo yp 1 885 
ma . 


appropriate and amusing.” nday Times. 


‘This well-known contribution to the mirth of the winter season appears for the mT rT) sare > . 
seventeenth year. ‘The hands of prominent artists and authors wield their practised SO PEVE PAGES OF SUSE ATIONs SY. THE BEST 
mi AKTISTS OF THE DAY. 


sens and pencils with very droll effect, and the result is another thoroughly ‘ ¢ 
} | y ’ > y 


Annual. Liovd s. 
Literary Matter by best Authors. 


“The always-welcome ‘ Hood's Annual,’ which seems to get brighter every year, 








has made its appearance."—S/orting Zimes, 


‘The present is a capital issue, the desigas being singularly appropriate to the letter- 


press."— Keynolds’. | “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


; oe 


Cadbury S > 
| CAUTION.—If it RB / u o 
| Cocoa thickens im the 4 
cup, 't proves the 0C02a | iF Ui yedl Sule 
acxistioa ef Starck. : OE ES 
“ Nonpareil” to protect the Public from Fraud. Afi the WY Ol ld 


SOLD BY THE LEADING DRAPERS ALL OVER THE WORLD. PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 


Londco: Printed by Dalziel Brothers, at their Camden Press, High Street, N. W., and Published (for the Propricto:s) by W. Lay “= = 
wy . i y y, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 
ednesday ‘ ] 4 
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“ The Richest, Softest, and mest Becoming 
Fabric ever iivented fos 
Wowen's Wear.” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. q 
To THE EpITor or “Fon,” ; aes SS = 


S1r,—It’s very strange about that diamond 
breast-pin. I sent it most distinctly by parcels 
post, stamped and sealed: if you haven't got 
it yet, let me know at once, and I'll make 
enquiries ; but, better than diamond breast-pins 
here is my ‘ | 

TIP FOR THE MANCHESTER NOVEMBER 

HANDICAP, 


Oh, have ye not noticed, when daylight was 
dawning, 
As slowly you wended your way to your bed, 
With nothing about you adapted for pawning 
And whisky-born agony racking your head, 
The eye of the Bobby suggesting a sentence 
(The numeral ‘‘ five” and the substantive | 
** bob”)? 
How vividly felt are the pangs of repentance 
That dart through the bosom with every | 
throb ! 


ae 












































Then he who shall recklessly favour Amalfi 
(That clever, but wholly impossible horse), 
Like ‘‘ villains,’’ when thwarted (see plays at 

Adelphi)— 
May writhe in like throes of defeat and 
remorse. 
Not so with the person who favours Ben Alder, 
Or him who takes Keir in support of his case, 
Or him who takes Studely (his case, though, is 
balder), 
And Quicklime is pretty well sure of a place. 


that tip, Sir, which ought to compensate any 
man for whatever losses he may sustain in con- 
sequence of its having been published; but, as 
a further chance, I append a 


Tire FOR THE WARWICK AUTUMN WELTER 
CuP, 

Although this tip contains the pith 
Of most exclusive information, 

It is presented to you with 
The most emphatic reservation ; 

Of what will win with any ease, 
I give the plainest indication, 

But you must take it, if you please, 
With ev'ry kind of limitation, 


I think there is a sweet poetical flavour about 











I rather like the Picador 
(A horse of pedigree and station), 
Though Drakensberg, of all the corps, 
Excites my warmest admiration. 
Then Merrimac and Saucy Boy BF ay 3 
Are fairly out of their probation, Of PA a. 
Or Victorine you might employ AVS) <A enero: 


4 
a 
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To yield yourself some reparation, | 























Indeed, should none of these be scratched, INSTANTANEOUS PHOTOGRAPHS. 
Or show defects of education, : . ae 
Or any way be overmatched, (Not IN THE PHOTOGRAPHIC Societys EXHIBEITION,) 
Or fail to stand the preparation, (1) Masher putting on his Collar. (2) A Street Corner. (,) A Lunar Eclipse. (4) A Champion 
Or make some unex sected sli Runnei oming towal is the pe tat Tr. ( ) be hind a I in. (4) (sentle man alightin {ro : l'rain in 
Or contravene pi edhe Motion. (7) Three Stages in taking a Powder. (2) Lady Crossing the Road—A Street Scene 
I beg to say this is a tip . 
On which I’ll stake my reputation. ; 
ali The Rash Rejector. 

I’m awfully worried about that pin—I can’t (A daily paper warns Lord Salisbury that his persistence in rejecting the Franchise Bill is, as it were, “ playing 
get it out of my head: hope you’ve got it by | with gunpowder."] ' 
this time.* Yours, &c., | TROPHONIUS. Lorp SALISBURY, venting full many a sneer, 

a , as Is playing with gunpowder—ah, silly peer ! 

We haven't. We have some suspicions, though, He is pitied and warned by all right-minded men ; 
and have set enquiry on foot. Meantime, our corres- Vet th olay pm ll ke oe rT 
pondent had better not call upon us just at present.— et thus, he, it seems, will keep playing, until 
(Ep. Fun.] That gunpowder known as ‘‘ the National Will, 
Will explode with a bang ’mid those nobles, and then——? 

THE Conservatives profess to be friends of 
the ecclesiastical establishment, and yet their : es . 
great delight is to see their Church-ill. A Tory sheet saith that the Conservatives do not believe the Redistribution Bill exists even 

in skeleton. This is strange, for even the dratt of it was, it is said, ‘‘boned” some time ago, 





A Bap ** INVESTMENT” FOR THE GOVERN: 
MENT.—The investment of Khartoum, New NAME FOR THE GRAND OLD WoORKMAN,—The Franchise Bill-der, 
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The three couples, the Chetwynds, amusingly cynical without forfeiting 


AND PUFFS. | 
HWE COURT.—The plays of the late 
T. W. Robertson were never 
marked by any particular compli- 
cation of intrigue; so that when 
what is about half the ‘‘motive” of | 
Ours is placed before usasthecom- | 
plete story of Young J/rs. Winthrop, 
it will be readily understood that 
the tax upon the attention, as faras 
the mere narrative is concerned, is 
not of an exacting nature. Of 
course, Mr. Howard has varied the 
situation and motives somewhat, 
but the misunderstanding between 
the young Winthrops and that be- 
tween General Shendryn and his 
wife in Robertson’s play are practi- 
cally the same, and it is something 
more than probable that neither 
misunderstanding would have lasted 
ay—a quarter of an hour! The thinness of the story, however, is 
he sole fault to be found in the piece, and for this Mr. Howard, if he 
ikes, may take the defence that ‘‘it is the unlikely which always 
This fault is moreover amply compensated for, and if you 
will only make up your mind to it, and then dismiss it from your thoughts 
ltogether, I can promise you as delightful and charming an evening’ 


; you will find anywhere. 


| 


Cr 
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IL 
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ment 


the characterisation and the manner in 


THERE is a freshness about 
very striking and pleasing, 


which the contrasts are managed which is 


respect, Herbert, with his ‘‘ thorough” boyish affection, the pretty con- 
ception, the blind girl Edith with her sunny nature and happy trust, and 
the Winthrops, thoughtless on the one side, and exacting on the other, 
without the philosophy of the Chetwynds, or the ingenuousness of Her- 
bert and Edith, and with too much common sense not to have some 
sort of misunderstanding. Then Buxton Scott, the kindly old man, with 
his shrewdness and large-hearted sympathy, and the elder Mrs, Winthrop, 
a sweet and healthy conception, played by Miss Lydia Foote with a per- 
fection of tone, gesture and manner, in most delicate art. The indivi- 
duality of little Rosie, too, the little child whose sudden illness as treated 
gives such an efiective close to the first act, whose death in the second, 
and whose grave in the third all form important links in the story, is 
very skilfully impressed upon the spectator. These, with the dialogue 
always bright and pointed, and, when need be, heartily and cleverly hu- 
morous, the construction neat, some pretty love-scenes, anda capital and 
strong final scene, in which the old lawyer Buxton Scott brings about a 
reconciliation in the most artful manner, afford quite sufficient interest 

and enjoyment to efface all recollection of the slightness of the framework, | 


—— 


IN noticing the acting, one finds little to do beyond mentioning the 
cast and giving it the record of a general perfection. The wilful heroine 
and the thoughtless hero are, in the hands of Miss Marion Terry and Mr, 
H. b. 
Miss Lydia Foote’s exquisite rendering of the elder Mrs. Winthrop I 
have already mentioned, and Mr, Cecil as the kindly old lawyer gives 





Conway, both physically and artistically all that can be desired. | 





another of his ‘fold men” perfect in touch and finish, Mr. H. Reeves- 
Smith, who has madea rapid development in ‘‘ young men”’ parts, never | 
played O 
well as in this 
case ; at seve- 


ral difficult 
points he 
shows tact 


and resource 
of a kind not 


always  Visi- 
ble to the or- 
dinary = ob- 
server, and 


the delicacy 
and charm of 
Miss Norreys 
as Edith the 
blind girl is 
very attrac- 
tive in its bright intelligence, Mrs, John Wood is provided with a part 
-h ** fits her down to the ground,” by which I must not besuspected 
ning its originality, and which she is richly funny. Mr. 

t here, 1 riy funny in tl rdinate part 








EOF M H 
’ AN EYVE-SAW 


URT.—A TOUCHING Pa&RFORMAN 


(,RACEFUL, AND ANYTHING 


vnK 


err | 


of Dick Chetwynd. I: you are not fit for ‘‘ treasons, stratagems, and 
poils,” do not ever quit your seat between the acts at the Court—the 
man (or woman) who misses such music as at that time there is toward, 
submits to a loss no after joys can anyway recoup him (or her) for. 





Tue Empirne.—Volly, ‘“‘another Novelty success,” (such as La//a 
Rookh and The Scalded Pack?) has been 
transferred to these boards. This is the 
piece the placid ‘‘ plagiarism” of which 
several of the serious critics defended on 
the score that Shakespeare plagiarised ! Of 
course he did, the hardened, idealess me- 
diocrity! He insolently took some long- 
winded story, or obscure and fragmentary 
legend, made it dramatic, and clothed it in 
language which has had the audacity to| 
survive for over three hundred years !j 
{low different—I might say, how completely 
the reverse—the conduct of your high- 
minded modern ! 


LA 
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TiiE increased stage space afforded at 
the handsome theatre in Leicester Square 


ede ae M ndoubtedly increases the spectacular 
i RETS MYSTERY THE attractions of Polly. It is well acted by 

a | W AK some, well sung by others, and fairly 
acted and sung by yet others. The music 

is in places catchy. Miss Russell introduces a song by Mr. H. P. 


Stephens, and, supplemented by anew (to England) ballet of the panto- 
mimic order, called Coffe//a, in which Misses Sismondi, Louie, Alice 
Holt and Wilson, and Mr. W, Warde appear to advantage, there is no | 
reason why it should not find favour with audiences for some time to 
come—unoriginality concerns them net. 


THE SURREY.—Messrs. Conquest and Merritt’s For Ever, with Mr, 
Geo, Conquest in his original part of the many-adjectived Man Monkey, 
Zacky, was reproduced hereonthe Sth. Ihave not had the opportunity of 
seeing the piece on this occasion, but Iam told that Miss Amy McNeil 
fulfils all requirements as the ‘‘ pussycuted ” heroine, and that Mr. Con- 
quest is exZackyly as horrible, inhuman, blood-curdling, sinuous, terrible, 
savage, weird, fantastic, unearthly, fiendish, repulsive, ghoulish, interest 
ing, fascinating, attractive, and successful as ever, 


Tiik NOVELTY (orning).—A domestic piece by Mr. A. C, Calmour 
called lome Spun was produced here on Tuesday last. It is far from 
being without merit, although the story is as old as the everlasting hills, 
and the construction in the last act is fearfully and wonderfully awkward. 
It has several effective studies of character, some good ‘‘ lines,” and the 
second act, though trenching on the farcical, is extremely comical, and 
not at all unnatural. Mr, Groves proved once more his sense of charac- 
ter, finish, and variety. Mr. Geo, Giddens played an old fop with great 
care and effect, and Miss Fanny Robertson was excellent in a broadly 
comic part. For Mr. H, Sedger, his Sedgercation ((!ramatically) offers 
scope for improvement, 


Nobs AND WiNkKs.—Mr. Harrington Baily will shortly produce a 
burlesque on 7he /ronmaster at a matinee 
at the Opera Comique; it will be called focal 
The /ronmonger’s IVife; or, Sinners and . r' P 
Saints, and is by me.—It is announced 
that ‘‘ one of the repulsions”—I beg par- 
don—I mean, ‘fone of the attractions” i 
of the Grand Mogul at the Comedy will | 
be ‘* some nasty live serpents in the snake- (Ny 
charming scene.” Miss Florence St. John | 
has been felicitously chosen to enact the 
part of thesnake-charmer. With a lady less 
capable of charming anything, fromastone / © | 
wall to a susceptible Nestor, I should have Ine 
felt. some apprehensive tremors. As it Mj 
is, I hope that ‘organised opposition” 
won't take it into its head to hiss, as the 2 
** well-developed cobras’’ may take it ° 
as a personal insult, and insist on clearing Jy. Exipire.—Potty 
the house.—The next piece at the St. HER ‘ ROUTE,’ 
James’s will be As lou Like /t, with 
Mrs. Kendal as Rosalind, a part she has played before with striking 
success. Well the dear old bard 7s getting popular, to be 
sure !—Mr. J. H, Clynds takes his benefit at the Grand on the 24th 
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KNICKNACKS., THE DEMON OF THE DAY. 
ees 4 : ——- Albion are blamed for most of the misfortunes _( How many people are pre! gs d ooh long time eaenme the « ane ae . 
and ills the Gallic race is . , > > acaings : lice of scattering orange-peel upon the footpaths. . . . copie are thrown cown 
ce Is heir to, but the latest charge made against us daily by orange-peel, with the result that arms, and legs, and ribs are frequently 
is ** the increase of dipsomania among the broken, . . . Even fatal injuries are sometimes inflicted." —Daz/y afer.) 


upper classes in France.” The youthful 
Englishmen who are kindly suffered to re- 
side in the land where cultured art and 
refined politeness reign supreme, have 
recently displayed base ingratitude to their 
benefactors by tempting them with strong - son 
drink, and using their wily arts to induce 
the upper classes (especially) to consume 
It to excess—with success. The youthful 
Englishmen e% masse deny the accusation ; 
and impeach the Frenchmen with the 
crime of having taught them the misuse 
of absinthe, 
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Few thanks are due to the French no- | 
bility of Soho and Leicester Square for | 
having introduced absinthe into England. 
It is perhaps well to inform those who do 
not know the fact, that absinthe is one of | 
the most deadly poisons sold under the | 
| friendly guise of a refreshing drink, and | 
it Causes more cases of incurable insanity than all the other stimulants 
Or narcotics put together—opium alone excepted. 








ee 


AN art student has written asking us to let him know how many 
“‘ Badger Drawing” pictures are likely to be sent in for exhibition at 
next year’s Royal Academy. He also inquires whether the subject would 
be worn out by the forthcoming May, or not. We politely replied by | 
return of post. Don’t know! Hang the badger and the drawist too. 
Draw them if you like, and quarter them afterwards, an’ it please you. 
The subject is worn and torn already till there isn’t enough hair on it 
left to make a paint-brush, 





Nf ; 3 : : ‘ ’ (VE } ; % cS 20S, & 5 is, ANU S ‘'s all feel 
WE have been pestered considerably by ‘* badgers,” serious and comic. MAKING dangerous — walks, we man ! " * pee aged ee 
. .* ° . Te.P > ‘ cS » L- ) > ‘ . 
The other day a sportive man called at our office, with a stuffed badger On the orange pec seeing pid ‘ y e I faily ws ho am al 
under one arm and a more than stuffed bull-terrier under the other, | >cattering peel a rp hey a am y causing pains : 
Both animals were decorated by a skin-complaint suggestive of moth, | T° injure passers-by, alack : ons 7 
2: ' ~ ' On the orange-peeler goes ! 

Both were adorned with glaring glass eyes the size of pickled walnuts. a a 

: i > } ic 1 ~c > =) i i had . : ’ ’ 
The sportive man briefly stated his business. He thought the ‘‘ animiles That he maimeth many a limb ; | Oh, would that Justice's strong arm | 
wouldn’t make a bad show in our window, if one of our most talented “ ithe | ter is | Could fill these peclers with alarm ! 
artists could ‘‘ fake up” their heads to look like ‘‘ Muster Chamberlain bib I al ee a eee Oh, ea they all eould ae eles 
and Lord Randorf.” We declined the gentleman’s contribution (for which Let tw hh peel some may be | signed 
he asked 410) with thanks, and hinted that the more than stuffed bull- killed, - | To **peelcrs” of another kind ! 


terrier was a property white mouse we became acquainted with at one 
of last season’s pantomimes, and that we recognised the badger as an old i 
monkey friend who lived under a glass-case in Seven Dials some years Even So 

ago (pieces of rabbit-skin had been glucd about the monkey to make , ' | , Street 
him resemble a badger). Well, when we gave the sportive one to No fewer than six women applied to the magistrates at Worship ¢ er 
understand that we had beenon such intimate terms with both ‘‘animiles,” | Volice Court in one day to obtain advice regarding cither the cruelty 
he impugned our veracity inthe language of an Irish patriot. The heaviest | or misconduct of their husbands. As, however, none of cdg caver 
ebony-ruler we keep on the desk had to be produced before the sportive | succeeded in obtaining redress, it 1s ayo that the magistrate, a 
gentleman retired from our premises to place something or other in the | it was ‘‘six of onc,” thought it might be a case of half a dozen of the 
hands of his solicitor. other "—sex. Sanne 





It is certainly an unusual case for a duchess to be married or twelve Two Mothers, 
years without presenting her husband with a sweet babe. But why (A BALLAD.) 
should the unexpected arrival of an infant under such circumstances give ; eects 
*funbounded delight” to the natives of such a prosaic country as Scot- 
land ?—delight which causes them to set bells ringing, bonfires blazing, 
and fire rockets, squibs, crackers, and artillery, Dut Scotchmen often 
see a joke when others cannot, 


‘©Ou, why is thy baby so plump and so gay?” 
Asked a mother, in tears, of another one day, 

‘¢ Your bright little darling seems ever to thrive, 
While my dearest cherub keeps scarcely alive ! 
My baby is fretful, and haggard, and pale— _ 
All night and all day he does nothing but wail, 








BARON NORDENSKJOLD is going to make an attempt to scratch a poll. No food seems to nourish him,—surely he'll die ! 
The bold Baron will experience some difticulty to reach it, though, as While Pacey hig ovens | Oh why ? tell me, why?” 
its top-knot stands up farther north than any man has hitherto stretched y . ; , 
fingers out to, CiiORDS, . 

Then answered that mother with gladness and pride, 

Oats are cheap in Manitoba. So they should be, as numbers of the 7 always get, for my little pet, | 
young men who emigrate to Canada have paid very heavy premiums to The famed Baby Biscuits by Wilson supplied, 
gain experience in the art of sowing wild oats in this country. After American Biscuits—well known far and wide ! ” 
leaving the land of their birth, it dawns on these warm wanderers that 








the cultivation of good sound hot grain is the better spec, and they settle 
down, virtuously spending their evenings in draughty log-huts, reading 
** Jack and the Beanstalk” or ‘‘ Dick Whittington,” and judiciously im- 
bibing weak tea cold, instead of perusing French novels in easy chairs, 
while sipping Mumm’s ‘‘dry.” Iefore going to plank beds at night, 
they invariably either think or talk a great deal about oats. Happy 
land! happy land! | 


Tie papers have recently made merry at the expense of a gentleman 
named Smith, of Canterbury, who, it appeared, got married one day and 
applied the next to the parish workhouse for relief. Mr. Smith, although 
his providence may be called into question, acted atall events consistently. 
He took himself a wife—he got unifed, that is to say, and then applied 


to the (/nion. 
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KISSING THE BABY. 


Lord G.—“YOU’LL HAVE TO DO IT, SO KISS HIM WITH A GOOD GRACE 
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KISSING THE BABY. 
(See Cartoon.) 

THk dramatists of recent days 

Have sometimes striven, in their plays, 

Our pleased attention to engage, 

By introducing on the stage, 

The persons of infants of tender age. 


A baby girl, or baby boy, 

Is sweet, and soft, and queer, and coy, 
A baby can’t tell wrong from right, 

A baby’s weak and helpless quite, 


And therefore we feel for the poor wee mite. 


The Baby | ranchise, like the rest, 
Is just a darling to be blest 

And petted up and proudly shown 
And watched to see if it has grown, 
Until it is able to walk alone. 


’Tis making in the House of Lords 
A. fresh appearance on the boards ; 
Lut this deponent knoweth not, 

As yet, if now it vives a plot 


To tragedy, comedy, farce, or what. 
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IIFRE, ‘great little Davey” appears as the Dane, 
In his full-bottomed wig, and his buckles and sh 
A natural Hlamlet—albeit too vain 
| rving the play just to suit his own views. 


2.—JOUN PiilLirp KEMBLE. 
ITere’s ‘*the Roman,” John rb yi so solemn and slow, 
With sables, and feathers, and furs well bedecked : 
As Hamlet, /e only the scholar he how, 


IIe cou Id **spout,” but had little dramatic effect. 


HAMLETS, ANCIENT AND MODERN. 





>.—IIENRY IRVIN 
H{ere’s Irving, renowned both for cultwe and ** clutch, 
‘/is amlet, in parts, was undoubtedly great ; 


He gave ita p psychological touch, 
If he wasn't ‘essively regal in yvait, 
1.~WILSON BARRRITT, 


ITere’s I}arrett, a melodramatic young Dane, 

Who, though restless, has in him true tragedy stufi, 
But, stay! I'd best give—lest you readers complain 
t / h of © Hamlet,” but Ilamlet enough. 


a ‘ Bhadd ak 











| A MOST TIRESOME STATE OF THINGS. 
It heen held to be th t duty of Englishmen to keep their powe ry 
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Newspaper Extracts of the more or near futur. 

A DIFFICULTY has arisen between the Cabinets of Berlin and Down- 

ing Street. The firmness displayed by the British Government appeai 

torender a submission to the views of Germany an extrem ely unlikely way 


it of the dilemma. Curiously enough, Prince Bismarck is chuckling in 

remarkable way. 

(CHoRIC COMMENTARY /y the BRITISH LION, You needn’t think to 
up and try on ge he nsense with the British Li-on. He's not the 
scared, and begs to state he’s quite prepared. ) 


* . * 


party to be 
A DECLARATION of war on the part of Great Pritain is 

pected, Prince Bismarck is still chuckling more strangel) than ever. 

| (CHor. Comm. dy B, Lion. You'll stand in need of all your might. 

| ene on, I rather like a fight! I’m not afraid of you, my braves ; ‘and 

| sane never shall be slaves !) 

| 


hourly e 





* * * * * 

ALL the available ships of the British navy have gone out for the p 
ose f | bombarding the German coast- va The tirst contingent of 
| il. Strange to 


Hritish troops has ane quietly landed on German soll. 
the disemb arnation was offered, The bombar 


relate, no Oppo itl 
t by the brit h war. hips has not, curious to tell, yet commenced, 


SEVERAL small boats filled with German police have rowed out. to 
the british ships, and taken possession of them, 

The Germans encamped at the place of debarkation have turned out 
to be police, not soldiers ; and have arrested the British army, 

These strange proceedings are accounted for by the fact of Germany 
having, at the last moment, and in an unexpected manner, refused to 
supply Great Britain with the necessary supplies of gunpowder for 
carrying on the war. [England has none of her own, except a few 

yinds in the hands of landed proprietors ; but this is not available for 
first of jin Foo is at hand. 

Karnest representations by the ho lon Cabinet having failed to in- 
duce the Berlin Cabinet to forward the supply of gunpowder, there seems 
no alternative but to abandon » war, Great disappointment is felt 
at this abortive termination to the affair. As the incident has cost Ger 
many nothing except some new truncheons for the police, Bismarck has 
decided to charge Great Britain seventeen and tenpence, and think no 
more of the matter. 

(CHor. Comm, /y B. L. Confound and hang it! I’ve been done ! 

7./ expect to have some fun: but, all frivolity apart, I'll lay this lesson 


military purposes, as the 


» “ 
IN consequence of the state of things so startlingly revealed to Great 
fiasco, the manufacture of gunpowder has been 
eat scale at all the government factories. A bonu 


of ten pour terling per ounce turned out has also been offered to pri 
vate manufacturers, with a view to encouraging the industry, England 
is getti full of gunpowder that there is no room for anything else ; 
and the lic have been f yrbidden to smoke, or wear nailed boots in 
the streets, for fear of an ent. War a been 


leclared between Great ‘Bei and France. The British ships and 
troops have proceeded to the Fr rench coast. There is no lack of pow 
In consequence of Great Britain being entirely dependent upon France 
for her supply of guns and rifles, and of her being at present wholly 
estitute of either, the British troo;s have had to surrender to the French 
gendarmes, Irance meanly refus i to supply arms. 
(CHor. Comm. of Brir——But, lor! what does it matter? He'll 


make some other blunder next time, bless you ! and so on adinfinitum !) 








Tite Soudanese women blush white when British officers look through 
lusky fair ones. On the other hand, Chinese 


their field-glasses at these | 
ladies blush magenta when Gallic warriors wink playfully and toss them 
igarette 
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WARSLES OF THE WEEK. NOT BAD ENOUGH FOR THAT! 


Set 10 THE F, ABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, Ir is now some months ago that we happened to go and call on a dear 

friend of ours, the blessing of whose acquaintance we had enjoyed 
from childhood. The instant we saw the old man we knew that some 
terrible apprehension was unsettling his mind. He was seated upon 








Y ’ nw, ad ve teats «22 , . , y 77 | 
New Series, No. 45. AIR (with skilfully introduced chorus)—“ The 
hiookmaker,’ 











O doubt the chap could stand a lot, thorns, and surrounded by American newspapers. 
| | And still serenely smile, ‘*You are attempting to conceal some great trouble preying upon your 
Ife was the sort of feller wot vitals, old man,” we said, taking his trembling hand. 
| [las not got any guile. The poor old gentleman buried his face in his great bandanna, and 
A card with such a mild repute murmured, ‘* No, no—not trouble; only apprehension. My poor boy 
You wouldn't easy get, my son—he you used to dandle on your knee: he’s—he’s there!” 
And just the very cove to suit ‘* There? Where?” we asked, ‘§ Not—not anywhere where the 
! | My purposes—you bet. cholera is prevalent ¢ . 

spoken) Ah, talking about ‘‘ betting, ’’- ‘*No, no; far worse, In America, where the Pestilential 

‘Efi! my noble sportsmen, will you bet | —I mean Presi: lential election is raging, Oh, my poor boy!” 
upon this race? | ‘You fear, then, that he may fall a victim to some political revolver?” 
Odds upon the favourite, a monkey for ‘* No, no; wors se—far worse. Oh, Mr. FUN! he is a weak-minded 
_ a place. | boy, so easily led _ Oh ! if he should be tempted to—but, no, no! 
I'll bet against the horses, or I’ll bet | my boy has his faults, but he is too good for that. Tell me, have you 
| against the riders, seen the nominations for the Presidentship?’’ The interest with which 
I.ven money on the field, and any price outsiders ! the old man asked this—his fixed stare of breathless anxiety—were 


harrowing, awful. We repeated the names of the nominees. 


It was this smiling chap I cho ‘‘No other name ?—not, not my boy’s?” he whispered quickly, 


To tell the current new 





sing te Te oe | ‘We have seen no mention of him as a candidate for the President- 
Ifow **S hiy Commissions ney ( ; a ese 
To meet shipown , siete ‘ Hips we sala, me : 
ticuk Cia a cei With a sigh of intense relief the old man sank back in his chair, ‘My 
| “geet othe ~ orf 1") b y h is bee n out there, and I have not heard from him, fo a years, he 
ad thor seen beers fc Se Cale . J people change BOs ble m2; hi have grown wicked enough for 
ine cevanintmadh thin taal them to select him for—but, no, no!—I wrong my boy,’ 
fokem) Mentioning ‘‘ turf,” by the way, ' : ' . . . 
Hi ! my noble sportsmen, will you back this needy case ? WF made it our bu = to call again, soon after the above, on the 
All the people looking out to tind a dryish | ‘y old man, His eye was bright with satisfaction and hope. Ife took our 
With wet inside the h es, and with wet upon the biers, HANG in both his, and crowed. *‘ No mention of my boy—not a word 
Heaps of water on the tield, and ev'ry one lers | bout him yet in any of the American papers! No, no!—he’s not bad 


enough; I wronged him, I {e’ll come safe out of it all yet, that he will ! 
‘They wouldn’t have him as President. No, no; and what’s more, they 
wouldn't have him as Chief Secretary. No, no, my poor boy's only 
weak-minded, not naturally criminal. And—and they wouldn’t have 
him as a member of Congress—not even as that. They respect my boy 


jhe rioting at ** Brummavem,’ 
And all that follows on 
(The libels, lies, and oaths, and them) 


I brought for him to « 


Hfow Lloyd wv n for Warwickshis 
7 ' ; in America, (cood-day—good-day !” 
To my regret pro aa 1, > 
And how I hoped, next 7c ieee ; : . . 


They ll be more stable f 
(ofodcn) Ah! ref rring ta * 

mit me to exclaim, 
**FTi! my noble sportsmen, will you bet | 

upon the race ? 


AGAIN we went to see the old man. He leaped up from his chair, 
embraced us, chuckled, and danced about among his American news- 
papers. ** Hooray!” he squeaked, ** my son is cut out fora great career in 

{ America. I told you they wouldn't have hi Presid S , 
{\ America, told you they wouldn’t have him as President, or Secretary, 
\\ or Member of Congress? Well they won’t have him as any kind of State 
.\ o il $4! , ‘ < ao ce . > o 





Will you bac! k the Liberals or Tories for | Secretary, or Judge, or Beadle, or Speaker! And, more than that even— 
_ *a place’? | they won’t let him have a hand in governing any of the States, ‘hat they 
Join the Randy-Pandyites (or Govern- won't! The American people respect and honour my boy ; they recognise 
ment deriders), . | his honesty. Good day—bless you!” 
Will you back the Parnellites, or only be outsiders ? * * * * 


The Princess Christian opened a 
Bazaar in Brighton town; 
\nd with a noble park there they 


It try to ¢ 4 

I l th kye w roubled still, 
Ay ned Fitzgeral : 

\ ( ne hopes pass his Pull, 


(Spoken) Alluding to ‘race, I may say enq llring 
‘Tfi! my noble sportsmen, will you back the 


Of cholera in I’ani which 
Is not at all a joke, 

The Agnew libel case (though rich, 
Hrooke’s sorry that he spoke }), 




















r 
And Cleveland boss of U.S.A., 
I told with winks and nods, THE next time we saw that old man he seemed quite wild. He insisted 
Butthere! I foundhe’dsneakedaway, | on having a game at leap-frog, and drinking three bottles of port to steady 
And, bless us ! what's the odds his nerves before he could trust himself to speak. Then he screamed, 
And ufrofos of odds" I will | **My son in America, bless you! they don’t know how to honour him 
ay tad : enough. His uprightness dazzled them. He applied for a situation to 
“Hit my noble sportsmen, will you | sweep out the government omen in the State of s and, if you'll 
| note the Jewish ra believe it, they didn’t consider him fitted even for //az,” 

| They have their eyes on Palestine for ‘He must be an unusually 1 ecu young man, your son,” we said. 
ies Onising space ; ‘Upright? No word for it. He dazzled em, They won’t let him 
Of such api t any Way We couldnt be ceriders, touch a government errand bx ee eee fork! And yet,” and here 
| For there they'd have a proper field, no longer utsiders, the old man’s voice was tro iblex yoy has his faults. Those three 
ve forgeries she served his time at Portlan for—and that pagan y business 
ind the burglaries he used to do over here—And I hear he’s in the 


A A, - 1B} N HIMSELF,—The Speaker, ime line o’ busine ver in America ! 














Mr sa 













































_ WIN 
JOVEMBER 19, 1884. iz [ oN 22 
NOVEMBER 19, 4 2 p> IN. 229 
Wanted, a Working Man! ranean —7 
(Certain sarcastic journals have been lately hinting that a real Tory | 
working man—who /s a working man—is difficult to tind; and that, 
Lord Salisbury could only find one to hob-nob with him, he would 
happy, &c., &c.] 
, . ° is 
To Working Men :—The advertiser 
Seeks a real, live working man 
(Who of sense is not a prizer), = 
rr . ee 
lo assist the Tory plan. S 
Peers he rev’rently must follow, S 
And obey their lofty chief ; _ aS 
And Tory promises (all hollow !) = BSS (/ 
He must think deserve belief, ISS NA | 
7 . = ———S _ 
Ife must fancy that the Tories SS 


Are his class’s truest friends— 
That they never utter ‘‘ stories” 
Just to suit their private ends. 
Ife must pet the reckless Randy, 
And his ‘leary ” talk applaud, 
Swallow Staffy’s sugar-candy, 
And cali Bright **a ribald fraud.” 





And when each noble of this nation 
Joes his senatorial feats 
(Blocking up all legislation, Se, 
As Bold Bedford ‘* bars ”’ his streets), 
Then oy workman is expected 
To be thankful, and rejoice ; 
\nd o’er Liberal Hills rejected 
He must sing with cheerful voice 


aaaud 





And the working man, to suit us, 
Must treat Gladstone as his foe ; 
Never struggling to uproot us ; 
Just because no sense we show. S. 
The man to fill this situation =) 
Must, in short, be quite a dunce, = 
We need a lot for this vocation— aye 
| Please <ion’t a// apply at once ! y- 
, (thy 








‘ ) 
A} | 


cay 
Hi) 














al 
4 Ati | 











[The above must be paid for as an advertisement.—ID. of 
| FuN,] 


ANOTHER Insult to the Irish Flag (according to the Irish 
'party).—Being carried by a Campbell Banner-man. 





WAN'T 


A Conservative a iation recently passed a ition, calling 

Bright thus. Artful 
ye nani es YOU DO FAVOUR YOUR OLD FATHER, SIR! 
A-SAYIN’, ‘NO HIONRs? OLD LAROURER AS EVER WORK FOR 
A SHILLUN’ FUR ’BACCA ’S LONG 


A STERLING MEMORY. 


fee, —““ KNOW YE, SIR? I SH’D THINK sO! Lor, ‘ow 
I CAN ‘Most ’KAR ’IM NO\ 
MF SHALI 


;??? 


Ola flo 


I Gor 'FKFER A ONE 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAY,—Debate on ze Amendment of Mr. Stanhope to ze Bill of 
Franchise. Sir Dilke say to me he is jolly glads zare seem hope of a 
settlement, as ze young mans say to ze fader of ze girl he is going to 
|marry. I say, ‘* Yes, ole mans, Stan-hope.” He say he hope I'll stand 
somesink aftare zat. Zare is spleet in ze Number 4 Party. Mr. Gorst 
say Lord Randolph have left it, and Randy visper to me it is Gorst zat 
have deserted it 3 ze vondare is vich of ze two is ze l’arty Numbare 4. 
At any rate, I say to zem, if von of you have leave ze 4 Party, zen zare 
| are only tree in ze 4 Party. Kandy say no, zare are still 4. I say how 
lo he make it out? He say ** Balfour.” Chaplinup. Very heavy. I 
say to Varton, ‘fI alvays seem to be in chapel ven I am listenink to 
hapelin.” I rise—I say, ** Mr. Spikare, zis Amendment asks provision 
r ze arrangement of electoral areas. I beg to move for Committee of 
nqviries. Let us zen take ze evidence of ze Vest-end bobbies and z 
Zey know more about provisions for ze area zan ze whole lot of 





( 

f 
] 
c 


KS, 
| 5 ; bd | y } 
us altogezzare.” Ze Spikare name me, and I am chuck out, aftare vic! 
Mie 
ey divide, and ze Government get ze pool. 
1 > | 4 ° | ‘ - 1 
In ze Lords on Monday ze double barrel Lord Napier, also kttrick, 


resent petition from ze Indian subjects in Madras to shorten ze transfe1 
» Government zare from ze plains to ze hills. Anozzare double barrel 
Pr . b | : ** , ‘ 


, ae Lingh- and Chandonc cay } +} 2PYy y 
> of Buckingham and Chandos, say it 1s plain zey must ¢ 


| I r, ze Du 4 
| from ze hot air of ze plains to ze cool air of ze hills to escape ze ills zat 
flesh is heir to. 

‘Vat?’ I say to dear ole Villiams G., ‘‘I vas sink you gone to ze 
Gilded Hall of your Lor Maire, Have you lost ze Eton Latin Grammar 
and have no qvotations ready for zem?” He say zare is no time for 
feast, l'ranchise Bill coming into Committee keep him fast. Ile put von 
hand inside his coat-collare and nearly hit me in ze eye ven he flourish 
ze O7zare, and exclaim, 

‘* Shall I, then, like Esau, miss 
I‘uture fame for present | 
Birthright lose for mess of pottag 
No! I serve mine age, not Nottage.’’ 


as 2 
ALLAN 





/e Tories, ven Colonel Stanley move Amendment to Clause 2 to keep 
ze Franchise bottle up till Kedistribution is uncork, say like Sir Valtare 
Scott’s Marmalade, ‘* On, Stanley,on!” Neverzelesser ze Amendment 
is lost, and e/a ze Bill go troo Committee. Mr. Voodall, ze ** ladies’ 


man,” bring in his Bill to give lovally voman ze Iranchise, as if she had 


not charms enough. I hope his Bill pass, a for! ze next election I 
sall put up for borough vare zare are great lots of ladies, and vare ze 
ozzare candidates is marricd man, Zare vill be not no necessity to talk 
politics ; tickle Pollies undare ze chins, and esqveeze all zeir hands in- 
stead. Sure to get majority. 

Tuesday.—Lord Dodson take his seat vit ze Lords. Now he call 
himself Monk-Bretton. I sink FitzDod vould have sound bettare. 
Iranchise Billin ze Commons, Ze tree time of askink. \Veadjourn to 
- lay, and zen ze noble lords read Iranchise Hill first time. In ze 





iT ‘ ‘ ‘ 
Commons ve are in Supply for Egypt and Bechuanaland, Zat Vilfrid 
1] be on his pins, He object to relieve Gordon, ) toteetals, yet so 
ntemperate 
an 7. r .| rma 
NEW LEAVES. 
/ongman’ I elight! story, ** Jack’s Courtship,” i 
pectedly drawing towar ici 
y 
(nela id » AS i li, pre! ney pg 1 thr 
Macmician git EW ry, ‘* Boroughdale of Boroughdale,”’ 
yey F ni y ares 3 ' +} . oh : —_—e aS : 
4 fie cMidd? ) ANG Of, 4¥i ‘ Jeo I ii Lif »¢ Irnai VCP new 


volumes, and both begin new stories. both have been so uniformly 
well done that it is scarcely to be expected they can be ‘* better than 
ever;” but if it were possible, there are evidences in that direction in 
the present numbers; though we cannot say we care for the 


frontispiece to St. Nichovas, as a print or as a work of art. 


| } 
COiourea 


Household Words is always deserving of the praise we are de 
give it. 

The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion has many varied fashions, which it wi 
be the ladies’ delight to follow. Some are charming; some, t f 
thinking, absurd ; but ‘we ” ar nly “ ' 








GE To Coreasronvants.—Zhe Aaditor does 


mot bind Aimsel/ to acknowledge, rtiurn, or fay Jer Conmirieutions, 
accompanitd by a tlamped and directed emvutio~e 


im =e (mee Wn they a reterest wees 
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MYSELF. 


A LITTLE SEW-SEW. 


Elder Sister.—‘‘ It WAS PERFECTLY AWFUL, MAuD; I HAD TO TAKE CAPTAIN SPOONINGTON ABOUT ALL THE AFTERNOON BY 
You KNOW WHAT HE IS; I TELL You IT WAS CRUEL WorK,.” 
Maud (just a little bit spiteful), —“ CRRWEL WoRK? OH, I SUPPOSE SO; AND YOU DOING ALL THE DESIGNING, EH?” 























Tory Humour. 
(There is an advertisement issued in a terribly Tory organ, sneeringly referring to 
Mr. Gladstone as ‘ The People’s Baker.”) 
IN an advertisement by Tories framed, 
‘The People’s Baker” is the Premier named, 
A covert sneer Conservatives intend, 
Against the People’s best and truest friend. 
And yet the Grand Old Baker they would jeer, 
Is one whose aims the nation will revere. 
The people know that he, whom Tories dread, 
Will give our land good legislative bread, 
And unlike many bakers in this state— 
He doesn’t give bad measure or short weight. 





Revised Version of an Old Rhyme. 
(BY oUR FRIEND THE ENEMY.) 
MULTIPLICATION is annihilation 
To us Tories—ah, how sac ! 
And our Rule of Three® is spoilt by G., 
These divisions make us mad ! 
* The Rule of Randolph, Salisbury, and Stafford. 


READY THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 20. 
Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC for 18885. 


TWELVE PAGES OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE BEST 
ARTISTS OF THE DAY. 


Literary Matter by best Authors. 





Fust Out. Price One Shilling. 


ON LON LOA dl dl 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1885. 


One Hundred and Twelve Pages of Humorous Art and Literature, 
by the Best Authors and Artists of the Day. 


**Tom Hood's ‘Comic Annual’ is full of good things, and the illustrations are most 
appropriate and amusing.”—Sunday Times. 
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Surrender ? | pM 


Because Gladstone has now to Conservative peers 
A suggestion re compromise tendered, 
Some Tories are hinting, with barely-veiled sneers, 
That the great Liberal Chief has surrendered. 
‘Conservative sheets, in effect, seem to say— 
‘* Lo! we and Lord S. now have got our own way ; 
‘We have brought down this Gladstone, the Radical’s Pet !” 
To which exclamation we answer, ‘‘ Not yet!” 
‘ You bet— 
Peers will have to go through the Franchise Bill yet! 





And some, of extreme revolutionist views, 
Seem disposed at our chieftain to grumble ; | 
Yes, the People’s Best Friend they’re inclined to accuse 
Of being a trifle too humble, 
As if Gladstone were really a leader to ** sell ” | 
The people by whom he is trusted so well ! | 
No ; though with a compromise Peers he has met, 
Have they, think you, vanquished our Premier? Not yet. 
Don’t fret— 
Our G, O. M. ne’er has deceived us as yet. 


But, mind, if these meddlesome Lords shou!d again 
(After having this chance of repentance) 
Endeavour to make Reform labours all vain, 
They’d assuredly seal their own sentence. 
Then let them be heedful, and keep on their hair, 
And of their behaviour in future take care ! 
Or, though for the present the Peers are marked “ stett,” 
They may find themselves stopped at their little game yet. 
Though they’ve met 
With kindness ¢47s time, we may punish them yet ! 


Let us hope that Reform will now labour unchecked, 
Making better our land’s legislation, 
Both parties assisting to give it effect 
To show JZoth are friends to the nation. 
Too long have these Peers and Conservatives spurned 
All Bills wherein Great Britain’s good was concerned, 
But ow let us hope they more wisdom will get, 
And don’t let them fancy they’re victors !—not yet. 
There’s a debt— 
Which (if they’re not careful), we’ll settle up yet. 





AT the City Summons Court recently, a Mr. F. Humphrey MAN, 
was fined ten shillings for throwing hot coppers among the 
crowd on Lord Mayor’s day. Unfortunately from the crowded 
state of the public-houses on that day, we fear this case was not 


the only case of *‘ hot coppers.” 





‘ 
' 
2. 


St: 
Sey. 
>= +3 





O'Flinskin.—‘‘ MISTHER MACRELL, YE’RE A RESPECTABLE THRADES- 


AND I'LL GIVE YIZ THE ORDHER, NOW.” 

MacRell,—“‘ It’s MESILF'LL BE PLAZED TO TAKE IT, SORR.” 

O Flinskin,—‘* WELL, THIN, WILL VE B& SO KIND AS TO SEND YOUR 
GOSSOON OF A BHOY ROUND TO ME House WITH A Rep Herr'n!” 


ast H NR 

















GOING IN A “BUSTER.” 


I’M GOIN’ TO THRATE MESILF TO A RALE FisH DINNER, SORR, 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE CAB JOKE. 


LONDON LICENSING AUTHORITIES (calling all their family round 
them). Here—I say !—look here—come and see our joke. Those con- 


tinentals say we British have no fun in us; but let ’em take a look at | u 
| as a bit hard on a fel 


what we’re about to do, and they'll alter their minds. Here’s a man 
coming for a cabman’s license. Now you all get behind the curtains and 
see the fun; only don’t let him hear you giggle, or it may spoil it. 

GUILELESS ASPIRANT. If you please, I should like a cabman’s license. 

AUTHORITIES (stuffing their handkerchiefs in their mouths), Oh, cer- 
tainly! No difficulty about that. Easiest thing in the world, 
hand me the fee, and I hand you the license and the badge. There you 
are—a full-blown cabman, with a right to ply—no, I mean to driv—no, 
not exactly that, but aright to take your pla—ahem !—good-day, and 
good luck to you. . . I say, you fellows shouldn't giggle so loud. 

CABMEN ON STAND. Hullo—here’s the authorities been at their jokes 
again. Can’t help a-laughin’ at it, although we ’ave a feller-feelin’ for 
the cove. Don’t let him see us a-grinnin’. 

GUILELEss ASPIRANT. Good morning. I’m one of younow. Which 
is my place? 

CABMEN ON STAND. Place? Wot place? There ain’t no more than 
six on us allowed ’ere, and ere’s the six on us aready. ’Fraid you ’ave 
to go and—go an’ find—wot—ho ! ho! what a funny lot them authorities 
is, to be su———._ ( They die of laughing, in spite of themselves). 

POLICEMAN ON BRAT. Hullo! here’s another o’ them victims of the 
Licensing Authorities’ practical jokes a-coming. It’s really a regler 
shame ; only it’s so very funny that one can’t help laugh—— Ton 
then, you mustn’t crawl along there. Move on. 

GUILELESS ASPIRANT. Well, but I must crawl, ’cos there ain't no 
place on the stands. W’ere am I to——? 








You | have your cab on the stage ! 


| Well, why don’t—ho ! ho! 


PoLiceMAN. Ar—¢hat’s more than I can tell you. AllI knowis, 
you mustn’t crawl about. He! he! Blest if I ever saw sucha ’umorous 
lot as them Licensin’ Author—— (Zxfires of cacchination). 

RAILWAY CoMPANIES. Dear me !—look here—here is another victim 
of the humorous propensities of those licensing authorities, It’s really 
very funny, although when you come to think about it, it does strike you 
Now then, there, you can’t hang about in this 
station ; it’s private property. Off you go to your own your own 
st—st--stand. Really, we could hardly get the word out for laughing at 
the notion, his own stan—st— (7/ey succumb to excessive hilarity). 

THEATRICAL MANAGER. Here—look here, cabby, we really can’t 








SHOPKEEPER. No, hang it all, cabman! I haven’t room for your 
turn-out in my shop! 

PRIVATE HOUSEHOLDER. Look here, Jehu; you can’t walk your cab 
round my garden—it spoils the beds, No, no; there’s no room for it in 
the dining-room either—no, nor in the best bedroom. (7hey all suffer 
dissolution brought on by insupportable merriment. ) 

GUILELESS ASPIRANT. I say, Mr. Authorities, I thought you gave me 
a license to drive a cab? 

LICENSING AUTHORITIES, Exactly! 
drive a cab? 

GuILeELess ASPIRANT. Why, how can I? W’ere am I to drive it? 

LICENSING AUTHORITIES, Where? Haven't you a coach-house ? 

GUILELESS ASPIRANT. Coach’-us? Yes, of course I've a coach-'us } t 


LICENSING AUTHORITIES ( ositively unable to contain themselves), 
hy don't you driv—drive it round that? 

big enough—ho! ho! Oh dear! 
hy, it isn’t our faul—— (7hey 
The duli 


Quite so. Well, don’t you 


Of course, if your coach-house isn’t 
oh dear! you'll be the death of us ! 
collapse, in company with all the other enjoyers of the joke, 
Aspirant alone does not even smile !) 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue Comepy.—* O, snakes !” is naturally the first exclamation that 
rises to the mind in a consideration of the new piece just presented here 
— The Grand 
Mogul, They 
are probably 
intended as 
one of the 
principal at- 
tractions, if 
not fhe prin- 
cipal attrac- 
tion, of the 
piece; and no 
doubt tomany 
they wi'l pre- 
sent all the 
seductive at- 
traction of re- 
pulsion. Al- 
though the 
whole idea is extremely nasty, there is very little absolute repulsion 
about them, however, their being ‘‘ on the stage,” and part of a “‘ spec- 
tacle,” robs them, to the mental consideration of many, of much of their 
reality, and they become little more than rather uninteresting lumps of 
something with a disinclination to unfold itself, suggestive of sliminess 
maybe, and a “‘ snoozling ” appreciation of their quarters about Miss St. 
John’s neck and arms; they are far more pleasant than the nasty little 
white mouse first introduced ; but then perhaps I have more intimate 
knowledge of the habits of white mice than of ‘‘ well-developed cobras,” 
I kept specimens of the former in my desk at school, and my school- 
master’s nasal development being of the class so objectionable to the 
late Napoleon the First—he found it out. 








Tugs Comepy,—* THe Graanp Mo Guitt!” 


BuT to return to 7he Grand Mogul, the plot may be dismissed without 
even the conventional two words. It turns in some vague way on two 
necklets of beads, one correctly described as white, the other erroneously 
spoken of as black (for the most grovelling tyro can see that they area 
sort ot *‘ black-leady”’ grey. Anything further I have been unable to 
trace, unless the rump-steak introduced into the last act has something 
to do with it. The dialogue never rises above the ordinary tiresome level 
usually distinguishing the work of ‘‘ the only librettist,” and we are not 
half through the first act before we come upon the usual jocular biblical 
allusion—this time not quite so offensive, perhaps, as in previous in- 
stances, and from the frequency of its mention there seems to be an idea 
that there is something very comical in ‘‘the Old Kent Road.” When 
I’ve time I'll go and see. 


THE curtain rises on a market scene where the lack of general custom 
is so conspicuous that the market people are reduced to the expedient 
of driving bargains with each other, which they do with much brisk- 
ness and animation, though with apparently small pecuniary profit. 
This is followed by some comical antics by Mr. F. Wyatt, and a “‘ pas- 
sage at lips” with a neat little lady (Miss Farebrother) who reminds me 
of Miss Constance Loseby in many ways, and then we make the re-ac- 
quaintance of our friend young Rip Van Winkle (we know his voice, 
bless you ! and its peculiar high intonation at the end of a sentence) in 
a costume eminently suited for wear in a sultry clime, Shortly after this 
Miss St. John, radiant and in capital voice, sings a song to a white 
mouse, which, however, is deaf to her cajoleries, and refuses to run up 
and down her arm. Then there arsives a comical, quirky individual 
known as Arthur Roberts, in a bedgown and a broad-brimmed turban, 
whom everybody laugheth at consumedly, albeit most of his conversation 
consists of turf slang; the actor is geauinely comical, however—you 
should see him when he says he has ‘‘great influence with the magis- 
trates ;”’ and what I may perhaps be allowed to call his ‘‘ songlet ” in 
the last act is funny. 


THE next acquaintance we make is that of the Prince with the neck- 
lace, whose green silk underpants are so lovely that he has not had the 
heart to put any trousers over them. Then comes the Princess, his be- 
trothed, the snake-charming, and the end of the act. The main points 
of the next act are Miss Farebrother’s really excellent singing of ‘‘ The 
Legend,” (which obtains a well-deserved encore), a conspiring trio, and 
the c ing of the Priace’s necklace, with his consequent downfall. 
The third act consists of a rumpsteak and the restoration of the neck- 
laces. 


THe music is perhaps not altogether unworthy of the composer of Zes 
Cloches de Corneville and Rip Van IVinkie, but there is nothing much 
out of the conventional vein to be found in it; there are about the usual 
number of choruses for ‘‘ pages’ and “‘ladies in waiting,” with their 
conventional cadence, some rather namby-pamby songs for the tenor, and 








so on, all tuneful enough, but as far as can be said on a single hearing, 
nothing out of the ordinary way. The dresses are brilliant enough, 
but except for the Oriental ones, not remarkable for design. 


THe Avenve.—The fate of Mr. Burnand’s latest essay presented at 
this house, under the title of ust in 7%me, seems such a precarious one 
that it is obtrusively on the cards that the piece may be withdrawn before 
these valuable lines see the light. It is understood that the date of the 
story, which was originally placed at somewhere about 1884, was at the 
last moment thrown back about a hundred years in the interests of the 
scenic and costume department. This change is believed to have been 
effected so much at the last moment that the characters had only bare 
time to get into their Directory garments before the curtain went up ; 
hence the title of the play ! 


Mr. BURNAND, in the course of his dramatic career as a quite suffi- 
ciently comical, but not particularly original burlesque-writer, has now 
and again tried his hand at melodrama with consistent failure, so that he 
might almost begin to take the lesson to heart somewhat. There is so long 
and wide a record in his favour from the laughter- loving public, that there 
is really no need to augment it by such means as the piece under notice. 
Some of the critics have professed to find the germ of Fus¢ in Time ina 
French novel called ‘‘ Mérindol.” Mr. Burnand says his piece is *‘ ori- 
ginal decidedly ;” those who are sufficiently interested in the question 
will settle it most satisfactorily by referring to the said novel themselves 
(which will be a good thing for the author, and not necessarily a bad one 
for Mr, Burnand). 


For my own poor part, if I had never heard of the French book, I 
should have considered the play quite un-original enough for anything. 
(‘* Original” and its converse, be it understood, is here used in the 
dictionary sense, and not with the ‘‘ custom of the trade” theatrical sig- 
nificance.) The prologue is short, sharp, brisk, and effective, and the 
mechanical change (though inartistic in the face of a supposed lapse of 
seven years), capitally done, but there is really no need to dwell upon 
the mass of talk, absurdity, and conventionality which follows. To the 
** original decidedly ” dictum, Mr. Burnand adds that his play ‘‘ may be 
good, bad, or indifferent, he doesn’t say.” I will, however, stake my 
critical reputation on the statement that it is neither good nor indifferent. 


Mr. JOHN S. CLARKE as Dr. Pangloss disguised as a flautist, with a 
catch word, and a flute which, as a critic says, ‘‘ does everything but 
play,” is a grotesque misapplication which ceases to be laughable after 
awhile. Mr. William Rignold is best off of the actors, I think; Mrs. 
Mellon is there, but that’s all that can be said forher, and Mr. Farren 
plays with all his usual character and finish, Miss Eva Sothern looks 
pretty, too, but nothing comes of it all—and why need I say any more? 
Here’s wishing the company better luck, and Mr. Burnand, too, for that 
matter, 


THe O.ympic.—If the extraordinary freak of withdrawing 77zvi1s just 
as it was beginning to feel its feet, to make way for that uncongenial 
representation of Jerusa’em has not damaged its chances, its reproduc- 
tion ought to be the signal for overflowing houses. There is no piece at 
present playing that can better supply the laughter lover with pabulum. 
Mrs, Conover is afraid that it may not be generally known that its per- 
formance is resumed, so, for her sake I beg to say that it is so, that 
Righton is even funnier than ever, that the fair manageress appears in 
the cast, which is also strengthened by the addition of Miss Jordan, that 
Howard Paul and his ‘‘ Locked Out” now open the programme, and 
that Yerusalem has gone to Jericho, I dare say. 





THE IMPERIAL.—This house of chequered history has been taken in 
hand by yet another tempter of fortune. Mr. H. St. Maur the latest 
comer, certainly deserves credit for conducting his enterprise in no half- 
hearted spirit, and in presenting such artists as Mr. Hermann Vezin, and 
Mrs. Digby Willoughby, he is going the right way to work, and using 
the only possible means of giving himself a chance. Whether Ham/et and 
Richelteu are likely to prove generally attractive without a fashionable star 
actor, or elaborately mechanical scenery is another matter. Success to 
Mr. St. Maur, but he’d better have tried for it nearer the dramatic centre. 


Nops AND WINKs.—We are threatened with two new—I may say 
very new—Hamlets, one at the Olympic, and one at the Gaiety; infor- 
mation regarding the latter, which is in preparation (whatever that may 
mean), seems the more reliable, it is believed to be from the pen of Mr. }. 
W. Yardley ; the pieces are travesties of the Princess’s production of 
course. Mr. W, Terriss in his onslaught one night recently severely cut 
himself either with the “‘ fiery Tybalt’s,” ‘‘ snicker-snee,” or with his 
own ; all has since been diachylon and bread poultices, Saints and} 
Sinners at the Vaudeville passed its fiftieth night awhile since with flying 
colours, NESTOR, 
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THE FINANCIAL ARTIST.—A PATHETIC APPEAL TO THE BRITISH INCOME-TAX PAYER, 
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AN INTERESTING SURVIVAL. 


(‘‘Public and Private Shipbuilding.—Professor Elgar, occupant of the Chair of 
Naval Architecture at Glasgow, has declared that the labour upon the structural iron 
or steel work of the hull of a vessel in the Royal Dockyards costs about £20 per ton 
of weight. In the mercantile marine, vessels of equal strength and durability to those 
of the Royal Navy were carried out for no more than £5 per ton. The difference in 
cost of production was largely attributab!e to the slow ani costly processes of work 
still followed in the Royal Navy, which had long been obsolete in the merchant 
marine.” —Newspafpers J 

WE happened to drop in upon John Bull just as he had finished reading 
the above paragraph. His face was nota reassuring sight at that moment ; 
there was a nasty glare in his eye, and his hand mechanically doubled 
itself up into a fist, while his boot jerked convulsively. 

He found speech at last, and said, 

‘You know those fellows of mine—those chaps I entrust with the 
building of my ships, and the maintenance of my ability to defend my- 
self?” 

‘*Oh yes, we know the gentry,” we replied ; ‘* but calm yourself, my 
dear John.” 

** Ca-calm myself, eh?” said John, gnashing his teeth, ‘Just help 
me find my horsewhip. Nice dear creatures! So anxious all along not 
to put me to any extra expense—not to add to my ‘estimates,’ as they 
call it! So careful to spare my pocket—and never able to give me 
enough ships for fear of that! But now the real reason of the deficiency 
leaks out, sir! They’ve been systematically wasting my money, sir— 
wantonly throwing it away, with about as much care for my interests— 
as long as they get their screw—as so many—ugh ! Doesn’t matter what 
government’s in, sir, it’s always the same! Do you see, sir ?—I have 
now fifty-nine armour-clads, and I might have had a bundred and fifty- 
nine, without a penny on to the ‘estimates’! A set of worse than use- 
less scound——” 

‘* My dear John, you must not speak thus of highly-paid officials !”’ 

** Well, at any rate, you won't object to my well kicking the lot?” 

** No—that will do them a deal of good. And now look here, John— 
everything has its advantageous side. Why not have ar exhibition en- 
tirely devoted to showing your dockyards as they are when at work? It 
would be a most interesting relic of the methods of bygone ages—a most 
quaint survival. You might call it the ‘ Cobwebberies,’ ‘ Jobberies,’ or 
‘ Effeteries.’ You know exhibitions—especially of old world objects— 
are always a great success.”’ 

So we went promptly back to our desk and jotted down an outline for 
the guide to the ‘‘ Effeteries.” Here it is :— 

“METHODS SECTION, SOUTH GALLERY. CONTEMPORARY ME- 
THODS OF BUILDING BRITISH WAR SHIPS in progress (‘ progress’ 
doesn’t seem quite the word either). Ancient Britons at work attempting 
to construct a first-class armour-clad with flint hatchets and implements 
of bone. Workmen attempting to roll out 20-inch armour plating with 











paste-board and rolling-pin. Workmen endeavouring to make rivet- 
holes in steel-casing with wood gimlets. Workmen trying desperately 
to melt pig-iron in common frying-pan, Essays in boring large guns with 
penknife. 

EXPENDITURE SECTION. NORTH-WEST TRANSEPT, Pile of money 
paid to contractors for worthless or fraudulent articles, (It will be neces- 
sary to construct a special building of vast extent to contain this exhibit, 
as the Albert Hall would not be sufficiently capacious). 
paying away money blindfold, Method of throwing money in the dirt. 
Prize verses by high officials setting forth the Veniality of wasting 
Public Money. 

**MINISTERS AND OTHER OFFICIALS’ SECTION. SoOUTH-NORTH- 
EASTERN GALLERY. Collection of Ministers and officials entrusted 
with Maintenance of Navy, stuffed, and covered with cobwebs as 
during life, Comparison between Official exercising his brain in his 
own interest, and exercising it in interests of his country. The brains 
exhibited, showing marked absence of wear and tear in second one, 
Preserved conscience of Minister, showing calosities. 

AMELIORATIONS-FOR-THE-FUTURE SECTION. Competition in patent 
spurs for touching-up future ministers, Knobby stick for stimulating 
action of brain of dockyard official in country’s interest. Machine for 
cutting down salaries paid to useless public servants, Sack for latter,” 
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A DAILY says that the House of Lords has become the subservient 
tool of the Conservative party. Ah! but the H. of L. and the C, P 
also may find out their mistake too(!)ate. 
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A PICTURE THAT IS NOT TO BE Sky&-D,—The sad picture of th 
Crofters’ grievances. 
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A Spooney Sermon. 
(WitH ApoLocizs TO Mr. RUSKIN.) 


{‘* In quite as singularly incomprehensible fidelity of sentiment, my cousin’s last 
baby has fallen in love with a w spoon. Pau! was not more devoted to Virginia. 
The two are inseparable all about the house. . . . He is under the most perfect 
control, pliant as a reed, under the slightest threat of being parted from his spoon. ’— 
Me. Rusxin, “St. Mark's Rest.” 
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Mr. RUSKIN has a cousin, and that cousin has a baby, 

A strong-willed little mortal, as most babies are, you know. 

But doubtless ’tis as merry and as innocent as maybe, 

And probably its ma delights to listen to its crow. 

This baby, it appears, prefers a wooden spoon to play with— 

It hugs the toy both morn and night, and even afternoon ; 

Now, methinks we bigger babies have some toys that we are gay with, 
Of not much greater value than that baby’s wooden spoon, 





Ambition—that’s a toy of ours, a gaily-coloured rattle, 

Ofttimes a fav'rite plaything with us babes of larger growth ; 
Delightfully we clasp it, as we struggle through life's battle, 
And though it often disappoints, to part with it we're loth ; 
We fancy that it whispers to us promises of glory, 

Declaring Fame and Fortune will be in our pathway strewn ; 
And we passionately clasp it (though it often tells a ‘* story’), — 
’Tis to us like Mr. Ruskin’s cousin’s baby’s wooden spoon ! 


There’s Pleasure—how we cherish it, and to our bosoms hug it ; 

When used in moderation it is useful in its way ; 

It is sweeter to the heartsore than a Californian nugget, 

For, in its proper place, it serves to make our spirits gay. 

But some of us, too apt, alas! to think it a// we’re needing, 

Get entangled in the silken threads it spins from its cocoon ; 

And we love it, though from Duty’s path our hearts ’tis sometimes 
leading, 

Just as Ruskin’s cousin’s baby loves its little wooden spoon. 


There's Avarice—some men, alas! to ‘hat are much addicted, 

Yes, Money is the idol that they worship day and night, 
Notwithstanding that with poverty some hearts may be afflicted, 

The golden toy allures them, ’tis so dazzling and so bright. 

This toy affords most pleasure when ’tis used to soothe one’s neighbour, 
But when ’tis kept and hoarded, all its blessing fadeth soon, 

So do not hug that plaything, wasting on it Lite and Labour, — 

As though ’twere Mr. Ruskin’s cousin’s baby’s wooden spoon. 


There's Love—tha?’s scarce a toy, perhaps, though cynics thus define it, 
For what, like Love, can purify the heart and soothe the brain ? 

Yea, what were man without it? and what true heart would resign it ? 
’Tis better than Ambition, Pleasure, Avarice, or Gain. 

To be good, Love should be lasting—not each day a fancied new one, — 
Faithful love for wife, for children, is, indeed, God's greatest boon, 
No, Love's a thing worth keeping (if ‘tis but a pure and true one)— 
Just as Ruskin’s cousin’s baby keeps its little wooden spocn.’ 








AN INTERESTING *‘ Comp.”—The “ talked-of comp ”’-romise. 





A DREADFUL POSER! 


“ GuitpHALt.—Bap Mgat.—ISAAC DENNY, of COCKLEY CLEY, SWAFF.. 
HAM, NORFOLK, INNKEEPER and DEALER, was summoned by Mr. Wil- 
liam Wylde for sending the carcases of seven young sheep to the market for sale, 
which were diseased and unfit for human food. Alderman Savory told the defendant 
that he could fine him £20 en each sheep, or send him to prison for three months 
without the option of a fine. He would, however, take a more lenient course,” &c., 
&c. (Latest specimen of sickeningly recurrent cases of misplaced magisterial leniency. )' 

TyPICAL LONDON MAGISTRATE. Well, prisoner, you have been 
proved guilty of deliberately attempting to poison a few hundred of the 
public by the most loathsome and revolting means. It is in my power 
to render it unlikely that you will repeat the crime by punishing you 
effectually ; however, I will let you off easily, and make it as pleasant 
for youas I can, You will only have to pay, c., Kc. 

CRIMINAL, I’m very much obliged to your worship, and appreciate 
your leaning in my favour. I can easily pay the sum you mention, and 





| further favour of satisfying it)—WHY have you let me off cheap? 




















it will always be worth my while to risk a repetition of the offence at 
this price. Let me shake your hand. By the way—(it’s mere curiosity 
on my part, but I feel sure that your friendliness will grant me the 


Typ. Mac. (after turning many colours, and remaining paralysed for 
a time). Eh?—I—well, upon my word, I am not exactly prepared to 
give a reason ; I—in fact, I haven’t thought it out 

CLERK (recovering from the prostration consequent on the poser ; aside, 
nudging magistrate). No, no, no; don’t say that, for goodness sa ! 

Typ. Mac. Well—why—because—let me see—because I think such 
a class of crime ought to be encoura——no, I don’t mean that either ; I 
mean 

CLERK (as defore). No, no—of course not—say its because 

BEADLE (7 same manner). Say it’s because you’ve—that is 

Typ. Mac. Eh? What? Oh!—well—because one ought to deal 
leniently with a class of crime that has no possible excuse or extenua- 
tion ; which is nothing more nor less than premeditated murder of the 
most degraded, revolting, and merciless kind perpetrated by a class of 
criminals the most sordid and self. no, no! that can’t be my reason. 
(Aside to CLERK.) What 7s my reason? Why on earth don’t you assist 
me? 

CLERK. Well, I’m trying my hardest to think. 
What 7s his reason? Why don't you help ? 

BEADLE. I’m thinking my hardest. (Aszde to CONSTABLE.) What zs 
his reason ? 

CONSTABLE. / don’t know. 

Bgeav.e. 7 don’t know. 

CiEeRK. / don’t know. 

Typ. Mac. (to CRIMINAL). 7 don’t kn—— 

CLERK (aside to MAG.). No, no—don’t go and say that ! 

Typ. MAG. (aside to CLERK, BEADLE, aud CONSTABLE). Well, but 
look here, you fellows; it’s the only thing I cam say, isn’t it? 




















(Aside fo BEADLE.) 











CLERK, BEADLE, and CONSTABLE (Aurried.y consulting), Yes, we? 
suppose it is, after all. 

Typ. MAG. Prisoner, your question is of a nature which it is not 
absolutely incumbent upon us to answer; however, I will take a more 
lenient course. After due consultation with my learned brothers, the- 
Clerk, Beadle, and Constable, I have to inform you that I do not know 
why I have let you off cheap; but I will think the matter over and 
endeavour to find out. 

[Zhe CRIMINAL, having paid the trifle imposed, thanks the TyricaL 
MAGISTRATE, and insists on standing the court a dozen of cham- 
pagne by way of a slight acknowledgment, then leaves the court 
without a stain on his character. Loud applause from the meat: 
consuming public, which is, however, quickly suppressed by aw 
outbreak of blood-poisoning. | 
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Tue first *‘ Robin” dinner of the season was given on Tuesday the 
18th inst., at the Wesleyan School, East Greenwich. There isa saying. 
about *‘ Robin Peter to pay Paul,” but in this instance it is robbing no- 
body to feed those who are /’az/-/y off. 
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An Inspiring Invention. 


AVAUNT, ye fogs, and ye London smoke, 
Your terrors I now defy, | 

No more to disgust shall your doings ;rovoke, | 
For an antidote I can buy. | 

No more need we travel abroad to seek 
Fresh air, as we used to do, 

For, thanks to a notion that’s quite unique, 
We can have change of air, chez nous. 
And the way to indulge in this grand affair, 
Is to purchase some Bottled Italian Air. | 





It is warranted, look you, to make you sing 
In a charmingly dulcet tone, 
Like a musical bell will your voices ring, 
If you purchase a Whats-its-name-phone. 
You can be your own baritone, tenor, and bass, 
Also alto if need should be, 
And may strengthen your voice for *‘ another place,” | 
If you happen to be an M.P. 
Ah! a pretty good number of orators there 
Could do with some Bottled Italian Air. | 


Then get me some gallons, I'll keep it on tap, 
If its advertised worth be real, 

Many bottles I'll keep in my wine-bin, mayhap, 
And inhale it at every meal. 

It may help me plead sweetly with her I adore, 
And when she becomes my mate, 

Her voice unto gentleness it may restore 
When I happen to stay out late! 

So lovers and husbands, ’twere well to prepare 
To lay in some Bottled Italian Air. 








A JOURNAL gives vent to this strange declaration,— 
That ‘‘ England was never a musical nation !” 

Yet its natives have ‘‘ crotchets,” and Fate oft sends ** bars 
To *f minim ”-ise many so-called lucky stars, 

While “‘ sharps ” and their *‘ flats,” all around us abound, 
And discords, alas! are too frequently found. | 
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So ac(ch)ordingly we cannot show approbation 
Of him who says Englatd’s no musical nation. 





Mr. CoRNEY GRAIN has been ordered to take a lengthened 
rest, and has gone to Cairo. We believe he had the choice of 
several places, but wisely determined to take care, O/ (Cairo). 





Heavy Swellah.—** Loox 
CLASS TICKETS; I-AH NEVAH TRAVEL THIRD,” 

British Working Man.—‘‘ THOUGHT sO, GUV’NOR; OR ELSE YOU'D A- 
LEARNED BETTER MANNERS THAN TO SHOVE IN OUT OF YER TURN 


BEFORE A LApy,” s 


THE B. W. M. SCORES. 
HEAH! You've GIVEN ME Two THIRD- 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAY, Novembare ze fiveteen.—Truful Tommy enqvire if ze 7imes, 
vich sometimes hit on ze head ze right nail, do so ven it say ze fellah 
in Egypt zat have strike against his tax because he have notin tacks, I 
go say tax tin, is to have in ze brokare. Lord Maurice vit Fits say it is 
not ze poor fellah zat is stone broke, but ze rich fellow zat vill be dis- 
train, and vill Tommy drop cis strain. Mr. Biggar complain zat ze 
undareground trains are late; do zey still vork on ze block system? I 
say ask Mr. Varton, he know more of ze block system zan anybodies 
else. Mr. Friff complain, not zat ze companies do not keep time, but 
zat zey do not keep time tables. I say turnitup, olemans. Ve sall soon 
be having autumn session to find out vy somebody’s latchkey is stopped 
up. Ve are glads ven ve hear from Egypt tro Major Kitchener, who, I 
suppose, is ze Cook Excursionist out zare, zat General Gordon is alive 
and kicking ze Mahdi. Mr, MacFarlane rise to call attention to ze 
condition of ze Hislands and Ighlands of Escotlands, J// semble, zare 
are dark clouds in ze Skye. Ze landlords vill find out, if zey turn out 
ze crofters and cottars, and make zem like ze clan of Macgregory, land- 
less tree times to make room for game and deer, ze game vill be indeed 
adeer von. Sir Harcourt say he know Skye very vell. I say, *‘¢a va 
sans dire, such an angel as you vould ;” and he promise ze Government 
vill look aftare ze common rights in common justice, 

Monday.—I go to ze bar—not of ze Inn of Lincoln, or any ozzare inn 
—but of ze House of Lords. I have annozzare kind love vit Granville 
and Salisbury, and I say, ‘* Voi/a! look here, you chappies, zis sort of 
sing vont do. Vou talk of ze nail of ze door vich is dead. Ma foi! it 
is quite livally to ze deadlock in Parliament ; & present you are in colli- 
sion ; in ze stead of zat, you must collide in annozare fashion ; you must 
meet von annozzares halfvay.” Ve have ze tommidodd, and I am vat 
you call let in. Zis put ze two noble lords in good tempares. Zey go 
compromise, and Granville get up in ze House and say ze Government 
vill introduce Redistribution Bill next session if ze Franchise is pass zis ; 
and if ze Lords do not like the Franchise dose alone, zey sall have it vit 








ze Redistribution draught. In ze Commons Gladstone say ditto. I say 
to ze Childrens, zat Chancellor ze Exchequer, ‘‘Salisbury is done 
brown.” He reply, ‘So are you,” and he rise and put annozzare brown 
upon my income-tax. 

Tuesdays,—I crow vit Mr. Gwyllym sing ** See-saw, see-saw, zis is our 
half-holiday,” for to-night ze Commons are not sitting. Ze noble lords 
cependant keep on sitting, and read two times ze Bill of Franchise. 

_ Vensday.—Mr. Voodall tell us zere is von age of lovally voman zat he 
vish inqvired into—her Suffr-age. Mr. Varton object, but, malgre /ui, 
ve read ze Bill. 

Sursday.—Lord Norfbrook complain his mission have been misreported. 
Ze Tunderer sould be call ze Blunderer, Labouchere and ozzares try to 
get out of ze G. O. M. ze terms of compromise. He say he is not pump, 
alzo he have M.P, at ze end of his name, 








Not Coi(g)ns of (ad)vantage. 
Mr. FIRTH objects to the large circulation which the French dix-cen- 
time pieces have obtained in this country. It would seem that our land 
dixcidedly (cen)teems with them. 


You look very cold to-day, pet,” said the Duchess of Porcupine to 
Lady Jane Jangler, ‘‘I feel as cold as ice,” dear Duchess,” replied 
Lady Jane; ‘‘and no wonder, for I have just unexpectedly met—A 


POOR RELATION.” 


Ir is said that out of six wills made by wealthy persons whose person- 


ality amounted in the aggregate to £1,150,3 , IIs. 4d., the amount 
left to charities was mi/, Doubtless the legatees in this case found it was 


a nil wind that blew them good. 











A MEDICAL contemporary advises sleepless people “‘ to court the sun.” 
We don’t know about the sun, but we find that in these days a man must 
be pretty wideawake if he would court someone’s daughter. 
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PIG-HEADEDNESS ALL ROUND. 


It is a strange thing how unutterably pig-headed the whole community sometimes shows itself in refusing to come over to the opinion of a single individual, Let 
us say some one in office—let us say (just for the sake of example) an official entrusted with the education of the nation’s children—distinctly states, as his opinion, 
that his administration is faultless. 












Nay, even the school-child, which is very ill (as it, of course, imagines) with overpressure, won't be guided by his views! Sias in an individual is bad enough ; but 


+ ze = eo | 
3 neti i My 
mn CG 





7; 
iy 


aT” 


























when a whole nation obstinately refuses to agree with one man, what hope is there for it? 
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“I KICKED OUT THEIR BILL WITH A SMILE, 
BUT SHALL STICK HERE FOR BETTER OR WORSE, 
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“SBE ME REVERS 


(THE SONG OF THE SESSION.) 
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I SLITHER IN TRUE TORY STYLE, 
WITH A SWAGGER ATTEMPT TO REVERSE,” 
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(After George Grossmith.) 
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“SEE ME REVERSE!” 


(See Cartoon.) 
CLEARED the political 
Sky, and the thunderclouds 

Distant disperse : 
After a threatening 
Show of pugnacity, 
Salisbury’s carolling, 

** See me reverse !” 


Dark was the prospect, and 

Matters seemed going from 
Bad unto worse ; 

Commons and Lords were just 

Getting to loggerheads, 

When rose the welcome strain, 
‘* See me reverse !” 


Now peace and amity 

Reign in the room of a 
Positive curse ; 

Whilst on a popular 

Musical instrument 

Gladstone accompanies 
** See me reverse !” 


Grand transformation scene ! 
Beautiful compromise ! 
May they rehearse, 
Long as they’re willing to 
Smoothly and pleasantly, 
This pretty ditty of 
“See me reverse !” 
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KNICKNACKS, 


THE unkindest cuts that the sword of justice has administered lately 
have descended on the heads of barbers. We have hitherto thought that 
barbers were a privileged race, allowed 

considerable latitude socially; but this pet 


WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
New SERIES, No. 49. AIR—‘“‘ But what does it matter for that?” 


UPPOSING we 





ines? } idea has vanished with the abruptness of 
Well, what | a a lady’s curl wafted by machinery into a 
does it matter — . flaring gaslight. An open-hearted, gene- 
for that ? rf. So rous shavist has lately been prosecuted 
In "* beaches XY eat S®& for presenting each of his Sunday morn- 
of promise” Ae {24 \ ing customers with a glass of beer ; while 
we've lately Ye Ne \\y another razor-wielder has been fined for 
been strong, ws faa Yo using his shop for the purpose of betting. 
But what does we ‘4 YY -— This hair-tender pleaded in extenuation, 
ie ieateer for = KD? ; that horse-hair, being largely used in the 
that ? ae ey Vee, trade, barbers had a heavy stake in the 
The doctor's proper cultivation of horseflesh, and did 
aa all in their power to encourage it. He 


to. 
IS PERM iTTED 


»rofession ap- ; : P 
P ; likewise stated that barbers felt excited 

















TO DE LE. Re hs ee 
PELECATE Hig BS Bic 9 RN pears to be = : 
z } : filled, ¥ \ - at results of coursing matches, because 
Withmeneta’t ie } numberless hares were destroyed in the 
employ assis- .’ sport, and continued that reports of fox- 
tonte ons hunts were eagerly read by hair-dressers 
skilled, because of the quantity of brushes taken 
during the season, therefore, he must 





But what does it matter for that ? killed, 


The Belgian Parliament opened sams speech, 
But what does it matter for that ? 
What a beautiful lesson to us it should teach, 
But what does it matter for that ? 
(Some ‘‘ manifestations ” there happened to be), 
Mr. Yates, as it gives us much pleasure to see, 
Has written his auto-biogeraphee, 
But what does it matter for that? 


The banquets of Colston at Bristol were held, 
But what does it matter for that ? 

Each party the other in speeches excelled, 
But what does it matter for that ? 

Liguerre (a French deputy) making remark:, 

Was challenged by one of a bevy of clerks, 

But Laguerre doesn’t care for La Guerre of the Parks, 
But what does it matter for that ? 


The cholera’s got into Paris they state, 
3ut what does it matter for that ? 
And it seems it’s already commenced to abate, 
But what does it matter for that ? 
In Gordon v. Mahdi no more we need chafe, 
Khartoum and the former are perfectly safe, 
We hope they’ll return with the popular waif, 
But what does it matter for that ? 


The suburb of Hammersmith seems to aspire, 
But what does it matter for that ? 
They’ve recently had a tremendous big fire, 
But what does it matter for that ? 
The Crofters of Skye have ‘‘ obstropolous ” been, 
Sut calmness has lately come over the scene, 
The way they are treated is painfully mean, 
But what does it matter for that ? 


The Germanic Parliament’s opened as well, 
But what does it matter for that ? 

The Liberals for Hackney behaved very well, 
But what does it matter for that? 

The Budget is out and / am in a wax, 


That blessed ‘‘ late Government ” must have been lax, 


There’s another odd penny stuck on to ¢he tax, 
But what does it matter for that ? 


Theebaw has been in for a slaughter and slay, 
But what does it matter for that ? 

Which worried the people of fair Mandalay, 
But what does it matter for that ? 

Our ships have presented a threatening tip, 

But somehow he isn’t afraid of a ship, 

He’s long wished to fight us, the comical slip, 
But what does it matter for that ? 


In the case of the fisticuff, wrestle, and spill, 

Over Vanity Fair (which remember you will) 

The Jury have (bodily) found a ‘* true bill.” 
But what does it matter for that ? 


Of course now 
andthenthere 
is somebody 














submit that barbers claimed to be legiti- 
mate patrons of sport. Here the magis- 
trate interposed, and said it was no use trying to soap him over, From his 
own experience, barbers as a class regarded betting transactions with 
pious horror, but he would make a cheap clean shave of the defendants 
case for £5. The barber thanked his worship and offered to singe him 
gratis for a year. 





SOME men never get a moment’s peace in life. Sir Thomas Brassey, 
after being bothered with unpleasant questions about the state of the navy, 
had to sorrowfully admit that the Agamemnon took over nine years to 
build, cost over £600,000, can only be steered at all when her speed is 
under nine knots an hour, and then only answers to her rudder when 
the sea is like a mill-pond. Justas if this alone wasn’t enough to worry 
a responsible man ; yet he went home in search of coffee and repose, only 
to discover another disaster—viz., that one of his farm-boys had been 
caught stealing four gallons of Indian meal. ‘‘ Confound the lad!” cried 
Sir Thomas, ‘‘ this is the last straw. If the affair gets to be known it 
will stir up the Eastern (Question. What's to be done? I wish there 
wereno boys, nor men-o’-war either. Anidea!—War!—ha! ha! Battle! 
Minions, convey the culprit to Battle, and tell the Battle magis'rates to 
deal with his Indian meal policy ; and bring me—ha ! ha !—a sedative.” 


CERTAIN of our volunteers think they ought to be entitled to a medal 
after twenty-one years service. The Commander-in-Chief is pondering 
deeply over the matter, and has been heard to mutter that umbrellas are 
more useful to veterans than medals. Aneconomical War Office autho- 
rity deprecates the notion of umbrellas being served out to elderly volun- 
teers, and advocates the medal idea strongly. He suggests that a few 
of the *‘called-in” four-penny pieces should have holes bored through 
them, and then be utilised as eae service distinction gew-gaws for our 
citizen soldiers, —_——— 


Ir is against the rules of the service for British soldiers to smoke in 
the streets. The regulation issomewhat necessary. Smoking is a bad 
habit for weedy undersized boys to indulge in ; puffing the narcotic weed 
prevents their growth. —_———— 

THAT Antipodean metropolis, Wellington, New Zealand, is being 
painted in glowing colours, figuratively, we mean, Look at this, now. 
A Wellingtonian charwoman gets 4s. a day, her husband receives Is, an 
hour (when he chooses to work), Sirloins of beef may be bought at 3d. 
a pound, and a leg of mutton costs only ts. 6d., in lovely Wellington, 
Sausages are said to be expensive luxuries, A city should be truly pros- 
perous where wholesome meat is cheap and sausages are dear. But by 
Mr. George! by bankruptcy and smash! if the above statements are 
tolerably veracious, nobody ought to remain long in the British Isles 
except the Peers, and a few stray outside landowners. 


R&NOWNED Ruskin remarks, ‘‘ When a boy falls foolishly in love with 
a girl, itis said he has taken a fancy toher. If he loves her rightly— 
that is to say, for her noble qualities, we ought to say he has taken an 
imagination to her.” When we were young and in the habit of loving 
tightly, the lady generally used to prefer a diamond ring or a dozen of 
gloves, or even a pound of hardbake being taken to her. She seldom 


cared much for an imagination. 





THOUGH the Emperor of Germany is a martinet, he will be bound to 
swallow the long sat-on morganatic production of the Hesse hissing-goose. 
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‘* To frighten every foreign foe, 

And cause their armies all to cower” 
(Says a Tory sheet, with many a crow), 
‘* England should have a wax-work show 

To represent its fighting power.” 


It says these mode's in array 

Might knit their brows and roll their eyes, 
And dance a war-dance in a way 
To fill the invader with dismay, 

Who should against our nation rise. 
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WAX-WORK WARRIORS. 


(Commenting on some proposed models of soldiers, the Standard says, ‘‘ In times gone by, England tried fighting, then arbitration—why not try wax-works? Such 
an imposing array of dummies would strike terror into every alien heart !"’] 
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Now this idea (as you may know) 
Arose, ’cause someone dared suggest 
Stuffed soldier-models in a row, 
Our military power to show, 
And terrify the foreign breast ! 


Of course, the Jingoes (as they wz//) 
Profess our Army’s fallen indeed, 

They say our fighting power is nz/ ; 

And yet you'll find our soldiers still 
Can hold their own in the hour of need. 











TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Eniror oF ** Fun.” 

Sir,—I am really very sorry about that breast-pin—hasn’t it turned 
up yet?*—but I can’t go into the matter just at present, nor, in fact, 
send you any tip this week. The fact is, I have just found what even 
Arthur Roberts would calla novelette. I've begun it, and I find I’m 
not going to be fit for anything else until I finish it, so I’m gormg to finish 
it right away. It’s called ‘* Love Clouds,” but I don’t know who it’s 
by or what it’s about, or who's interested in it—except myself; but I 
don't want to be interrupted, and if you send any devils here, Sir—well, 
I don’t ‘‘threaten,” of course, I only ‘warn ;” but there will be a 
vacancy on your business premises in the case of every one of them—so 
there ! Yours, c., TROPHONIUS, 
Trophonius, you Anew it hasn't '—[{FEp. F 


In and About the Oxford. 

MANAGER JENNINGS is carefully fostering the healthy growth of 
public taste at the Oxford, for his show, while being amusing, is totally 
deficient in objectionable qualities. In this hall members of the Salva- 
tion Army nightly listen to the dulcet strains of Miss Nelly L'Estrange, 
without sustaining permanent injury to their characters; while Mackney’s 
crisp, evergreen bumour continually cheers up mother-in-law-sat-upon 
young men who contemplate /¢/o-e-se, Miss Florence May stands at 
the head of the poll, however ; the votes of the entire andience being in- 
variably given in her favour, The entertainment, which includes Felix 
and his happy canine tribe, the wondrous Pinauds, the Wincott trio, 
and Miss Florence Dorling, is calculated to make one feel that some 
sort of university degree ought to be invented for, and conferred on, 
the genial Oxford caterer, Let us suggest M.MoA.—dée. Master of 
Managerial Arts, By the way, why does not Felix dress his performing 
monkey, ** Ally Sloper,” in a genuine Sloperian ‘‘g 





get-up'’? 





NEW LEAVES. 


The Lifeboat Journal,—We always take pleasure in calling attention 
to the quarterly issue of this journal. A glance at the accompanying 
wreck-chart shows the necessity for the strenuous endeavours of the 
National Lifeboat Institution being liberally supported by the public, 
whose quarterly contributions should be given ina whole-hearted manner. 

The Letsure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, Girl’s Own 
Paper, and Friendly Greetings are all admirable. 

Pitman's Musical Monthly, besides its music and musical news, has 
a portrait of Miss Annie Williams, 

What may be considered as essentially the book season comes round 
with the fall of the leaf. Among the many leaves that have fallen in our 
way, none are more noteworthy than those from Messrs. Thomas Nelson 
and Sons, of London and Edinburgh. There is, perhaps, no house in 
the publishing trade where more care is bestowed or better taste displayed 
in the production of good and healthy literature, and in the selection of 
illustrations of superior character. Strong evidence of this is to be found 
in such works as Jules Michelet’s ‘‘ Insects,” in which, by-the-way, many 
of the creatures are not pretty, but the descriptions are charming, and 
the illustrations by Giacomelliare beautiful. ‘* Nearer my God to Thee, ° 
with illustrations full of refinement; ‘‘Old Greek Stories,” and ‘‘ The 
Wanderings of .l-neas,” both profusely illustrated with classic outlines ; 
** Sir David Wilkie’s Life and Works,” with photos from some of his 
best-known pictures; ‘The Ancient Mariner,” illustrated by David 
Scott, in a style both quaint and clever, if rather ancient ; and various 
other well illustrated books of lesser importance. Deserving as they 
undoubtedly are, it is probable that nothing we can say in praise of 
Messrs. Nelson’s works can elevate them in public estimation higher 
than they already stand. 





A PIANO-TUNING Syndicate has just been formed. As this (s)yndi- 
cates a better tone of things, we endorse it ac-c(h)ordingly. 
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WICKED STORIES. 


FRIED POTATO BLOSSOMS: A STORY OF JEALOUSY. 


**You know,” said wee wifie to her own mannikin (it is humiliating 
to record the fact, but these wevrv the atrocious terms employed), ‘‘ that 
you say I don’t take enough exercise. Well, to please you, as it’s a fine 
day I'll put on my new dress, and we’ll go and have lunch at—at Soho : 
‘areal French place. There!” 

















There was something so magnanimous in this proposal that the own 
mannikin melted at once, and withdrew an egg-spoon hurriedly in order 
to emit a joyful ‘‘ Yes.” 

Only he must do something for wee wifie, who is so kind. He 
groaned, seeing bonnets and bracelets ahead. No, nothing of the kind, 
cross, suspicious thing ; but he couldn’t tell how she had always longed 
for those fried potatoes in Newport Market ; and couldn’t they go by 
there? A lady alone, and well dressed, couldn’t buy such things ; 
people would be rude to her, Captain Clutterbuck had once offered to 
take her, but 
‘*You shall have your fried potatoes,” her own mannikin shouted 
with sudden exasperation: the name of Clutterbuck was not a soothing 
sound in the young family. 

But potatoes might spoil her appetite for luncheon. That was true— 
that was so thoughtful of him. Well, he would buy her a teapot, one 
of those little half a crown Japanese teapots, instead, 

But when they were fairly started, arm in arm, securely looking down 
on the mere billers and cooers in their courtship, as the fart accompli 
looks down upon the coup ad’é/at, she pouted a little, and said he was 
always right. She was always obliged to give in. He knew so much 
better. It zou/d be wiser to buy the boots instead of the teapot—‘* blue 
boots with pearl buttons, dear.” 

She knew how to confound Captain Clutterbuck, who said she looked 
best in blue, and always wore pink. She would havefon a dressing- 
gown when he came, and show him her blue boots, and say, ‘‘ Oh, 
Captain, you might have seen me in blue for once, a moment ago: see, 











I’ve still the boots belonging to the costume my husband has just given 
me.” Wasn't it clever? 

‘Buy your blue dress immediately,” hissed her own, dragging her 
into the nearest shop. 

It was a shop rich enough to seduce thirty thousand harems, but wee 
wifie studied the windows lengthily with growing disgust. And at last 
she flung away feverishly, fiercely. 

‘Let us go. It’s—velvet. Let’s make haste.” 

Still, with masculine coarseness, born of a miserable masculine appe- 
tite, her own mannikin demanded the figure. And, oh! it was a beau- 
tiful figure, Justher’s. But (witha beautifully merry laugh of philosophic 
resignation) girls who wanted velvet dresses might all go and marry 
Captain Clutterbucks, who only thought about what girls wore, and had 
all that nasty money of his to spend, They had enough with love, eh ? 


| —and if it was in a cottage—— 


‘* But it isn’t ina cottage,” declared her own, frantically, ‘it’s a ninety- 
pounds-a-year villa, without taxes ; and for heaven's sake let us get the 
velvet at once, or I must punch Clutterbuck’s head the next time we meet. 

Anything to prevent bloodshed. She would accept the velvet, but 
did he think that her coral set would suit velvet? She appealed to his 


artistic taste—would it? His artistic taste came out immediately and 
unsuspectingly. 

“* No; velvet’s capital for complexion, coral’s too dull for it ; some- 
thing bright, you know—brilliant, lively -——” 


** Ah, yes, I thought so. It’s no use without diamonds. I shall never |’ 


have any diamonds,” ‘‘Oh, no; one’s born to that kind of thing, just 
as one has silver spoons in one’s mouth, and coronets in one’s cradle, 
Some people never have diamonds, do what they will. 
in the Clutterbuck family, for instance. 
monds are supposed to rival those of the Brunswick’s, and anybody who 
married—who had married Captain Clutterbuck, might have put dia- 
monds like the Regent in her two ears. And the best of it is that when 


one has diamonds, one is secure; they’re the best kind of portable | 


property. People who buy diamonds are never ruined. It isn’t like 
buying books, and pictures, and things. You can’t dog’s-ear diamonds, 


and nobody ever finds out that diamonds are spurious Giottos got up in 
Covent Garden. Captain Clutterbuck kindly invited me to go and see 
his.” 

**Come in here, the man knows me, and won’t swindle too much. 
Have diamond earrings, ring, and——”’ 
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** The necklace fs old-fashioned, but it is such a sure investment. I'll 
have one, too, to please you.”’ 

And she had it; she had everything she looked at, which was as near 
having everything she wanted as one could humanly go. The bill was 
very little over fifteen hundred pounds; but the Soho luncheon only 
cost half a sovereign. And when they had finished it, and were waiting 
for a cab to take them home, wee wifie remembered the cold avarice 
which had presided over the expedition, and sighed, 

** And after all, you wouldn’t even buy me the fried potatoes 1” 
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Only a Penny! 


A PENNY on the income-tax ! 

The very thought some bosoms racks. 
The notion seems to penny-trate— 

And many brood 

In angry mood, 
And not in penny-tential state. 


—— - an --+- +--+ 


Not Missed. 

A Tory paper of eight pages recently, issued twenty-three out of its 
forty columns as advertisements, to the almost entire exclusion of poli- 
tical matter. As it was only Tory political matter, however, the nation 


was perhaps all the better without it. But, nevertheless, the big ‘‘ad.”’ 
savoured of the ‘‘ ad” captandum, 





AccorpInG to the £cho of the 19th, a tax on bachelors will be pressed 
for in the next French Budget, the preamble setting forth. ‘* Consider- 
ing the growing decrease in the population in France, it has become 
necessary to impose a tax on all single persons over — years of age of th: 
male sex.’ Perhaps this is one of the things they manage better n 
France, as in England many men regard marrying a tax. 


If it had been} 
The Clutterbuck family dia- f 
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MIXED. 


Stout Party (arguing on /olitics).—‘‘ DO YOU CALL THIS A Free COUNTRY? AND ’ERE’S DLOXAM’S ALLOWED TO SET UP A STORES 
AND SELL TATERS A A’PENNY A POUND CHEAPER AN’ ME, AND NO LAW FOR TO STOP IT.” 

Tall Listener.—“* BUT, YOU MOST REMEMBER——” 

Stout Party.— AND, BESIDES, "ERE WE ARE FORCED TO WAIT TILL ONE O'CLOCK A SUNDAYS BEFORE WE CAN GET A DROP OF 
HENNYTHINK! D’yeR CALL THAT LIBERTY?” 

hioth Listeners (eagerly).—‘** WELL, NO; AND—— 

Stout Party.—‘* AND, BESIDES, WOT’S ALL THIS ABOUT A COMPROMISS? ONLY A PROMISS OF ‘COM,’ YOU BET, ON WOT THEY 
SWINDLES THE NATION OUT OF, WHAT WE WANT IS A Tory Guv——HARK! THERE’s ONE STRIKING ; AND——” 

[Continued at the Bar. 


” 








A Move-meant. Just Out. Price Twopence. Post-free, 2d. 
(A daily paper remarks that “ the peers move slowly.”’] 
‘* MovE slowly,” indeed ! that’s undoubtedly true, ¢ U N A L M A N A C FO R: 1 8 8 o. 
They are often less given to *‘ move” than reject ; Fust Out, Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 24. 


jut allo O f cours ous), : 
Pe de even te cen es ncaa, Seana, HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1885, 


Though they move slowly now, and nought seems to improve them, a = 
The will of the people will move and re-move them ! | Just Out. Lrice One Shilling each. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


nesta ‘FUNS” NEW NOVELETTES, 
Mr. IRVING enjoys the sublime privilege of being greatly admired by | VW EL © LIVED TH Fe Bs, 














**the Muscular Mastodon, or Steam Slogger ”—z2.¢., Mr. pore the By THE AUTHOR OF ‘**My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.’ 
American pugilist ; but the professor of the noble art of self-defence f 

qualifies his veneration for the actor’s art by asserting that he has made, LO V Hj-C IO U Ds: 

and can again make, more money than Mr. Irving on a professional A Story of Love and Revenge. By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 
tour through the States; and that he is open to make a match on the —— 

subject with the eminent tragedian. “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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BEWARE of Worthiess Imitations. PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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BEATING THE RECORDS. 


Maudie. —** MAMMA, D&AR, WHAT WAS THE NAME OF THE FASTEST HORSE THAT EV8&R RAN?” 
Mamma.—“ Ecuipse, I BeLinvk, DEAR, WAS SUPPOSED TO HAVE BREEN THE SPEEDIEST EVER KNOWN.” 
Maudie.—‘‘ Ou! THEN I SUPPOSE HE WAS CALLED ECLIPSE BECAUSE HE PUT ALL OTHER PERFORMANCES IN THE SHADE,” 








“SEE ME REVERSE!” 

(With Apologies to one who is a Good Fudge Too—perhaps even a better.) 
OR, THE PALLADIUM SUPERSEDED. 

Mr. JUST-HIS MANNERS-TO-A-T. What? Fellow want to bring an 

action against the SON OF THE——? (Salaams nine times, and crosses 

himself). Order the impious upstart away instantly! Stay—here—beg 

him to hush it up privately. 

PLAINTIFF. I won’t hush it up. The SON OF THE—— 

Mr. Jost. Stop! How dare you mention that sacred dignitary! It 

is irrelevant. If you dare to do it again—— 

PLAINTIFF. Oh, very well; the SON OF THE has written me down 

a ‘* wholesale murderer, body-snatcher, and polygamist,” and—— 

Mr. Just. I can’t get over the awful audacity—nay, blasphemy—of 

br—bringing an action against the SON OF THE——! Mind, I warn 

you I shall tell the jury that his writing is a privileged communication, 

PLAINTIFF. The SON OF THE states in his pleas 

Mr. Just. I won’t hear you run down his pleas ; they are quite right, 

and lovely. It is irrelevant. (70 defendant's counsel.) Isn’t it irre- 

levant, dear? 

THE AH-TURNIT INGENIOUSLY (defendant's counsel), Yes, ducky ; 

of course it is. 

PLAINTIFF. Well, the SON’s statement is false 

Mr. Just (faintly). How DARE you! It does not matter in the 

least if his statement is false from beginning to end; or if it injures you 

frightfully, or ruins you; or if he knew it to be false, and did it to injure 

you. You've got to prove he knew it. (70 defendant's counsel.) 

Hasn't he, darling ? 

THE AH-TURNIT. Of course he has, sweetie. (Zhe plaintiff proves it.) 

PLAINTIFF. It is true I said one little thing which looked bad, but I 

will explain what I meant 

Mr. Just. Don’t waste our time, It’s irrelevant. 

PLAINTIFF. Well, then, I will explain why I conduct my own case, 

instead of employing counsel. Any counsel representing me against the 

SON OF THE might be damaged in his subsequent professional career, 

though a client would not be damaged. 























THE AH-TURNIT (fo jury). There! He says the judge will injure 
the client whom we represent. (Aefurns to study of the Ninth Com- 
mandment,) 

PLAINTIFF, I said the very reverse. 

Mr. Just. I hope you meant the reverse. 

FuN and the Posric. He said the reverse; and, what's more, you 
heard him, Mr. Justice ! 

Mr. Just. Well, the case can go tothe jury. The jury are the fit 
and proper persons to decide cases. ‘‘I have known some who have 
expressed strong objections to having cases of this kind tried by juries, 
That is not my opinion. I believe that a jury, presided over* by a judge, 
is the best tribunal,” &c. &c. And therefore, if the jury decide accord- 
ing to my views, all well and good, and the jury system for ever ; while, 
if the jury should so far forget themselves as to decide against my views, 
why, I shall simply reverse their decision, and down with the jury system ! 

FOREMAN, The jury want full information, my lord, 

Mr. Just. Eh? Oh—ah—yes! Clerk, give them a defective copy. 

FOREMAN, (Bravo, Mr. Foreman.) No, the jury want full infor- 
mation, 

Mr. Just. Eh? I'ma little deaf. What did you say about inflamma- 
tion ?—(/n despair.) Oh, there—give them full information, then. 

FOREMAN, We find for the plaintiff, with costs. 

Mr. Just. Oh, you find for the plaintiff? 

FOREMAN. We find for the plaintiff, (Same question and answer re- 
peated for a year or so.) 

FOREMAN. We find malice. 

Mr. Just. Oh, you find malice? 

FOREMAN, We find malice. (Same business as alove.) 

Mr. Just. Oh, very well. Then down with the jury system. 
verse your verdict, and give costs the other way. 


Statement by Mx, JUST-HIS MANNERS-TO-A-T, (next morning) :—I 
wish to state that what I did yesterday was in the interests of the plaintiff, 
BRITISH PuBLic. O—o—o-— o—oh ! 
On! “ Presided over,” you mildly call it, Mr. Justice? We thought, perhaps 
that ‘‘ domineered over,” or ‘‘stultified would——but, there of course you're f 
best judge’) 


I re- 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

: HE NOVELTY.—A rather ram- 
shackle and reminiscent, but not 
absolutely unamusing domestic co- 
medy, called Loftic, has been pro- 
duced here. The name of the 
author was absent from the play- 
bill, but several of the ** knowing 
ones,” from indications perfectly 
satisfactory to themselves, settled 
that it was by Mr. James Mortimer, 
and were happy until other still more 

ones came around and re- 

it as an adaptation of ‘‘ The 
Stage Door,” a novel by Miss Har- 
riet Jay; when it became clear that 
the piece was by another author— 
Mr, Buchanan, to wit; and 
those whom ignorance on the point 
would have worried into early 

graves were preserved to their sorrowing relatives, 





Tue Novetry.—‘‘ Comic.” 


THe story is a variation on the theme of Kobertson’s Caste, although 
the pictures of stage life display a trifle more imagination, perhaps, than 
that author would have permitted himself. It concerns the loves ofa 
swell and an actress, and was produced on the 2oth ult., immediately 
after the short run of Finney v, Cairns (Garmoyle) in “‘ another place,” 
which has nothing to do with the matter. The characters are all, more 
or less, puppets over whom the author exercises a strong control lest at 
anyt «me they should act spontaneously. Mr. Harry Nicholls emanci- 
pates himself somewhat from this despotism, and the result is a very 
comical and (as 
far as my expe- 
rience goes) life- 
like eal 
tion of a “lion 
comique” 
known as “‘ the 
great Jinks,” 
though the sa- 
tire, like most of 
the ** points,” is 
somewhat 
musty. 








INDEED, the 
performance is 
remarkably 
good all round, more so than at first sight appears, for it draws attention 
more than once from the fact that the play is a very poor one indeed. 
Mr. W. R. Sutherland acts with a combined restraint and colour and 
gentlemanly ease as the Colonel, which invests the character with con- 
siderable reality; Mr. W. H. Day does all he can with the part of the 
rather irresolute “villain,” and Mr. Percy Bell in a subordinate part 
somewhat out of his line plays with a quiet sense of character which 
cannot be too highly commended, it is not this gentleman’s fault if he 
appears as an extremely flabby-minded gentleman in one scene, a plati- 
tude-enunciating soul of Draconian virtue in another, and a mild person 
easily converted on the lightest grounds 
eae a life-long objection to the stage in a 
third, 


Miss DoLorgs DRUMMOND played an 
unpleasant character with a finish which 
successfully hides its crudeness; Miss 
Robertson's sense of humour has bad em- 
ployment in the part of Miss Crummles— 
I beg pardon, Mrs, Fane—but she skilfully 
extracts all the fun there is to be got from 
it; Miss Lydia Cowell is a sweet and ten- 
der Lottie, although her style, graceful 
and truthfully pretty as far as it goes, is 
not one of much depth or variety. Miss 
Leslie Bell asserts her character too much, 
per ping’ is suggestive of apy so 
Tur Cai wir . much as the contin ping of a cham- 

ehaten kavcheas page cock j I think Mis Hell hes the 

ings of a really good actress in her, or 

I shouldn't take the trouble to tell her her faults, I believe, in fact, 

that there is plenty of good champagne in the bottle, but I should like 

a little more cham and less cork. She should take things more 

quietly, and give the audience credit for seeing a point without having 
it slapped in their faces. 


Tue Nove.ty.—Tue Actress AND THE “ CALL. 








Some strange, would-be sharp remarks are put into the mouth of this 
character, by-the-way—there is sufficient basis in fact, however, for the 
statement that 


“the bard” 
doesn’t pay 
without _gor- 
geous scenery 
r and  appoint- 
. 3 ments, but to 
‘\) say the people 
“. who call the 
stage bad are 
only ‘‘cane- 
pom suckers” is a 
%~® — jittleungrateful : 
thecane-suckers 
are some of the 
steadiest sup- 
porters of the 
drama, and I 


am sure would approve of Miss Bell’s costume in the last act. I fancy 
they would call it *‘ snappy.” 





Tue Critexnion.—Tuar Fijt Paitranturorists Motto, 
‘“‘Wine ve, AND FEED-VE.” 


Tue CRITERION.—The skill with which the translator has adapted 
Le Député de Bombignac to the English stage is only to be equalled by 
the skill with which he has extracted an abundance of fun out of the 
dangerous subject of contemporary politics without offending anybody. 
No side is spared the shafts of ridicule, and no side can complain of 
serious injustice. The whole thing 
is a huge joke, and such a tho- 
roughly comical, honest, and good- 
tempered joke, that whatever your 
opinions may be, the more you 
are hit the louder you roar—with 
laughter, of course. Violent and 
uncompromising Radical as I am, 
thirsting for the blood of the Upper 
House, I thought I should die of 
laughter when Mr. George Giddens 
described theelectorsof East Hamp- 
ton as ‘‘ energetic,” and inquiring 
of a candidate the kind of brick he 
‘* preferred ;” and when he de- 
scribed the eloquence of *‘ Henry,” 
the colleague of ‘* Bradley,” as : sf 
““f-labby,” the editor of Z7zth, i ae oe 





who was in the stalls, joined me in 
bursting the three lower buttons off 
my waistcoat : in short, it’s a roar- 


THE CRITERION.—A Love Sceng; Love 
IS SWEET, AND MARRIAGE CANDY. 
S&TTLING THE CANDY-DATR. 





ing, rollicking, rampant roar from 

beginning to end, with Mr. Wyndham first, Mr. Giddens a good second 
(his rendering of the latter part of the second act was a splendidly dis- 
creet and powerful bit of acting, desperately real and excruciatingly 
funny), and the rest well up» ———— 


THE story of the play is familiar enough as the what’s-its-name— 
Husband in the Country—Mari a la Campagne—otherwise The Serious 
Family—The Colonel, &c.—with slight 
variations, but that matters very little 
under the circumstances, Mr. Blakely 
appears as Aminadab Sleek in his disguise 
as a philanthropist interested in Fiji, and a 
personality suggestive of Mr. Pecksnifi. 
Mr. Maltby plays the shadow of a part. 
Miss Kate Rorke as Lady Dorothy is very 
engaging—she engages in the second act, 
and Miss Rose Saker wears some wonder- 
ful dresses—one of them has what looks 
like a large patch on the left breast, —Miss 
Coleman sustains the pe* of Dowager 
Countess Osterly with dignity, and a new- 
comer, Miss Florence Beale, plays the 
small part of Lady Clarissa efficiently, 
The name of the adaptor was not divulged, 

| but the success of the piece is assured 
Tum Crtrerion.—MissBrate, beyond question, and limitless hilarity is 


Hecpenit, WHO MAKES HER destined to reign within the Criterion walls 
this many a day. ~ 


Muss-Beace. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. Alfred Stafford, the secretary of the Surrey 
Theatre, takes his benefit there during the first (this) week of Proof.— 
The successful play, Ca//ed Back, is approaching the termination of its 
run at the Prince’s, in consequence of arrangements with Mrs. Langtry 
it will only be played or a few more weeks, NESTOR. 
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A SKETCH AT ANY RAILWAY BOOK-STALL. 
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THLE ANNUAL CHRISTMAS DOG AND BABY SHOW, WITH AN OCCASIONAL KITTEN THROWN IN,.—( Vide “ Christmas Numbers.” ) 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAY, ze two-twos Novembare.—Ven Milor Zouche ask of Lor 
Granville if it is right zat M. Ordiga have say wrong of Sir John Hay, ze 


| 


British Minister at Morocco, he say M. Ordiga deny he have say any | 
Zouche sing. He add zat Sir Hay is jolligoodfellows, and lots of lords | 


on bofe of ze sides of ze House get on ze floor and say, like ze cabby, 
‘Hi! hi!” vich mean Haye, 
lords vit his views upon ze agitation in ze Skye. He put it down to zeir 
having glocery from Glasgow instead of living upon ze poor wretch vich 
is boil of oatmeals. Von of ze Irish Lords say vezzare or not it is ze 
glocery from Grasgow, ze Crofters have raisin on zeir side. In ze 
Commons Mr, Labouchere and Sir Lawson try to take ze skid off ze 
vheel of progress and do avay vit ze noble lords. Ze G. O. M. say cer- 
tainly not, and I back him up, I say, ‘* Mr. Espikare, if ve have no 
noble lords, vare are ve to find vork for our Law Courts and our Police 
Magistrates? Again, vare vill T.T. get his parsfrom?” Ve let ze noble 
lords alone a little longer. 

Saturday.—Ve tell ze Marines all sort of sings, but Mr. Jimlouder, ¢/ 
mot aussi, sink it too much of good sings to tell zem to give back zeir 
climate pay after perhaps zey have espent it. 

Monday.—Earl Stoutanportarebeer, vich is call for short, Cooper, 
move zat ze drainage embankment tro East Ham sould be turn into 
boulevard. Lord Granville say he have communicate vit Sir James 
Hogg on ze subject. Just ze man to look aftare his ham, Sir Hogg, if 
he desire to save his bacons. Sir Volff demand of ze Commons if Sir 
Gurdon is still in ze Civil Service vile he is candidate for Norfolk. He 
is very cross ven he hear Sir Gurdon vill be Civil Servant till January. 


Ze Duke R.-Guile beguile ze noble | 


A Q.C.-erious Question. 


Our Lord Chancellor announces with regret 
That he will make no more Q. C.’s as yet ; 
Which statement’s likely to create commotion. 
Yes, until he bis cue sees none he'll make— 
Some minds this jaunty jokelet may not take, 
But ’twon’t take much to make Q seize this notion. 





Ova from Ova the Sea, 
Tue Americans are about to send forth another species of preserved 


_ food, namely, canned eggs, which they warrant will keep good for three 





I say, ‘‘ Wimporte, mon amt. If he get in ze House he vill soon lose — 


his civility, like ze rest of us.” Mr, Gladstone tell Mr. Arnold zat noble 
peers can be civil servants and still sit in Parliament. Joz/a!/ Milor 
Arran, I sayit is Arrant shame, Modlesse oblige? Not much! Ze 
G. O. M. give notice he vill introduce Seats Bill on Monday /rochain, 
but he vill not discuss ze relations of ze Ministry and ze Opposition—I 
suppose zey are poor relations, zey are so much ignored. Mr, Callan do 
not undarestand ze Coleridge case. I ask who does. I tell him 77#a/ 
by Fury is opera bouffe. We say he sink it is farce. Ve adjourn to 
Monday. Hip-hoorays! 

Tuesday.—Milor Sudely reassure Lord Lamintozem zat ze ground for 
ze new public houses in ze Street of Parliaments is not to be interfere 
viz by companies vich are private. Ze noble lords are tire of ze Standing 
Orders. Zey say hang Standing Orders, and suspend zem vile zey read 
ze Bill of ze Tincomtax ze tree time. Zen zey adjourn till Mondays— 
sic transit gloria Tuesday, 

Vennisday.—After helping ze Franchise Bill over ze stile, ze Grand 
Old Gentleman in usual style help poor ole lame mans to cross ze road, 


Ze cabby nearly run him down, but Villiam G. make him pull up, for | 


he say surelies he can control cabby if he can rule Cabinet. 
—$——L=a=_ aE ee 


Tue “Champion Stone-Breaker” having tried to break his wife’s 
heart by deserting her, failed todo so, He has been condemned to the 


‘stone jug” by a flinty magistrate for making the experiment. Ileis | 
not discouraged, however, his motto being, “try, try again.” There is | 


nothing like perseverance, 





Not Exacrity CHiLp’s PLay.—The Infant's Bill. 





years, To speak canned-idly, we are not impressed with the notion, 
for it would not be pleasant when you came across a particularly ancien! 
specimen, to have to say, ‘* Here's to the rome the strong old yolk! ’ 
Still, we don’t wish our opinion to be regarded as an eggs-ample, 


That’s What's The Matter. 


Ar a meeting of the London School Board when the debate on the 
question of over pressure was resumed, Mr, Hughes said he was ** ¢éred 
of the subject,” and Mr. Lee Roberts said he was also “‘ sick of the 
question.” We think it not improbable they are, but that is of no con- 
sequence. The important thing is that unfortunately so many of the 
pupils are both ‘‘ tired,” and ** sick.” 








A CONSERVATIVE ry TR eee referring to the recent compromise, 
says that ‘‘ The Liberal Lion and the Conservative Lamb are lying down 
together.” But it seems that the extreme men of both parties are in- 
clined to Jamb-ment the conciliation-arrangement as “* baa ’’-barous. 
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A JOINT PRODUCTION. 
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“* Look here, you fellows!" cried the Alarmist Public to the Sanitary Authorities ; ‘‘ the Bacillus is sure to come to London. Wen are you going to take precautions 
against it?” ‘* Why, aren't we doing so?” said the Authorities. ‘‘ There's no danger while we've got our heads together talking about it.” 
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“* There! The Commalhas landed!” said the Alarmist. ‘‘ Well—we're talking harder than ever,” replied the Authorities ; ‘‘ but we'll just explain to him—— 
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** You see, we've not quite matured our rlans yet ; official routine necessarily requires some time ; but we shall be ready proeatiy, if you wouldn't mind just——” 


- we er replied the obliging Comma‘ ‘I'll go away, and look you up again when all your arrangements are complete.” That's how he'll act, you know ; there's 
no doubt about it. 
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LAW !!!—JUMPING THROUGH THE VERDICT. 






























































LAW 


JUMPING THROUGH THE VERDICT. 


(See Cartoon.) 
PLAINTIFF'S cause, in their view, 
Being righteous and grave, 
The twelve good men and true 
Heavy damages gave ; 
But the wiggéed old Judge, 
With his strict legal mind, 
Thought their verdict was fudge, 
And to heed it declined— 
A proceeding which some of the jury 
Have regarded with something like fury. 


If his judgment had flaw, 
Or ’twas right so to act, 
Is a question of law, 
Not a question of fact ; 
But it falls like disgrace 
On unfortunate men, 
To submit them a case 
For decision, and then 
To declare their deliberate finding 
Is unfounded, and therefore not binding. 
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WARBLES OF THE WHEE. 
SeT To THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 
New Serirs, No. 50, 


it 4 377 a . }, . . , th] 
Arr—"* They’! go wrth morning light, 


HE little canard 
quacketh in 
the yard, 

The cock and 
bull repeat 
their gentle 
tale, 

Ani similarly so 
the thought- 
ful bard 

Prepareth for 
marines who 





Bs Or ge gg 4 Ly ee o--. ae en 7 a 
WMA fit mre Hy Sea, Ou've heard, 
wa 7, no doubt, of 
people who 

make hose, 


With Belper 
you’re ac- 
quainted, if 
you’ve luck ; 

The former, I 
must tell you, 
then, of those 

At the latter have emphatically struck. 

Then it’s chant while you may through the short, short day, 
And half through the long, long night ; 

And the birds shall ‘*cheep,” when you long for sleep, 

To show their nasty spite. 


The Brussels University has reached, 
Within the week, its ‘‘ fifty years of age ;” 
ust think of all the things it must have teached— 
Why, half of them would make a chap a sage. 
It seems that in our present Courts of Law 
The light is not exactly of the best ; 
sut shortly they intend to mend the flaw, 
Electrically setting it at rest. 
Then chant while you may of the dark, dark day, 
Which is more like the long, long night, 
While we pity the law (that we’ve held in awe) 
Which cannot show a light. 


The celebrated Breach of Promise case 
Has passed away among the things that were, 
And, excepting for the damages they ‘‘ place,” 
It wasn t a remarkable affair. 
Though we sit about and let ourselves be bored 
By forcing bits of verses for to scan, 
To go and get engaged unto a lord 
Does seem a more remunerative plan. 
Then chant while you may of the sad, sad day, 
When you met with a peri bright, 
Till the night shall close, and you pay through the nose, 
Which only serves you right. 


The Lords have drawn a breath of some relief ; 
The day of their departure isn’t yet, 
Though Labouchere against them took a brief, 
He couldn’t fully cast the fatal net. 
But the nobles haven’t ** busted into glee,” 
For ‘*’Enery’s” minority was strong— 
Hereditary legislators see 
They can't heredi-tarry very long. 
Let them chant while they may of the gay, gay day 
They have had, jolly dogs, as a right ; 
While we chant with a smile, in a hopeful style, 
Of a quickly coming night. 


The Spaniard has been kicking up a row 
In the streets of his own beautiful Madrid, 
I don’t know what the trouble was just now, 
And I cannot say exactly when I did. 
And in our native Covent Garden Halls, 
We've also had a something of the sort ; 
But justice very lightly on them falls 
When the silly cubs are ‘introduced to court.” 
So we'll sing while we may of the bright, bright day 
When these babes shall have taken flight, 
When each sucking rowdy chap is kept at his pap 
And not let out at night. 


URGENCY! 


[A decision was lately given at Elgin in a breach of promise case, in which a sin- 
gular point was raised. A domestic servant claimed damages from a contractor; 
while the action was pencling, the plaintiff married a saw-miller. The difficulty thus 
raised was without precedent.—‘See Netespaper. | 











HOUSE OF COMMONS. 


ON the assembling of the House of Commons, it was evident that 
some matter of the deepest interest and importance was on for discussion. 
All matters which had up to that moment occupied the most earnest at- 
tention of legislators had been wholly and unexpectedly put aside ; every- 
thing was forgotten except the new subject. Every member was early 
in his place (if he was lucky enough to have one), while the seatless ones 








Sat upen the table. At seven a.m. precisely, the Prime Minister rose, 
amid deafening cheers, to introduce the Lord Chancellor's 


New Crime BILL. 


THE PRIME MINISTER. The measure which I am about to recom- 
mend to the earnest consideration of members of this House, and which 
has already been passed in another place in a continuous sitting of ten 
minutes, stands in need of no apology for the fact that it has, temporarily, 
suspended the progress of those measures which would, but for its colossal 
and overwhelming existence, dwarfing and infinitesimalising them by 
comparison into items of secondary importance, in the natural course 
and sequence of average events, justly claim to constitute the most con- 
siderable and pressing measures of the day. ( Voctferous cheers f.oma'] 
sides of the House ). 

It is already well known to this House that the present measure has 

been suddenly and urgently forced into the realm of absolute and essential 
necessity by the rapid and unforeseen inflorescence, maturing, and con- 
summation of a phase of crime which has indeed long—though hitherto 
less startling'y—threatened to undermine the mental! capacity of our 
judges and overthrow the mighty intellect of the British Bench. The 
measure I have before me is designed to meet and grapple with this 
terrible possibility; to rescue the judicial brain from the terrors and 
dangers attendant upon abnormal, overtaxing, and gratuitously-inflicted 
puzzledom brought to bear by a class of offenders whose nefarious de- 
light it appears to be to devote their energies to the invention of unprece- 
dented ‘‘ points of law ” to be settled by our unhappy judicial fraternity, 
and who have hitherto escaped the just and expedient penalty of their 
evil-doing, owing te the fact that their crime is one which has not hitherto 
found a place—its rightful place—upon thestatute book. ( Yed/s of approval 
from all parties.) The measure now under our consideration provides 
that any person guilty of the heinous crime of wantonly oe a new, 
preposterous, and unprecedented point for the determination of a judge 
shall undergo the extreme penalty of the law. (ZAunders of applause 
for hours). 

THe Home Secretary. While I know well enough ¢A/is Bill will not 
be opposed, even by the worst noodle among you (en//usiastic cheering), 
I may as well give you an idea of the havoc wrought, even up till now, 
upon the judicial intellect by the atrocious system of *‘ point” inventing 
by irresponsible and evilly-disposed law-dabblers, I will quote the case 
of Mr. Justice Wrinkles. In this case the learned judge was called upon 
to decide upon the liability for damage in the case of a cow which, with 
an artificial tooth borrowed from another cow having a different owner, 
gnawed through a barn-wall made of wood that had been stolen, and, 
eating a quantity of poisoned hay that belonged to nobody, sold herself, 
without the consent of her owner, for mutton, and ae illness to the 
owner of the stolen wood, who communicated the complaint to the 
owner of the cow from whom the tooth had been borrowed, who was at 
the time a minor and a convicted felon, besides non compos, 

On the evening after deciding the point, Mr. Justice Wri found, 
on weighing his brain, that it had decreased by nearly three pounds nine 
ounces. 

The Bill was then passed unanimously, amid vociferous cheering. 


— 
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Why is Scarborough unlike a refractory schoolboy ?—Because it 
showed a great desire to be re-Caine-d, 
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EKNICKENAOKS., 


AN eminent author is ready to give substantial proof that the sea rules 


the universe. Assuming the eminent one is right, the sooner our fleet 
is put in order the better, if only 


to prevent us being guilty of gross 
mendacity when singing, ‘* Rule 
Britannia, Britannia rules the 
waves,” 


Mr. Henry Georce does not 
altogether admire the Lords being 
made game of. His advice is, 
“If you like your Lords, keep 
them.” Well, though we have 
made game of our Lords, we like 
them—roasted, and intend keep- 


enough for cooking 


THE Marquis of Lorne wishes 
to be Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland 
as soon asthe post is vacant. The 
Home Rulers are strongly averse 

., toa member of the Argyll family 
making use of any Hibernian post, and advise the Marquis to seek a 
friendly post at home, ‘‘Is this poetic young Scotch nobleman so un- 
happy that he wishes to be kilt intoirely ?” asks an Irish patriot. 


A LADY, whose most ardent desire in life is to see women righted 
(whatever that may mean), informs us that she considers men ought to 
be compelled to adopt the surnames of the down-trodden creatures they 
lead up to the altar. So we weakly males would, and right willingly too, 
if our wives took the responsibilities of jury duties upon themselves, and 
sat cheerfully in Holloway Gaol for debt when occasion required. 





A wise Italian law forbids the sale of patent medicines unless their 
composition is given to the purchaser in clear print. A similar law 
might be well applied to the vending of physicked wines in this country. 
we can console ourselves, however, with the news that certain notable 
chemists have devised special tests for wines which have been doctored 
with such ingredients as coal tar, essence of bitter almonds, red poppies, 
phytolacca, logwood, crude Portuguese brandy, ammoniacal cochineal, 
turmeric, saffron, extract of rhatany, sulphuric acid, and beetroot. At 
dinner parties we shall now be able to discover the component parts of 
our wine by dipping tiny scraps of medicated paper into our glasses and 
watching those telltale little tests change colour, 


SOMERODY, it seems, has been at considerable pains to discover the 
fact that a newly-married Turkish lady whose mother was Circassian is 
only half a Tartar. ‘‘ Somebody” also believes that her father’s mother 
must have been likewise Circassian, in which case she is only one-fourth 
Tartar. The lady’s husband says he only deplores the misfortune that 
her paternal grandfather’s mother was not also Circassian, as then the 
bonnie bride might remove the superfluous hair from his head with the 
effete, washed-out languor of a one-eighth Tartar, when he returns home 
too early from the Bokharah club. 

Ir is a poor, undignified Court of Justice now that does not have its 
comic judge, magistrate, barrister or solicitor permanently attached to it. 
Croydon is exceptionally lucky in this respect, vide verbatim conversa- 
tion: Magistrate to solicitor, ‘‘ Then you open your mouth for nothing, 
sometimes.” Solicitor, ‘‘ I’m going outside to open my mouth for some- 
thing, directly.” (Roars of laughter.) Hooray! 





A PERSON gifted with superior information lets us know that the police 
are not as a body incorruptible men. We shall soon get admitted into 
all the deadly secrets concerning human nature, if things go on at this 
rate. Let us be candid though. Several years ago after a long search 
we found an ¢x-constable who was absolutely incorruptible. He resided 
in Hanwell Lunatic Asylum ; and lavish offers of gold would not induce 
him to admit that he was not Julius Czesar, 

TuHere’s a deal of human nature about human nature” says some one 
who knows. The other night we heard a.piquante little lady exclaim, 
‘* How awfully jolly it is that the cholera principally confines its atten- 
tions to the poor.” Then she nibbled anchovy toast in a delightfully 
dainty manner, smiled a bewitching smile, and asked us what we were 
shivering for. 








AT the earnest entreaties of their friends, several of the most utterly 
utter young men extant have sworn off lemon squash for the season ; and 
have taken boldly to goat's milk hot with just two lumps of sugar and a 
table-spoonful of eau-de-cologne to the tumbler. 








ing them till they become just high 





Enter the each BRITISH FARMER and the BRITISH FOOD-CONSUMER 
oppesite sides, each ruefully examining his accounts. 


FARMER, 
CONSUMER. 
FARMER. 


CONSUMER, 


FARMER. 


ROTH TOGETHER. In faith, I know not what thou railest at ! 


FARMER, 
CONSUMER, 
FARMER, 
CONSUMER, 
FARMER. 


CONSUMER. 


FARMER, 


CONSUMER, 


FARMER. 
CONSUMER, 


FARMER, 


Boru, 





FARMER, Who takes the increase that my labour strives for ? 


CONSUMER. 
Boru. 
Separate and inquire; then meet again with more hopeful faces. 
Botu (together). Lo! I have searched and found the only being 


YOUR ONLY GAINER. 
A DUOLOGUE. 


What ?—thou, mine enemy—— 

: What ?—thou, my foe—— 
Who reap’st the profit of my constant toil, 
And eatest up my gains—— 

Who wrenchest fron me 

My ev'ry groat to meet the cost of food ; 
Who, uncontent with just and moderate gain—— 
Who, grudging me that fair and rightful price—— 


I wail the great and crushing fall in prices. 
And I their cruel and abnormal rise. 
What? ‘*' Prices high?” Such gross misstatement never 
These ears have-—— 
Have I hearing? ‘* Prices low?” 
Such brazen-tongued mendacity hath ne'er 
Well, low enough, at apy rate, to spell 
Ruin for me! 
And high enough to mean, 
To me the hopeless sundering of ends. 
I tell thee that my corn, that hardly sells 
At thirty wretched shilliogs for the quarter, 
Doth cost me over thirty-five to grow ; 
I tell thee that my cattle, in the raising, 
Do cost me more than I do sell them for ; 
I tell thee that this day I leave my farm 
(My fathers’ livelihood for ages past), 
And seek the workhouse. 
Why, my very goal ! 
For I do tell thee that thy meat and loaf 
Do sap my whole resources, casting out 
All other necessaries of my life— 
And all that thou may’st reap a vaster gain ! 
Nay, all that thou may’st reap the gain that’s mine, 
Thou hast an honest air, as mankind go— 
I must believe that this strange thing thou speakest, 
Is very truth (though stranger truth these ears 
Have never drunk)—— 
Thou dost persuade the eye, 

Despite dissuasion of the prudent mind, 
To hold thee truthful. 

So the question is, 
With prices high and low at selfsame time, 
Where goes the profits that we both have earned ? 





Who eats the cheaper food that I should eat ? 
Depart we either way, and ascertain. 


That stands to gain, whatever may befall— 
High price or low, or rather both at once ; 
Who buyeth ever at the price of dross 

And selleth ever at the price of gold. 

No further toward the workhouse need we bend 
Despairing steps ; change we our calling simply, 
And neither paying nor producing live, 

And fatten, and grow rich, There is no room 
In England’s bounds, save for the MIDDLEMAN, 
So turn we Middlemen, we Britishers : 

Exist no trade save that of Middleman : 

And Britain, as a land of Middlemen, 

Shall yet recover and be prosperous. (A CAPITAL NOTION) 
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The Cry of the Clerks. 


{Certain banks have issued a rule to the effect that none of their clerks | 
are to marry until they are in receipt of £150 a-year, on pain of dis- 
missal.) See /etters on Bank Bachelors in a daily contemporary. 


On, not for us clerks are the blessings of love 
(By some thought to be all earth’s pleasures above), 
We henceforth must view them with horror and dread, 
E’en in poets’ and novelists’ pages, | 
For, lo! our employers in many a bank | 
Have warned us that wedlock befits not our rank, 
And so they have kindly fo bid us to wed 
Until we receive higher wages. 
We mustn’t get married (excuse the salt tear) 
Till we’re earning one hundred and fifty a year, 


Not for ws are the joys of a nice little home— 
No, wifeless we clerks for a long time must roam, 
With no loving woman to brighten our lot 
When our daily task’s done in the City ; 
Ah! no cosy hearth must we hope to possess, 
No loved one to cherish, to comfort and bless ; 
Not sufficient as yet is the screw we have got, 
So, Cupid, upon us have pity ; 
Your arrows and darts we in future must fear, 
Till we're raised to one hundred and fifty a year. 





We may lead a fast life (if we're that way incliaed), 
But wedlock must not by us slaves be designed, 
To marry the girls we have earnestly wooed 
We must wait our employers’ permission. 
Our course of true love they have thought fit to bar, 
Not caring what hearts they may sever or mar ; 
But, of course, they with sound common sense are imbued, 
So we’re bound to submit with contrition. 
With a bride at the altar we mustn’t appear 
Till they give us that hundred and fifty a year! 


Then avaunt, gentle damsels, ensnare not our hearts, 
Don’t tempt us with smiles and aficction’s soft arts ; 
We must of fall in love (not with honest views) ow, 
So with maidenly wiles don’t attack us. 
In bachelor misery we must remain, 
Our ‘‘ engagements’ awhile we must shatter in twain, 
To despotic employers we humbly must bow, 
For if we get married they'll *‘ sack” us ! 
No, Ilymen, you must not approach us, ’tis clear, 
Till our ‘‘sals” reach one hundred and fifty a year. 





AT HOME. 


AT 


TH SB WAS H, 
“LENDING A HAND. 








NEW LEAVES. 


‘‘ Tue Pictorial Press: its Origin and Progress,” by Mason Jackson 
(Hurst and Blackett).—Here we have a very handsome volume full of 
deep research and interesting information from the pen of Mr. Mason 
Jackson, whose long and intimate connection with the ///ustrated London 
News makes him a most reiiable authority upon events he has set him- 
self about to chronicle. So thoroughly, indeed, is the subject treated 
that this must, for the future, become a book of reference in all such 
matters, as well as an historical record of one of the great civilising in- 
stitutions of our time, we might almost say of alltime. The book is pleati- 
fully adorned with quaint and curious illustrations, from the rough sketch 
of three centuries ago to specimens of journalistic illustrations of a com- 
paratively recent date, all leading up to the great excellence of that class 
of art which it is the privilege of the present generation to have week 
by week placed in their hands. Wecongratulate Mr. Mason Jackson on 
having produced such an interesting book, 

When old leaves fall, new leaves come, and a number have come 
from the ‘‘ Sunday School Union.” They are too numerous to mention 
separately, but may be said to be general y books that are good enough 
for the good, and good enough to make the bad better. They are more 
or less fully illustrated, and with more or less artistic merit, many of 
them better conceived than executed. Asa whole they are of a highly 
commendable character, dag" 
We have received a very smartly-written and highly interesting little 
pamphlet, entitled, ‘‘ The Printer’s Devil,” by Anglo-Scotus. In treating 
of some startling printer’s errors, the author displays a considerable 
fund of humour and much research, Were not Foun’s vast army of 
contributors, compositors, &c., above all reproach, he would send round 
to 3 York Street, Covent Garden, for several thousand copies for their 
re-proof, 

t O’er Many Lands, on Many Seas,” by Gordon Stables, M.D., R.N. 
(Cassell and Company, Limited).—This is a story of stirring adventure, 
full ot exciting incident in far off places. It is admirably told, and 
abundantly illustrated with excellent engravings, of a character as varied 
and attractive as the text. It is got up in the superior style never want- 
ing in the productions of Cassell and Company. 
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' Grand Masters of the Primrose 


The Latest. 


A PROVINCIAL paper asserts, asserts with some fire, 
That our Premier has made up his mind to retire ; 
That the reason he compromised thus with the foe, 
Is because to the Upper House soon he will go, 
That journal declares, furthermore, that our G. 
Undoubtedly raised to an Earldom will be, 

As soon as he ends the Reform (H)urly-burly — 

But this statement ve Earl seems a trifle too Earl-y, 





Hye, Hye, There! 

At Barrow-in-Furness recently, a man named Cooper was summoned 
for assaulting the editor of the Vu/cam a comic journal, he having entered 
the plaintiffs office and knocked him down, giving him a black eye. 
For this assault he was fined twelve shillings only. Evidently in the black 
country they don’t think much of black eyes, or of comic editors, wheo 
they value an editorial optic at a dozen shillings. It dozen matter to us, 
but it must have been eye/y irritating to the plaintiff, and must have been 
a severe blow to his pride as well as to his eye. 





The Thynne End. 


Lorp Henry THYNNE, M.P., “had not the slightest hesitation in 
saying” at Gillingham the other day, ‘‘that when Mr. Chamberlain 
read those affidavits he knew every one of them to be false.”” Headded 
that any gentleman could tell Mr. Chamberlain. Why should Lord 
Henry exclude himself from telling himin this way? Not afraid, surely ! 





Perfectly (Primrose) League-al. 


Lorp SALissury and Sir Stafford Northcote have just been made 
uc. So we suppose that henceforth 
their oratory will be of a still more flowery kind than hitherto, especially 


| when they address ‘ prim ”-rows of auditors, 
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SPROUTING.’ 
Bobby (despondingly).—"* NO FEAR OF THAT, GUV’NOR, 
ENOUGH.” 


CSC. 


ee 











A FORCE-IBLE REPLY. 
eme—CRYSTAL PALACR, 


ine Policeman on duty). 
Hi LONGER UNDER 





‘*T CALCULATE, STRANGER, THAT IF 


tHIS GLASS ROOF YOU'LL A FAIR WAY 


THEY DON’T KEEP ME MOIST 


| 


| 
| 





} 





| 





“Fun’s” Farewell to a Funny 
Fellow. 


{It is announced that now the Franchise Bill is all bu 
settled, Lord Randolph Churchill will proceed to India 
and not return until April. We regret to learn that ill- 
health is the cause of the noble lord’s trip.) 

Our Kandy is going away, 

Until April, alas! it is said, 
And Britain, whom Randolph made gay 
Now views his departure with dread. 
3y that jester with mirth she was fed, 
She laughed at his pranks, day by day, 
Ah! who'll fill that office instead, 
Now Randolph is going away ! 


Bold Randolph is going away, 
To the gorgeous far East doth he fly,— 
Who will fill Mr. G. with dismay 
When little R. C. is not by ? 
Who'll rise with a glare in his eye 
And always have something to say, 
!)emanding the wherefore and why 
Now Kandolph is going away ? 
Our Randy is going away— 
», the great Franchise measure, ’tis true, 
Will be passed now with little delay, 
So there's little for Randolph to do. 
Lsut what if some crisis should brew ? 
Whosuch boldnessand bounce will display ? 
How’s our Senate, in short, to get through, 
When Randolph is far, far away ? 


Lord Randolph is going away, 
With his notions we seldom agree ; 
We chaff him, for oft in the fray 
He is such an eccentric M.P. 
Yet now he is crossing the sea, 
Because his health hasn’t been gay, 
May he come back recovered, say we, 
Now Randolph ts going away, 


Ul. Pri é Twope Ace. Post-free, 2: e 


FUN ALMANAG FOR 1885. 


‘ust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-Sree 1s. 20. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL 081886, 


Just Out. Price One Shilling each. Post-free, 1s. 2kd. 


‘ FUN'S” NEW NOVELETTES, 


WHO LIVED THERE, 


THE AUTHOR OF 


“MY NEIGHLOUR NELLIE.” 


LOVE-CLOUDS: 
A STORY OF LOVE AND REVENGE, 
By JOHN LATEY, Junr. 


‘Very interesting and well-written romance. . . 
‘Love-Clouds’ break at last into the happiest of sun- 
shine.’’—George Augustus Sala’s ‘ Echoes of the Week 

rhe I trated London News. 

‘Lovers of thrilling episodes, and ofa plot full of 
stirring mcidents at every turn, should read ‘ Love- 
Clouds.’ The Graphic. 

‘A remarkably exciting story. . . Like‘ Called 
Pack,’ the book ts published at a shilling.’-—G. R. Sims 
e* Dagonet’ )in The Refi ree. 

‘* A story of loveand revenge which whirls the reader 
al mg atexpress speed, and whi h should be the romance 
of the season.” —‘‘ Lorgnette” in 7he Sportsman, 
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*FUN OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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solemnly promise it. You may depend on my secrecy. 
(The Promise instantly becomes a holy thing, never, never to be violated 
(he Sromsse suslanlly be “ig ee eps ren you Say that at first? Of course he is bound in honour not totell. His 


been and stabbed me in the back. 
and he shall be punished. (70 PASSER-ny.) ow saw who did it— 


I cannot assist you. 


circumstances. 


® sare wee a =. 
AT THE SHOW. 
Septimus Foes, Esg.—‘* HOw pd’'yE po, ’M SHAW,” Jouny Lady.— “I BEG YOUR PARDON,” 
Septimus Hogg, Esg.— 1 BEG Yours, "'M SHAW. I MADR SHAW I RECOGNISED SOME PARTICULAR FRIENDS OF MINE HEAH,” 
CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. honour in the matter. What business had you, in the first place, to 
y I 
 acocqcenageel promise? And after that, how can you be bound to shield a criminal ? 
INVIOLABLE SECRECY, I'll see what my solicitor says ! 
See the beautiful and unexceptionable precedent,created by Mr. Bernard * aor Res . ‘ ' 
\ won tg : : ‘* ' THe SoLiciTor. Evilly disposed person stabbed you ia the back, 


and everybody else in the Coleridge case in agreeing that the names of h? 
€ 


the inventors of the falsehoods could not be revealed.) Passer-by saw him do it, eh? Nothing easier then, we have 


only to subpcena the Passer-by and compel him to tell 





EVILLY DISPOSED PERSON (fo PASSER-BY). I say, look here; I’m Unr. In}. Pers. Well, but he says he will not tell—— 
— _ a. im the back. Fromise me that you will never, His SoLicitor. What? Oh, wants to shield a law-breaker, does he ? 
~— divu ge pe it 1 -"* iin selvely dered We'll soon see whether he will be permitted to defeat the ends of justice ! 
ASSER-BY, 10 you solemnly assure me that you positively ists On | Tie must have strange notions of his duty toward society to think of 
my never revealing your identity ? refusing to 
«vr S Ame ( ot Ol QAily , 4 
Ev. Dis. Per. Ido. I would not have you do so for any thing. Unk Inj. Pers. But he states that he has solemnly promised the 


*ASSER-BY. In that case, and on that . . 
PASSER-1 I : Py distinct understanding, I criminal never, never to divulge-—— 


SOLICITOR. O—o—oh! That entirely alters the case. Why didn’t 


inder ANY circumstances. This wrt/ll be found a really convenien 
ere oe eens ‘eile re a realy convenient — refusal speaks well for his notions of his duty toward society, No, I 
arrangement, overriding the hitherto often inconvenient tyranny of the ; ; 

acne, aad eferdina came splendid chesices for cviminals wi F cannot help you, I’m afraid. I could never bring myself to try to make 
S p if #* [ f 4 é ‘ { fi ( P “ 4 i? ‘ + ‘ 7 ii 4 } 
vee Sioa barge y — make aman break such a solemn promise. 


ul ’ sments Wt, mce and estoht. Z 
their en ith ~ _ i. ight.) Unk, INJ. Pers. Then I shall go to the barristers mysell. 
* * * 
UNREASONAELE INJORED PERSON. Help ! Oh dear! here’s somebody . : ‘J ' , : 


I will claim the assistance of the law, BARRISTERS. Well, we will undertake your case, and cross-examine 
that witness you mention. Jon's tell who did it, eh? We'll see whether 
ou will assist me? we will worm it out of him or not! We'll see what brow-beating will 

PASSER-bY. I admit that I know who did it; but Iam sorry to say | do—eh? What? ‘He has promised the criminal never to divulge ——” 
Go away—get out instantly! What do you mean by trying to get the 


Crowp. Shame! Yah! You ought to b e ashamed of yourseli to bar to make a man break his solemn promise ? We wash our hands of it 


refuse to assist the injured against the injurer ! * . . ° ‘ : 
PASSER-LY. Let me explain. I gave the perpetrator of the crime a THe Jupce. (Zo Unr. Inj, Pers. conducting his case in person). 

solemn promise that I would nev er, never divulge his identity. Yes, you may examine the Passer-by as a witness, (70 Passer-by). You 
THe Crowb. Never, under avy circumstances ? cannot defeat the ends of justice by refusing to reveal the identity of the 
PASSER-BY. [:xactly. Therefore am I not bound to secrecy ? perpetrate—eh? ‘‘Solemnly promised never to reveal it?” In that 
Crown, Of course you are, You couldn't, in honour, tell under the case you are mof compelled to answer, of course. You can go. (70U. 


I. P.). It is my duty to tell you that your attempt is most disgraceful. 
UNREASONALLE INJURED PReRSON. What? I really don’t see any There ought to be a law to make it a criminal offence ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE PRINCE’S.—An old fashion 
(which I do not remember in the 
least) has been revived at this theatre 
in the shape of a new first piece, in 
which its too-susceptible hero takes an 
overdose of Mr. Wilson Barrett’s 
Hamileé with apparently maniacal 
results, The piece is capitally played 

ree and Caffray, and 


is a good little study, and Mr, Tree, 
as a sort of Hamlet, plays 
with a sincerity which is as artistic as 
it is comical, being ably seconded by 
Miss Tiibury in a heart-rending love- 
scene, It is curious to note that the 
more natural humour of the cabman 
is much better received, and is, in- 


as the joke, which, as a fact, grows 

wearisome before it is done with. 

This little work, however, amply 
‘ and effectually serves its purpose as a 

slight ever de rideau previous to the 

more serious business of the evening 

—to wit, Called Back, The author, 
by the way, is Mr, Comyns Carr. 





—THre BAKER AND 
HIS HARES. 


Tue Prince's 


Tue Avenur.—An unequivocally successful matinée at the Gaiety, 
as far as acontinuous roar of laughter goes, of Mr. Paulton’s “* What You 
Will,” as he calls it, has induced the management of this theatre to place 
it in their bill, vice the unfortunate Just im Zime consigned to the limbo 
of oblivion, Mr. Paulton’s peculiar emanation, though not to be very 
favourably considered from the point of view of art, is yet provocative 
of a good deal of hearty and honest mirth, and will not unlikely consi- 
derably benefit the exchequer of this (among others) not over-fortunate 
theatre, so that, in the words of a character in a recent play (now, alas ! 
though recent, no more), the management may, not unreasonably, re- 
mark, ‘* Bother art.” 


BEYOND reference to the fact that the work deals in a satirical vein, and 
with some easily-graspable humour, with the School of Dramatic Art, and 
is on the model of 7%e Critic, little need be said. The plot relates to the 
complications of a susceptible bachelor with the many flames he has 
tampered with, and is conducted in a more or less conventional manner. 
Allusions and technicalities of the stage abound, but perhaps in these 
days of general ‘‘ knowingness” this is no drawback. In calling his 
play and his female students ‘‘ Lilies,” Mr. Paulton is probably guilty of 
a distant allusion to a celebrated society beauty, who has since adopted 
the stage, otherwise the title seems a little vague. The laughter is as 
abundant and continuous here as at the Gaiety, and although the humour 
is probably plainer to a “‘ first-night” 

audience than a general one, there 

is nothing in the second, and un-_ 

doubtedly the funniest act, which the 
merest tyro in dramatic smartness 
should not understand, and crack his 
aching sides with laughter over. 


THE acting is very good on the 
whole, and the changes from the 
Gaiety cast, consisting of the substi- 
tution of Miss Edith Bruce and Miss 
Louise Henschel (the latter of whom 
we kept expecting to sing something 
every longing minute, but she didn’t) 
for Miss Rosie St. George and Mdlle. 
Sara respectively are manifestly judi- 
cious, Mr, Paulton’s natural stolidity 
serves him with good effect as the 
tutor of budding aspirants, and the 
part, which in its many changes of 
costume, is not unsuggestive of the 
‘*Protean entertainment,” receives 
full justice at his hands. Miss 
Lavis acts very well, although the 
part she is called upon to play is 

somewhat repulsive and vulgar. Mr. 

Fred Mervyn is spirited, but too smiling. Mr. J. W. Bradbury is 
fairly funny in a part offering slight opportunities, and Miss Florence 
Trevelyan plays exceptionally well; glance, tone, and gesture being 








Tue Avenve.—Fatugr Pro-anp- 
CON-F ESSOR, 





deed, funnier than what is intended | 


| strikingly apt throughout a not particularly important part. Mr. C. A. 





= Messrs. 
iss Tilbury. Mr. Caffray’s cabman | 











Smily and Mr. Maurice Drew are also very good. The solemn nervous- 
ness of the latter during the play-scene is very funny and true—I know, 
I have amateur acted myself. But I am inclined to think that the abso- 
lutely best play- 
ed part in the 
piece is Mr. J. 
H. Jarvis’s 
Margate boat- 
man, it is full 
of _ character, 
and redolent of 
the sea, 


THe OLyM- 
PIC (Morning). 
—The produc- 
tion of a Dash 
for Freedom at 
this theatre the 
other morning 
was another instance of mistaken enterprise. This wild piece with “‘a 
purpose ’—the purpose of which was wholly lost sight of after awhile, 
so that it is no wonder that it became purposeless and well-nigh incom- 
prehensible at last—it is not worth while dwelling upon at this time of 
day; enough that it was conventional, inconsequent, and ridiculous— 
that it was mercilessly ‘‘ guyed ” towards the end—and that in all pro- 
bability we shall never hear of it more, 





THe Avenug.—‘‘ Ginny’ AND “ SANDY. 


Nops AND WINKS.—A new and (I understand) brilliant ballet has 
been produced at the ** Alhambra Theatre of Varieties,” called Zhe 
Swans, Malle. Palladino is the leading spirit, and ‘‘ real live swans” 
float on the stream which forms part of a very beautiful scene. More 
of this anon, as I have not yet seen it myself.—‘* Love Clouds ’—the 
clever and successful novelette by Mr. John Latey, jun., which, as 
Dagonet points out, is similar in size, price, and spirit to the celebrated 
Called Back—has, I hear, like that work, already attracted the greedy 
gaze of the theatrical adaptor. Mr. Latey, however, will, I understand, 
prepare his own stage version—and a very good play it will make too, 
**not too much sensation, but just sensation enough,”—Talking of Mr. 
Latey reminds methat Zhe Penny /ilustrated Paper, of which he is the 
able editor, issues a capital Christmas Number on Saturday. I notice 
among the contributors such names as Geo. Manville Fenn, G. Rk. Sims, 
‘*the Twa Archies ’’—(the indomitable Forbes and the ‘‘ far-darting ” 
and ubiquitous McNeill)—Harry Furniss, R. Butler, Watson, H. Chance 
Newton ‘‘of ours,” and I don’t know who all. Then there’s a pretty 
coloured picture thrown in, and if that—which isn’t half of what you 
get—isn’t enough for threepence, may I never change half-sovereign more! 


THe GAIRTY (morning).—A performance for the benefit of Mr. E. C. 
Stafford, the acting manager of the Globe theatre, took place here on 
Thursday last. In order that there 
might be no mistake as to the 
identity of the denficiaire, the front 
page of the programme consisted, 
more or less, of Mr. Stafford’s 
portrait. The pieces chosen were 
Ethe’s Test, the two-act comedy 
by Mr. H. C, Williamson, Mr, W, 
S. Gilbert’s 7he Wedding March 
(which had the advantage of in- 
cluding Miss Lydia Thompson, 
Mr. Lionel Brough, and Mr, 
George Giddens in the cast), and 
a very pretty new comedietta, 
somewhat marred in performance 
by the inefficiency of the male per- 
former) from the French by Messrs. 
J. Dilley and L. Clifton, called 
Cousin Grace, The choice of the 
second piece was an obviously un- 
wise one, for the *‘ scratch ” nature 
of a morning performance precludes any possibility of that general ‘‘go,” 
which is the only possible claim this piece has to existence. There was 
py house, and Mr, Stafford will probably have no cause to complain 
of the result. 








Tas AvENUB.—SUGGESTION FOR A 
Criassic PostTEr. 


SUPPLEMENTARY Nop AND WINK.—The Olympic has just passed 


into the managerial hands of Mr. Kyrle Bellew, 
NesTOR, 
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The Coming of the Cards, 
THE gentle mind, I mildly boast, 


Since I was a small boys 

Admits with patient meekness most 
Expressions of true joy ; 

It would not Christmas theatres shut, 
Nor Christmas feasts discards, 

E’en Christmas bills it honours, but— 

Ah! not the Christmas card. 


The wish that prompts the senders’ kind, 
And comes from their heart’s core— 

It generally does, I find, 
With men who mostly bore. 

But, oh! the robins on the boughs, 
Winters with beards like pards, 

With frosted-sugar pendants, rouse 

My bile in coming cards, 


Cards painted, plain, cards stamped and | 
smooth, 

Cards framed in every strain, 

The goody-goody just to sooth, 

The mad, to entertain ! 

They pay me fulsome compliments, 

Penned by insipid bards, 

Wherefore my poet’s soul resents 

The coming of the cards. 


And not alone my poet’s soul 
With wrath the coming fills, 
My prosier soul, for in the shoal 
Cheques miss—but never bills. 
Rat-tats re-echo through my hall 
Like charges of the Guards ; 
My papers fail me one and all, 
But, oh! ah, not the cards! 


But if they only came a mind 

Like mine, by fads unracked, 

Perhaps—when bread is *‘ down ’’—might 
find 

Some comfort in the fact. 

But what compels it most to grieve, 

What it as worst regards, 

Is this—for one that I receive 

I send out twenty cards. 


THE only class of workers likely to go in 
for Fair Trade are cabmen. 


CATTLE SHOW WEEK.—HODGE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


ON Monday, Decembare ze von, Lord Chancellor say to me in 22 
lobby, vy is ze difference betveen ze hangerchief of Her Glorious Majesty 
and ze Income Tax Bill. I say I have got it, not ze mouchoir, but ze 
ansare, It is because it is for ze royal pocket, and he tell me to try 
again. I say because I give it upvards, and he tell mez difference is 
zat von receive ze Royal scent, and ze ozzare ze Royal assent. I say 
vat? and he reply, e vous dis, ze Royal Assent, and he leave me in a 
sentimental mood. Milor Bramble suggest sirteen alterations in ze 
Franchise Bill, but Milor Selborne sink zem ze mistakes he point out 
are like zose of ze parson who marry ze bridegroom to his mozzare-in- 
law, and ze bride to ze beetle, zey are clerical errors. 

In our House Mr. Ashley inform Sir B. Chicks (I have ze Bb. 
Chicks down side up, I mean Sir Hicks Beach) he need not be cross 
about angry Pequena. Ze impequena-ous German Empire have only 
taken 1,600 esqvare miles under protection. It is allesqvare. Sir Milner 
zen have Mr. Ashley up again and vant to know if he ever Ashley, zat 
is, ever rashly said ze Conservatives ver sorry Gordon vas safe. I shut 
up ze question by saying I feel sure Sir Milner is glad Gordon is as safe 
as if he ver ze safe man Griffis in ze safe of Milner. Mr. Gladstone read 
his Redistribution Bill (Sir Lawson visper his Read-his-tribulation Bill). 
Ven he say Schedule A vill disfranchise some boroughs ve receive ze A 
vit chaff, but ven he add zat Schedule B vill partially disfranchise 
ozzares and entre autres, Rabbitborough, I exclaim, ‘‘ Schedule B, Bb, 
blowed ! How Schedule like it?” Ve go in Committee on ze Conso- 
lidated Fun Bill, I tell zem 153 Fleet Street is ze proper place to con- 
solidate zat article, ze Chairman of Committees take off his boot and 
look at me ver hard. I take to my heel. ‘ 
Vensday,—Ze noble lords have a leetle of Consolidated Fun. Zey 
only sit for ten minutes. Zey so much laugh zey have stitch up zeir side. 
In ze Commons ve read two times ze Bill to extend ze Hours of Polling, 








os I suppose is for ze membares zat go in for polo and climbing és 
Alpes. 

Sursday.—Ze Lords pass Franchise Bill tro Committee. Milor 
Bramble vant to give ze I'ranchise to lovally voman—fas encore mais 
bientot, Ze Redistribution Bill start on ze scratch, but it have nearly 
catch ze ozzare on ze post-office, as you say. Ve read him two times in 
ze Commons, 





A Trill for “Taffy.” 


{Referring to the Redistribution Bill, a jourtial says, ‘ ‘The Welsh Members rejoice 
in the fact that none of their seats will be taken from them."’] 


Tue Welsh rejoice that this new Bill 
No seat of theirs impales ; 
Yet ‘tis a paradox—for still, 
Although they praise Grand Premier Will ; 
The pleasures that their bosoms thrill, 
Are all expressed in wai/s, 


Christmas Crackers. 


**Tom SmitH ” is the king of ‘‘ Crackers”—he stands alone, and 
needs no backers ; cards may do for distant greetings, crackers are for 
merry meetings, where happy hearts dull care derides, where homely joy 
and mirth abides; explosive laughs the chat divides, Smith’s crackers 
make folks crack their sides, ¢ may bd name a few things he has 
in his season’s new things—* Canada, its wintry joys; ** Lowther 
Arcade,” with its toys; the old shop “ Curiosity” has odds and ends 
for all to +" Those — with fun a oe have it 
** England’s History,” every smiling an may 
“ Venus’ Looki - ;” and those who would true mirth provide have 
just to look at “ t’s inside.” All friends may be made joyous with 
the crackers bought from great Tom Smith. 
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HIS HIGH INFALLIBILITY. 


{Child ill with St. Vitus’s dance. Father sends doctor’s certificate, stating child must not attend school. School Board officer presses for conviction. Magis- 
trate—‘‘ What reason can you give for ing for a fine in the face of this certificate?’ Officer—‘' / consider the child well.” Magi “ You do not understand. 
What medical evi have you?” —** I do not consider any medical evidence necessary ; / consider the child to be well.” —One of several similar cases in 
Miss Lupton’ s article in “ Sanitary Record.”} 





Poor little Medicine, Science, and Law huddled together in deadly affright, as a great foot, from which there was no appeal, was ‘‘ put down.” 


‘There! said Jobn Bull vainly to the rest of the world. ‘‘ What other country can show such a magnificent creature as my Inspector of Schools?” And the other 
nations gnashed their teeth with jealousy, and tried to buy him. 

















And one day the most wonderful thing happened. That great infallible creature—that haughty and all-sufficient s -irit—w#as seen to—yes, to actually take off his hat 
and salaam! To whom on earth? The mystery wa. explained: he had seen himself in a looking-glass. 
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THE TWINS—PEACE AT LAST. 





















































THE TWINS.—PHACE AT LAST. 
(See Cartoon.) 


THERE was a little pig, very excellently bred, 
And reared upon a well-known farm, 

The proprietor of which, by its escapades, was led 
To experience some slight alarm : 

And this little piggie, full of muscle and of bone, 

Was mightily ambitious to trot about alone, 

So tried all it knew, but couldn’t though it tried, 

Since a twin little piggie was joined to its side. 


Now the second little pig was lethargic in its way, 
Never showing any mind to roam, 

And, as far as one could see, very much preferred to stay 
Doing nothing in the least at home. 

So the farmer was obliged to pursue a coaxing tack, 

And to give it what it liked, and to scratch its little back, 

To stimulate its spirits and persuade it to be good 

And accompany the other, as a little brother should. 


The regimen prescribed was attended with success ; 
The thriving twins repaid his care, 
And nobody beholding could easily do less 
Than cry, “ Gracious ! what a handsome pair !” 
Then, fattened"for the market, each precious little pig 
Swelled visibly, and grew most beautifully big ; 
And the outcome of it all, as you probably must know, 
Was—they collared the First Prize at the Annual Show. 
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WARBLES OF THH WHEE. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
New Serigs, No. 51, AiR—“ One doesn’t want goggles for that.” 


HEY said she was mad, though they 
said it in vain, 
One doesn’t want goggles for 
that, 
And ‘she’s proving herself undeni- 
ably sane, 
One doesn’t want goggles for 
that. 
(We'd say whom we mean, but we 
don’t want a fuss, 
And she might go and enter a case 
against us, 
That’s why we express ourselves 
carefully, thus, 
One doesn’t want goggles for 
that. 


They’re wise in restricting ‘‘ the 
Scrubbs ” with its butts, 
One doesn’t want goggles for 
that, 
There’s Bismarck been beaten in 
spite of his ‘*‘ tuts,” 
Ose doesn’t want goggles for 
that. 


Some bold volunteers are now crossing the main 

(For far Bechuanaland, we would explain) 

And once more has Scarborough gotten the Caine, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 


The Twickenham people as martyrs all pose, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that, 

And every one of them’s holding his nose, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 

For every soul in the townlet condemns 

The state of their portion of Old Father Thames, 

And names the ‘‘ Conservers ” with dashes and ‘* hems,”’ 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 


And Sunderland’s got in for Greenock—Hoorah ! 
One doesn’t want goggles for that, 

Though Ker has got Lbown—a Conservative—bah ! 
One doesn’t want goggles for that, 

A lady, a deputy’s ‘‘ missis”’ they bless, 

And crack up in France—though a clear murderess— 

The French folks are savages still, more or less, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 


With Adams v. Coleridge they’ve made a nice splash, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that, 

A fire down at Bolton has sent up its flash, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 

It’s twenty-five years, as each paper relates, 

Since Patti first sung in the U-nited States, 

Which the ‘‘ diva” with horses and gas celebrates— 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 


That pitiful Aston case drags along still, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that, 

Some snobs w#// have straw in the road when they’re ill, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 

And we’re happy to see that the newspapers tell 

That Sir Moses is once again thoroughly well, 

It can’t be denied that he’s had a bad spell, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that, 


You know the Society named of Balloons? 
One doesn’t want goggles for that, 
They’ve lectured about the Stye Crofters—the coons ! 
Who'd think they were jokists like that ? 
There’s Gordon got Shendy and Berber, they say, 
And some say the Mahdi has faded away, 
They’ve a big Exhibition at Bingley Hall, eh? 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 


They’ve walked for six days at the Ac-qua-ri-um, 
One doesn’t want les for that, 
It’s snowed—not too much—but at least we’ve had some, 
One almost wants goggles for that. 
The Turk soldier wants pay, we should think that he did, 
And maketh a row and they’ve rows in Madrid, 
And the ’Varsity rowdy of Cam makes his bid, 
One doesn’t want goggles for that. 











THE LOGICIANS OF PETWORTH. 


[The magistrates of Petworth, in Sussex, refused to convict a man named Gillham, 
who had trapped seventy-two sparrows fer the purpose of being shot at in a match, 
and counsel on their behalf contended, in the Queen's Bench Division, that the 
sparrows, having been trapped, were no longer ‘‘ wild birds” within the meaning of 
the Act. Justices Grove and Hawkins ridiculed this contention, and sent the case 
back to the magistrates, with the expression of a hope that they would pass an exem- 
plary sentence upon those engaged in the brutal sport. —Newspafer.) 

_ WHEN our own criminal read the above, he went and packed his 
little valise immediately, and looked out the next train, 

‘* Off somewhere for change of air?” we asked, 

“‘ Change o’ beaks,” he replied. ‘* Petworth’s the crib for me.” 

Off he went by next train, and took a cottage whose position made it 
a convenient centre for the various mansions of the Petworth magistrates, 

Next morning he wanted some breakfast, so he took his little gun and 
strolled through the nearest preserve until he brought down a hare ; then 
a keeper came up and said, ‘‘ Hullo! You come along o’ me.” ‘* All 
right,” said our own criminal. So the keeper walked him into the pre- 
sence of a wise-looking gentleman ina library. ‘‘ Bin and killed one o’ 





your worship’s hares,” said the keeper. ‘ Very well; twenty-one 
days,” said the magistrate. ‘‘ But this ’ere hare’s dead, so I can’t ha’ 
killed it,” said our own criminal, The wise magistrate scratched his 
head, consulted his book of rules where he kept his logic, put his finger 
on the very rule which bore on the case, ‘‘ Dearme!” said he; “ yes, 
here it is; the very rule we refused to convict that sparrow-trapper 
about. A wild bird, having been caught, ceases to be a wild bird ; 
therefore, it being impossible to catch a wild bird, no person can be con- 
victed for so doing ; therefore, as all birds are liable to be caught, there 
are no wild birds; but tame birds are property, while the birds at large 
are not property ; therefore the birds at large are not tame, but they are 
also not wild; but they must, to exist, be either tame or wild; re- 
fore they do not exist—that is, there are no birds ; but birds ave caught ; 
therefore——”’ 

Here the worthy magistrate’s head nto swim ; but our criminal 
came to the rescue. ‘* That’s all right,” he said; *‘so, don’t you see? 
this hare’s dead, and never existed, and couldn’t ha’ bin yourn, and haint 
‘ere now ; an’ so you've on'y got to let me go free.” 

With gratitude too deep 4. words in his intelligent eyes, the Petworth 
magistrate rose and grasped the hand of our criminal, ‘‘ 7%ar’s it—oh, 
thank you !” he murmured, 

It was a few hours after this that our criminal required some plate. 
There was some on another magistrate’s sideboard ; and he took it. 
** Hullo!” said the magistrate, ‘‘ Committed for trial!” ‘* What for?” 
asked our criminal, ‘‘ Stealing my plate,” replied the trate. 
‘Stealing? Why, look ; it’s in my possession. How can I steal what's 
in my own possession?” 7Zha¢ magistrate consulted his logic book, and 
saw that our criminal was right. 

Our criminal has taken up his residence permanently among those 
intelligent magistrates of Petworth; he says he gets on capitally with 
them, and they suit him toa T, 








Resigned, 
{Mr. Marum has resigned his seat for Kilkenny, because he no longer ‘‘ enjoys the 
confidence of Mr. Parnell.’’] 
THe Member for Kilkenny, we regret to have to tell, 
His seat has now resigned, 
Because he’s not confided in by ‘* Patriot” Parnell, 
Which of P, is most unkind ; 
But if P.’s crew are inclined 
To closely hug their secrets, Mr. M. will not debar ‘em, 
In fact, you see, he'll sever from them, rather than he'll Mar-um, 


Yes, and Weal(d) do it! 

A MOVEMENT is on foot for the preservation of Harrow Common or 
Weald for the people. Buggins the Builder, and all would-be enclosers 
of open spaces, doubtless consider this very Harrow-ing. They don't 
like to see the Commons Preservation Society weald-ing such power, 
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KNICKNACKS. 


THoss Nihilists have been up to their tricks again, and this time have 
nearly succeeded in poisoning t 


e great White Czar. The details of the 
raha are kept pro- 
foundly secret; but it is 
generally believed that the 
conspirators bribed a chef 
to serve up a dish of whelks 
au tinned mushrooms to 
his most gracious majesty. 
That cordon blew is said to 
have already been deco- 
rated with the cord of 
hemp in consequence. 


REPORT says that the 
plucky King of Italy is 
about to be made a saint, 
The manufacturing process 
will be a slow one, we 
presume. 





SINCE the Manisty atro- 
city, Mr. Justice Field has 
endeavoured to coerce a jury into finding the verdict he specially desired 
to be found, The Field turned green with rage when his jurymen, 
objecting to gag-law, politely refused to be driven like geese over the 
judge’s grounds of thought. Anent this affair, Mr, Justice Field would 
have had a good many digs, but, luckily for him, the reporters had left 
the field of action before Mr. Justice Field began to exhibit signs of ver- 
dant verbosity. 


THERE has been a vast amount of senseless chatter indulged in lately 
about the great advantages we should derive by having the number of 
our judges increased, The public would not suffer should the services 
of a few of our most elderly judges be dispensed with. The ‘cute 
American race inclines to the belief that judges are not * fit” at seventy 
years of age, and a wise law compels them to retire from the bench at 
that period of life. 





VeRY few convicts appreciate the line, ‘‘ Stone walls do not a prison 
make.” Most of these incarcerated beings hank vainly after a chance to 
get outside such stone walls. But the floggings served out to prisoners 
who have been captured after prison- breaking are cruelly vindictive when 
compared with the lashings administered to garotters, As the flitting of 
caged gaol-birds is generally the result of culpable negligence of the 
prison officials, revengeful torture is inflicted upon the re-captured gaol- 
birds (who only obey a natural impulse in seeking flight), by the said 
officials, who are annoyed at their carelessness being exposed. We do 
not exempt visiting justices from blame in this matter. 





Mr. SALT, the new Mayor of Congleton, is not a thirsty soul himself, 
so, instead of cheering the spirits of Congleton’s Corporation by giving 
the customary inaugural wine feast, he made a contribution of £20 to 
the Cottage Hospital. If the statistics of the cost of civic festivities are 
to be believed, £20 would not go very far in wine feasting a real live 
Corporation, unless it be a very smal! one, consisting of, let's say, three 
members and an office boy. 


Lorp RANDOLPH CHURCHILL visits India in order to find out the 
best way to manufacture some oriental hot pickles for the G. O. M, 


Mrs. LANGTRY has gone all the way to Brussels to purchase some 
choice sprouts for her kitchen garden in Eaton Square. This accom- 
plished lady is an enthusiastic gardener. 

A PUBLIC grant is not to be asked for to defray the expenses of Prince 
Albert Victor’s dinners during his studentship in the Middle Temple. 
The Empress of India has warned him against eating too much curry in 
the hall though. 


re ee 


Likk many other practical sea-faring people, Mr, Ruskin knowsall about 
the British fleet, and how it may be set to rights, The eminent authority 
on all matters both celestial and mundane says, ‘* If you want sea captains 
you must give them small ships and wooden ones; nothing but oak, 
pine, and hemp, to trust to above or below.” The seer does not let us 
know whether guns should be used on men-of-war or not. He likewise 
omits to prove that bows and arrows and flint-knives are the best weapons 
to arm seamen and marines with, This is unfortunate. 





A DEAF and dumb couple, who recently eloped, are much disappointed 
with wedlock. "Cos why? They forgot they could only use their 





fingers when disputatiously inclined. 





NOTHING IF NOT DRAMATIC. 


THE LATEST “EFFECTS” OVER THE WATER. 


Paris, December the ——.—The affaire Leclinquant Descoulisses is 
at present the universal theme. Some time ago Madame Leclinquant 
Descoulisses (mée Mademoiselle 
Chausser Lecothurne) considered 
her reputation outraged by certain 
reports pm by one M, Les- 
rampes, the poet and secret detec- 
tive agent. Her husband (an emi- 
nent poet and deputy) at once 
proceeded to a costumier’s, and, 
assuming the garb of a Greek war- 
rior, insulted M, Lesrampes in the 
Rue de Rivoli. _ The latter, how- 
ever, begging an hour's grace to 
make preparations, also proceeded 
to the costumier’s, and, decking 
himself out as *‘ harlequin,” chal- 
lenged M. Descoulisses fromthe top 
of the July column with a speaking- 
trumpet. M. Descoulisses replied 
from the summit of the Invalides 
with a display of fireworks. The 
duel, however, was prevented by 
the accurately-timed entry of the 
Prefect of Police, who, dressed as 
Mephistopheles, appeared through 
a trap, specially constructed for the 
occasion, in the floor of the Morgue, 
where the duel had been arranged 
to take place. 

Thus batiled of her revenge, 
Madame Descoulisses arranged an 
effect on her own account; hav- 
ing, by the influence of her hus- 
band (the eminent poet and deputy), prevailed upon M. I’I:clar 
Despaillettes (the eminent poet and judge of the Supreme Court), to 
allow the construction of a limelight apparatus in the ceiling of the court, 
and prepared red and blue fire, she compelled M. Lesrampes (the 
eminent poet and detective) to quaff to the dregs, in the middle of the 
court, a huge property cup filled with belladonna. The lady (who is an 
eminent poetess, and was in the dress of Brinvilliers), was at once 
arrested in spite of the telling situation promptly created by her husband, 
who, turning three back summersaults and simultaneously firing off 
revolvers, shouted in a deep, sepulchral bass three times the excellently- 
arranged phrase, *f Unhand her, Desecrator! To touch her it is a 
violation of the holy traditions of the Universe!” He also remarked, 
‘* My person is inviolable! In arresting me you violate the constitution, 
and unhinge the continuity of Creation!” They were, however, arrested 
and conveyed in a circus-van to the St. Lazare prison. 

ai * * * . * 

Our Paris correspondent writes :—The prevalent feeling here at the 
present time is one of intense indignation against the blundering police 
agent, whose utter lack of dramatic instinct allowed him to tamely arrest 
Madame Descoulisses after the telling effect created by the singularly 
well-conceived phrases of her husband. 

It is generally agreed among all circles, literary, judicial, and legisla- 
tive, that his right course, in view of heightening the situation, would 
have been either to instantly strike off the heads of husband and wife, 
and then stab himself to the heart, or else to say (with appropriate 
gestures), ‘* The France it is the land of the Inviolable. The Inviolable 
and the Dramatic are one! You are free! Go, and be happy !” 

Great sympathy is felt for Mons. and Madame Descoulisses, who are 
justly indignant at the ineffective way in which their “‘ situations” have 
been handled by the press. Madame D. rightly expected that the report 
of her actions would be printed in red ink ; while Monsieur complains 
bitterly that the principal words in his now celebrated phrases were not 
printed in large capitals. This want of dramatic instinct in the Parisian 
editors causes a painful feeling that France is declining in greatness. 
M. Lefiet Sétout, the eminent poet and senator, remarked :—‘‘ The 
Dramatic Instinct is the Mother of France. To Neglect it is to Insult 
the National Honour,,to assassinate Truth! The manisadog!” The 
Chamber of Poet-Deputies burst into tears, and fell upon each other’s 
bosoms, on reading of the affair. M. Descoulisses threw himself into 
the arms ef the judge of the Supreme Court, and sobbed like a child. 
M. Lesrampes fervently embraced the police agent, and made use of 
phrases which he will shortly publish. A monument is to be erected to 
Mons. and Madame Descoulisses by the city of Paris, and inscribed with 
the phrases used by the gentleman, 
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THAT DEMON DRIVER, 


{The other day Mr. Gladstone, while leading an old and infirm man across the road, was nearly run over by a hansom-cab driver, who persisted in his furious 
driving, in spite of Mr. Gladstone's calling out to him ; and did not pull up until he was almost upon the Premier.— Daily Pajer.] 





——_—= _— 


On, cabby! oh, cabby, your speed we condemn, 
You almost run over our land’s G, O. MV. 

Our Premier you very near pulverised then, 

So, go ye forth, shunned by respectable men! 


You dashed on, unheeding our G, O. M.’s gamp, 
And very near mangled his form ’gainst a lamp ! 

But he stood and defied you, as onward you swooped, 
And even his collars with fear never drooped, 





———— 


et 


— . ‘ —_* —< wee a J, 
‘ — 


Alas ! Demon Cabby, your recklessness there 

Was not, let us tell you, a ** hansom” affair. 

Had you injured our Gladstone, 'twere sorrow, indeed, 
For Parliament who like our Premier can lead ? 


This doom you Jeserve—for your dash at our Will, 
When Britain’s enjoying the new Franchise Bill— 
When over electoral rights people gloat, 

You, furious cabby, should ne'er have a vote! 











Conservative Crowing. 
(See Conservative Speeches re Franchise and Seats Bill.) 


We knew when this Compromise business begun, 
That the Tories so given to boast, 

Would say to the nation, ‘* Look what we have done, 
We have got this old Gladstone on toast, 

To us and the Marquis, does Great Britain owe, 
A debt she can never repay ; 

For lo! we have vanquished the Liberal foe, 
And have got matters all our own way.” 

In these and like accents, wherever we go, 

We hear these Conservatives cackle and crow. 


There is Chaplin to wit (not that anyone cares 
For anything 4e may exclaim), 

Now gives himself more than his usual airs, 
And Stanhope and Co. do the same. 

Tories credit shemselves with this Franchise reform, 
They “‘ forced it” from Gladstone, it seems, 

They have steered the State Ship through the storm,” 
By their ‘‘ righteous ” Conservative schemes ! 

The Tory’s our friend, and the Liberal our foe ! 

To judge from this latest Conservative crow ! 


“*T was we Tories, who went for the Franchise all through,— 
Yes, we and our Upper House friends, 
The Rights of the Toiler had ever in view, 
Not like Lib’rals, our personal ends, 
Then give us your gratitude, ay, and applause, 
For the victory we have won. 
W? re the only true worker’s in liberty's cause, 
As you'll see by the good we have done!” 
In this strain do the Tories their own trumpets blow, 
Ah, brazen indeed, is their last lying crow ! 








| 


And they think thus to hoodwink the nation at large, 

As though all its natives were dense ; 
When they 4now that they cannot withstand the least charge. 
“ a = meee foe, on rer ! 

babble, boasting, an » as re, 

Is n the Conservative code, 2 
There's one thing, however, they can’t brag much more, 

Or else they will surely explode, 
But, meanwhile, the nation but laughs, as they know, 
Whenever it hears their Conservative crow, 





A Re-meed-ial Rhyme, 
{A Conservative paper, referring to the recent Compromise, says that ‘‘to Lord 
Salisbury and to him alone, belongs the fullest meed of victory.”’] 
WITH bounce the Tories thus their Marquis praise, 
Our voices to extol him we can’t raise ; 
Their cheek, though, “es to while away the tedium, 
Still they need not adopt this high-flown phrase, 
But there, in this, as in all other ways, 
These Tories cannot draw the happy meed-ium, 





RuSKIN the rampant thinks that our newspapers are worse than our 
ships, and dubs, collectively, the journals of the country, “the paltry 
British press.” No doubt if the contributors to our ee were 
entirely composed of Zulus, Burmese, Patagonians, and th Sea 


has the pinia Bich Fete See ot So tdey « 
language, to ponder over —— ‘the paltry 
British press” grovels in its eae anieites, comprehensible way, 


A new lamp called “‘ The Sweetheart has just been invented, If it 
is as good as its name it will doubtless be much courted, 
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THE CONGO CONFERENCE. 
The undermentioned will, it is anticipated, be shortly held.} 


[Conferences are becoming quite common nowadays. 




















A Conference between Lord Got-it-all and Jim 
Skin-and-bone, on the Land Question, 
in the matter of Burglary. 





A Conference between Bill Bludgeon and the Scot- 
land Yard Authorities, to arcange a 














A Conference between General Booth and the 
Generalissim’ of the Skeleton Army, on * Street 
Disturbance.” 
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A Conference between Jones, his Wife, and Mother- 
in-law, to settle the Latch-key Question. 


A Conference of Publicans and Good ‘Templars, for 
the Discussion of ‘* Drink.” 


And a Conference between a Twopenny Masher and 
his Landlady, touching that Back-rent. 








Christmas Oards. 


THAT the rage for Christmas cards can be on the wane seems scarcely 
credible when we consider the profuseness of their production, and the 
number of competing houses by which they are provided. But the large 
amount of refined taste and artistic ability brought to bear upon every 
conceivable class of subject that can in any way be made suitable, shows 
that almost everything pertaining thereto has been so exhaustively treated, 
that little room is left for any startling or surprising novelties. Yet it 
must be admitted that all the best features are preserved, perhaps im- 
proved upon; and that there is no lack of vigour in the struggle for 
supremacy, which, of course, must result in the survival of the fittest. 
Meanwhile, there is room enough for all, and that each may have such 
a fair share of success as will ensure a merry Christmas is ‘‘ just on the 
cards.” The house of Hildesheimer and Faulkner produces some beau- 
tiful books (in .epetition of the Kate Greenaway models), which well 
deserve lengthened examination: amongst their numberless cards will 
be found the work of many talented young artists. Raphael Tuck and 
Sons have an inexhaustible supply of every imaginable sort and style. 
Adams and Scanlan, of Southampton, have some excellent photos— 
among others a portrait of General Gordon. Mansel and Co.'s are chiefly 





well-executed facsimiles of water-colour drawings, heads in black and 
white, and photos. Meissner and Buch, of Leipsic (Schwenckert and 
Wallis, London), produce specimens both elaborate and exquisite. 
Phillipp Brothers’ productions are almost exclusively flowers, Bernard 
Ollendorf’s are on an equality with others; M. H. Nathan and Co.,’s 
are of a very commendable type. Messrs. Sock] and Nathan issue 
specimens combining taste and elegance. Birn Brothers, who “cater 
for the higher taste,” may be complimented on their “‘ delicate style of 
designs.”” Messrs. Charles Lee and Co.’s perforated cards may also be 
noted for novelty. J. F. Schipper and Co,’s issues are very varied, and 
mostly of great delicacy and beauty. Davidson Brothers’ works are de- 
serving of favourable notice. This profusion begets the feeling of 
overdoing, but the world is wide; there are countless millions in it. 
Friends lie often far apart, and little gifts go from the heart ; and those 
who are deprived of meeting, will gladly get a Christmas greeting. 





Str EpWARD DegRING has returned to the whole of his tenants 20 
per cent. of their rentals on account of the bad year they have had. He 
could not have hit upon a better plan for en-Dering himself to his 
tenants, 
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REPUTATION ATiASTEAK. 


Mrs. Fussybody.—* THOSE STEAKS YOU SENT US THE OTHER DAY WERE NOT AT ALL TENDER, MR. CLEAVER,” 
‘i Mr. Cleaver, —“ SURPRISED TO "EAR THAT, MUM. THEM STEAKS WAS CUT ORF THRE First PRIZE BULLOCK AT THE CATTLE 
HOW, 
’ -« 
Mrs, Fussybody.—** WHY, THE PRIZES WEREN’T AWARDED THE DAY YOU SENT MY STEAKS.” 
Mr, Cleaver.—‘* COURSE NOT, MUM—IN COURSE NOT, ’E’s WON THE FIRST PRIZE SINCE THEN.” 


























NOTHING IF NOT DRAMATIC. quant Descoulisses, the lady’s husband, dressed as a Greek chorus, 
_—_—— caused repeated bursts of laughter in the ré/e of burlesque melodramatic 
MORE “EFFECTS” OVER THE WATER! — of the heroine’s actions. 
’ t has not yet been decided by the Tudge (who acts as stage-manager) 
THEATRE ROYAL PALA DE JUSTICE. : : : 

rs “ hether the jury shall be a comic or a heroic one ; it has been suggested 

MAGNIFICENT ‘* SITUATION” CREATED BY THE ASSASSINATRIX ! a ry : Le ad 
EFFECTIVE “BUSINESS” BY THE JUDGE! wt ot en that a jury of acrobats would be a striking and appro- 

Last NIGHTS! FREE List SUSPENDED! WALK uP! P : , J ‘ P > 
Our Paris Correspondent writes :—Madame Leclinquant Descoulisses, THE difference between M. Descoulisses and the editors who failed to 
the lady who assassinated the secret agent, is still the ‘‘success””’ of the | print his telling epigrams, made at the time of his wife’s arrest, in large 


day. | capitals, has ended in the gentleman’s proceeding against them for 


It is generally admitted that she has put the noses of the best Parisian | damages in a court of law. After pistol-shots had been exchanged be- 
dramatists out of joint (eur a coupé ’'herbe sous le pied.) The prices at the | tween the litigants on the floor of the court, a sympathetic jury found 
Palais de Justice have been raised, while the other theatres are nearly | that M. Descoulisses had suffered severely in his melodramatic reputa- 

tion—an irreparable loss to a Parisian citizen—by the neglect of the 


empty. 
The grand dress rehearsal of ‘* Les Hugues-nos; ou La Tueuse a | editors, and awarded heavy damages, In addition to this, the editors 
Air Degagé” took place last evening in the hall of the Palais de | had to undertake to publish portraits of the plaintiff and his wife in their 


Justice. A vast crowd collected at the doors hours before the opening, | several journals. 

and the prices paid for front seats were in many cases fabulous. Madame Descoulisses gives select entertainments daily at the street 
Madame Descoulisses looked superb in the new and striking toilette | corners, lecturing on the manner in which she ‘‘ executed ”’ her libeller, 

designed by Worth for the occasion, the ju~e being embroidered with | and handing round the weapon she employed for examination, 


revolvers and poison chalices, while the corsage was trimmed with skulls Many beautiful and ap ropriate sentences—some of them in blank 
verse—have been uttere i various celebrities 4 frofos of the affaire. 


and daggers. 
Her light comedy manner alternated finely with effective flashes of The President remarketl, ‘‘ Murder and Meritoriousness are but one 
tragedy, while the lines, written by herself in blank verse, took the house | and the same! They embrace—France is regenerate!” M, Hystérique 
Radoteur, the eminent moralist, said Paris was the something or other of 


by storm. She was particularly appreciated in burlesque scene, in which 
she shows the judge how she committed the crime; and the comic fas | something or other; but to her daughters freedom turned its eyes for 


de deux between her and the iudge was received with thunders of | something or other.” a 


Tue prefecture of police in Paris have been exercising a sort of toy-cen- 
sorship, and have rejected many scores of models of toys and knicknacks 
that were subadited to them because they had a political significance. 
What a lot of toy-ling they must have undergone, and for what ? and why ? 














applause. ; 
The Judge, M. 1 Eclat Despaillettes, arrayed in the picturesque attire 


of acourt jester, and holding a large pair of scales, one of which was 
weighed down with a heavy mass labelled ‘‘ hysterical sentimentality,” 
sustained his part with much genuine dramatic instinct, while M, Leclin- 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HERE has been something of a lull 
in the production of new pieces 
during the week just past—pro- 
bably the usual taking of breath 
previous to the great Christmas 
plunge, from which all hope to 
‘come up smiling” and ‘‘go on 
swimmingly ” for ever so long after ; 
and, ‘‘such is the gracious nature 
of the time,” that it is only the very 
few who find the plunge too deep 
to rise from, and who, consequently, 
have to go under. 


ONLY in regard to the production 
of new pieces, however, has the his- 
trionic world been quiet. Benefits 
have abounded, and healthy they 
havelooked too, Miss Farren’sat the 
Gaiety—where I know she is once more causing her admirers to regret 
her seldom-if-ever appearance in the realms of true comedy by her 
capital impersonation of Sam Willoughby in the 7icket of Leave Man— 
is going on merrily even as I write; and ‘‘ Cattle Show week” is the 
cause of much activity, and many morning performances—that pheno- 
menally and almost inexplicably successful play, Zhe Private Secretary, 
indulging in no Jess than three, 





Tur Paince’s.—‘ CaAttagp Back!” 


PROBABLY the most notice-attracting of the preparations for Christmas 
is Mr. William Holland’s forthcoming gigantic circus at Covent Garden. 
Mr. Holland is nothing if not big—in his enterprise I mean of course— 
and this promises to be really large. All the principal people in the 
circus line from everywhere—no less will serve, mark you—appear to be 
engaged in endless numbers; the whole thing is not unsuggestive of a 
Hippic Haverly's, in short, When it comes off, ‘‘may I be there (or 
send a substitute) to see,” 

THERE is an anecdote of an obstinate Irish recruit who, upon its being 
pointed out that he was marching “‘ out of step,” insisted that it was not 
he, but the rest of the regiment that was in fault. Lord Lytton has 
been amusing himself (and several other people), not so much by giving 
his opinion of Miss Mary Anderson’s Fu/ie¢t (which ke has a perfect 
right to do in this happy Isle as long as our constitution remains intact 
and there flaps proudly above us the flag that’s braved a thousand years 
the battle and the breeze), as by insisting that ‘‘ the rest of the (critical) 
regiment is out of step."’ As his lordship incidently shows a flagrant 
misconception of a point in the character of Romeo, the ‘‘ regulars ” may 
submit to this dictum with equanimity and a cheery thankfulness to its 
author for lightening their labours with his genial humour, Miss Anderson 
is a more than respectableactress, but she is no genius, and to the practised 
eye shows many faults and some inaptness, How long, moreover, 
would her Juliet attract, think you, without the elaborate scenic and 
sartorial accompaniments it at present enjoys? To those who, like Lord 
Lytton, go to see her and criticise en amateur (and, indeed, to many 
others), there is much to admire and interest, no doubt. So mote it be, 
jut why bother? Some of us do not think the lady an unexception- 
ally good Juliet, better than all, or most, who’ve gone before, Lord 
Lytton does, What does it matter? Who cares? 





HIis lordship’s second-hand charge of influence by barndoor bird and 
seething 
gooseber ry 


to, aes 2, 1 A om “R,-—.)” 7 
may also be POEL, —~n"< 
a | *¥* a 





smiled at 


’ 





‘derisive’ 
by the ma- 
ligned ones, 
who know 
how to trans- 
late it into 
rushing han- 
soms, creaky 
stairs, ‘‘ reel- 
ing off” co- 
lumns amid 
the clank of 
machines and 
the odour of 
engines, flar- 
ing gases, damp composing rooms, and inevitable missing of last trains—nor 
are the ‘‘ weeklies” entirely exempt from this, the normal experience of the 
** dailies,” for many a big performance occurs on the “‘ go to press”’ night 
of the weeklies ; and in the strife of the day that press must be caught. 





Tugs HaymMarKket.—“ Dip-Low !— May ses!" 








Influence by feast is a myth; upon the few occasions the few theatres that 
experimentalise in that field attempt it, the leaders of public opinion are 
conspicuous by their absence ; and on the lesser literary lights usually to 
be found leavening the crowd of actors and immediate friends of the 
management, the influence, in my experience, has been of the slightest 
or non-existent. The charge is not a very generous one, and comes 
rather ill from one who has not exactly absented himself from, or effaced 


himself at, dramatic feasts. 


— 


3uT what is this? Acclue! Can it be? His lordship says he be- 
lieves ‘little in newspaper criticism, theatrical or political, Mr, 
Labouchere’s newspaper, 7ruth, recently published an article regarding 
Miss Anderson’s powers in an unfavourable light. Now, Lord Lytton 
is about as Tory as they make them, and (having achieved the biggest 
failure on record as Viceroy of India), probably smokes a hookah; 
while Mr. Labouchere is an uncompromising Radical, who wants to 
abolish or swamp Lord Lytton, and smokes cigarettes! Ho! ho! my 
lord, is ‘hat the sort of politician you are? 


Messrs. Clayton and Cecil have commenced a series of what they call 
mid-week matinees at the Court Theatre, to be devoted to pieces of a 
slight nature; the programme of the first, for instance (given last Wed- 
nesday), consisted of 7wenty Minutes under an Umbrella, Cox and Box 
(the Messrs. Maddison Morton, and F. C, Burnand and Sir Arthur 
Sullivan version), and A/y A/illiner’s Bill. This seems a good idea, 
particularly from an artistic point of view, for the variety of practise 
it will give the company—and worthy of support. 


THE new comic opera by Messrs. Sidney Grundy and Edward Solomon 
—Pochahontas the Great White Pearl—it is definitely arranged, will 
take the place of /o//y at the Empire at Christmas, Miss Lillian Russell 
will appear as 
the great 
white pearl, 
I believe. 

THE se- 
cond anniver- 
sary of the 
joint ma- 
nagement of 
the South 
London Pa- 
lace Music 
Hall by 
Mrs. Poole 
and Mr. 
Ulph, junr., 
was celebrat- 
ed on the 
4th inst. with great ec/ét, innumerable *‘turns” and chairmen, and a 
rhymed address by Mr. G, W. Hunt. Miss Vinney Bishop, clever Mr. 
Henri Clark, ditto Mr. J. J. Dallas, Mr. Herbert Campbell, Miss Vesta 
Tilley, Mr. Slade Murray, the Brothers Griffiths, Miss Nellie Moon, 
‘*The Great Mackney,” and Mr. G. W. Moore, were the principal 
** lights.” 








Ir being observed that the drift of the proposed burlesque on Zhe 
Tronmaster was likely to be misconstrued, and its ‘* points ” accorded 
a significance they were never intended to bear, Mr. Harrington Baily 
has decided (with the concurrence of the author) not to produce the piece. 
Mr. Baily is slightly a sufferer, in a pecuniary sense, by this arrangement. 





Mr. WILLIAM GREBT, who was with Mr, Edouin during that gen- 
tleman’s season at the Avenue last year, now has charge of matters ‘‘in 
front’ at Tooie’s, and, he intimates, Will Greet you with every politeness 
whenever you choose to give him occasion. 


WHEN Mr. Kyrle Bellew assumes the managerial reins at the Olympic 
—as mentioned in my last—he will take Ca//ed Back with him from the 
Prince’s, whence it will be ousted to make room for Mrs, Langtry. 
This will occur early in January. u 


THE piece Mrs, Langtry proposes “‘ putting up” first is a version of 
The Princesse Georges, by Mr. B. C. Stephenson, adaptor of /mpulse 
and part author of Comrades. NESTOR. 








Knee-plus- Ultra. 

A PROVINCIAL paper remarks that ‘‘it is a characteristic of Liberalism 
that at every step it must lose a few of the faint-hearted and feeble- 
kneed.” But this is nothing to grieve over, surely such Liberals are not 
(k)nee-d-ful to the cause. 
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Round the Clock. 


(If certain reformers are to have their way, we shall have twenty-four 
sets of figures on our clocks and watches in the future. The hours are 
to be counted right on from midnight to midnight, so that half-past eleven 
p.m. will be half-past twenty-three.—Daily Pager.] 


AN awkward alteration is this question of the hours, 

By Jove! the very thought of it a gentle bosom sours ; 

’T will be rummy reckoning, and one that men will mock, 
When these reformers trouble us to count all round the clock ! 





Just suppose you’re asked to dinner, you will not know what | 
they mean, | 
When your friends remark, ‘‘ Pray be in time—our hour's 
half-past eighteen ! ” | 
While if you’re ** kept on business in the City,” what a shock, 
When your wife exclaims, ‘* You rolled home, sir, at twenty- 
four o'clock !” 


If you at half-past twelve, a.m., come fumbling at your door, | 
More criminal ’twill seem if reckoned half-past twenty-four! | 
When going to the theatre, too, your reason it will ** knock,” | 
To find the play begins at ‘* Nineteen forty-five o’clock !” 


When writing to your lady-love, she’ll probably make fun, 

When your billet says, ‘‘ Oh, meet me, pet, at half-past twenty- 
one.” 

Indeed, to sum the question up, methinks ’twill cause a block | 

If these rattle-brained reformers make us count all round the 
clock ! 








Cruel Kindness. 


AT Westminster recently a cabman who was sentenced 
to two month’s hard labour for seriously injuring an artist 
through his reckless driving, ‘‘admitted that he had drunk 
too much champagne which a fare had given him, and, with | 
tears in his eyes, begged for an alteration in the decision for 
the sake of his wife and family.” It is by no means the first 
instance in which a cabman has come to grief through ‘aking 
too much from his fare, but hitherto it has more often been 
the result of his taking an extra sixpence than an extra glass. | 
The mistaken kindness of treating a cabby is here most pain- | 
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fully apparent. The fare was not fair, and such treat’’-ment | 
can only be called ill-treatment. 





A MusIcaL ‘‘Cr1,”—The Criterion, now it has started 
those glee-dinners. 


“TOO MUCH,” 


Inebriate,—** HERE, B—Boy, GIVE ME A—A—(Aiccup)——” 
Boy ( promptly). —*‘ Ain’T GOT A’APE’NY ‘ECHO;’ GOT THE SPESHALL 
‘STANDARD.’ ” 








You have aright to learn, Sir, why, for the past few weeks, I have so 
continually neglected my ordinary Extra-Special duties ; and you shall 
know all. Nor need your introduction to that monosyllabic personage be 
a matter of a protracted or elaborate nature. All, Sir, to which I here- 
with introduce you is merely this—I have been silent so long simply 
because I have been called by the united voices of my family to take the 


imperative (according to Mrs, E.-S. and the girls) that we should send 
round, both individually and as a family, to our relatives, our acquaint- 
ances, and our friends. 

For nearly a month past my wife, my five grown-up daughters, my 
three sons, and myself have been doing our utmost to carry out the 
necessary preliminaries ; but a week ago I found that the work was in- 
creasing too rapidly for us to any longer deal with it, and I had reluc- 
tantly to call in the aid of two law-writers and three lady-helps, who are 
now concentrating their combined energies on the same seasonable work. 
One stage of our great social labour is, I think I may fairly state, 
virtually completed. The purchase of the cards we propose to send, 
has been effected. What this means, Sir, only those who have a large 
family and an exceptionally extensive circle of acquaintances can realise. 
For six successive days seven of us, in as many hansoms, were scouring 
London in search of cards of the newest and most striking patterns. My 
most energetic daughter, with an aunt as chaperon, was doing the chief 
provincial towns, with a similar object ; while it was my task to bring 
to bear my Extra-Special influence on correspondents in foreign cities, 
with a view to obtaining the pick of their ‘‘ Christmas cardy ” novelties. 
For three weeks past, too, we have had an artist in the house turning 
out original designs for the cards of special friends. é' 
Meanwhile, I had a temporary structure of corrugated zinc erected in 
the back garden, partly for the warehousing of the cards, and partly to 
supply the necessary additional space for the looking up of addresses, 


proportion of it, lies, as I write, stacked in bales and bundles, the cards 





head, as Pater-familias, of the gigantic household organisation involved | 
in the approaching dispatch of Christmas cards, which, it seems, it is | 


ne name 


tt 


the direction of the envelopes, &c. Our supply of cards, or the larger | 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON A CHRISTMAS NUISANCE. | 


| 
} 


just at one end of the said zinc warehouse; and at the long, wooden 
desk, running down the structure, six or seven of our busy staff are at 
work eight hours every day preparing the envelopes for the coming 
Christmas despatch. 

As a preliminary to this, each tmembet of our family prepared, some 
time since, a list of all his or her friends and acquaintances to whom 
it was considered necessary, in accotdance with the latest Christmas 
etiquette, to send festive cards. These lists, | need scarcely say, were 
very voluminous. Thus, in my wife’s case—to take only one—it in- 
cluded all her surviving school-mates, with their sisters, and cousins, 


| and aunts ; all the people in the ‘‘ court” section of the directory of the 


country town from which she came; every one who has ever called on 
us during our twenty-six years of married life ; all the vicars and curates 


| she has ever sat under ; all the members of the Middlesex Branch of the 


Ladies’ Blue Ribbon Legion (of which Mrs, E.-S. is a Brigadier) ; all 
the members of the Ball’s Pond Dorcas Society (of which she is a Past- 
Mistress) ; the wives and other female relatives of all the officers of the 
South Hackney Volunteer Fencibles; and the Seven Sisters’ Road 
Kombardiers (of both which corps I have been an Honorary Assistant- 
Keeper of the Archives); the entire company of mistresses with whom 
she has had to deal in the course of her married life, with regard to the 
characters of domestic servants; and——but I do not think I need 
continue. What I have written will give you a sufficient notion of the 
comprehensive plan on which our Christmas card recipients are being 
selected. 

Already the front parlour is full of stacks of addressed envelopes, and 
I have hired two misanthropes, who are weary of life, to come on 
Monday next and begin licking the stamps and putting them on, at one 
shilling and sixpence per thousand, and their cold gin. To carry our 
cards to the post, I am in treaty for a furniture van and a second- 
hand ’bus; and, if needs be, the whole family will bear their quota to 
the nearest pillars in sacks, 

My only fear is, Sir, that I may succumb to this latest freak of season- 
able fashion. If I survive you may hear more of our Christmas card 
operations, 








a ae 





























































eee Pe ee 


ee nang ne 


SR ERR ee te 


montage cree 


“tm 


pes 




















266 FUN. DECEMBER 17, 1884, 

















HIS HIGH INFALLIBILITY.—(Continued from Last Week.) 
{Child ill with St. Vitus’s dance. Father sends doctor's certificate, stating child must not attend school. School Board officer presses for conviction. Magis- 


trate—‘' What reason can you give aye, for a fine in the face of this certificate?” Officer—‘‘ / consider the child well.” Magistrate—‘‘ You do not understand. 


What medical evidence have you ?” 
Miss Lupton's article in ‘* Sanitary Record.” | 


r—* a, te is “% ] ) 
oe rs iil \\ : 
Petia etx aia ’ ‘it \ WX 
ee LW) ofS : \ 
i J cil i Wy if) G= ; 
i é 
ae eS Avia i\' y) 
eer —_ \ AN |) Ln 
om Wr bd - ant : 
rs ia ; - d if 
Ye ee | \\ HH 
Bae | wun ) i 
ome A\ Ki 
; ad = , N HH 
eee . S 
pa 2 pees = -~ ~ 1 
te \ = + S } i 
5 Ww 
‘ ‘ 3 . - ia 
a Ss r \ . ¥ li it 














And made him sit down on a hard form, and then chalked on a black board great words which the Inspector of Bh »ard Schools had never even seen before. ‘‘ Learn 


iti) 


cer—‘‘ I do not consider any medical evidence necessary ; / consider the child to be well.”"—One o several similar cases in 
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But great, self-complacent, masterful, and wonderful as the Lord High Imperial Inspector of Schools was, one day there came a master even bigger and stronger 
than he, whose name was Public Opinion, and dragged Aim into school. 
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those,” thundered Public Opinion. But the poor Inspector couldnt; he was overpressed ; his brain grew soft in the attempt, 
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THE WAITS. 


GORDON WAITING FOR RELIEF,—RANDOLPH WAITING TO BE PRIME MINISTER,— 
BRADLAUGH WAITING FOR HIS SEAT. 
































~ t= sian 4 



























See oe ee ee 


AE An Ee 



































THE WAITS. 
(See Cartoon.) 

THE Waits, the Waits, the Christmas Waits ! 
Ere Christmas comes, they’re at our gates, 
And ancient melodies discuss 
On instruments most clamorous, 

Our quietude invading, 
Whilst often night’s made hideous 

sy their crude serenading. 





— 


Since they have not been asked to play, 
We sometimes wish they’d go away, 
And sometimes wonder why they came, 
And if they think us much to blame 
For giving them no money, 
And how they chanced to get their name, 
Which sounds a little funny. 


Why they should wait we do not know, 

Nor why their styles should vary so ; 

Perhaps they have discovered what 

They want, by waiting may be got— 
But futile is debating ; 

Howe’er we like, or like them not, 

The Waits are still in waiting. 
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WARBLES OF THH WEEK. 


SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES, 


New Serigs, No. 52. AmrR—‘* Money.” 


~, HALL we not say that after all the 
oy Session that is done 
\" Was not the least productive of 
‘ the lot? 
\ The Franchise Bill, the Polling Bill 
| (a useful bill each one) 
\ And part Redistribution we have 
~ 7 b got : 
<7 But Mr. Courtney has resigned, we 
a mention with regret, 
| And Uppington and Sprigg are 
on the loose, 
If this enlightened pair could have 
their will of things, you bet 
There’d soon ‘‘ eventuase” the 
very dooce ! 
P’r’aps ’tis funny in that sunny 
Bechuanaland to*‘gas” and never 
care, 
But no sonny for our money 
Is either of those chappies over there. 





Away by Cape Coast Castle there’s a sort of riot been 
Which seems to have been rapidly subdued ; 
In his Worship the Lord Mayor of the metropolis, I ween, 
No Church and ‘* State” upholder is there viewed ; 
The Smallpox Hospi/a/ at Hampstead Heath is scarcely what 
Can justly be described as popu/ar, 
Processionists with torches have been met with on the spot 
To show how much in earnest people are. 
No money, old sonny, 
Will turn them from their purpose, as they say, 
And it’s money—ain’t it funny ?>— 
It is pretty sure to cost them anyway. 


The little Duke of Albany was christened t’other day— 
Let’s wish him years of happiness, Hoorah ! 
The Court of Common Council are petitioning away 
Against the loss of two M.P.’s, but—bah ! 
Recurring gales have made themselves conspicuous of late 
And troubled us severely for our sins, 
The parties in possession have been ‘‘ sharing round ” the plate 
And property connected with two Inns. 
But it’s money—ain't it funny ?>— 
Which they’re turning of them into, you’re aware, 
How funny !—simply money ! 
So little for antiquities they care. 


The Bill for the extension of the Franchise now is law, 
And we are redistributed like fun, 
The Vestry of St. Pancras goes for crossing-sweeping—draw 
The inference how well it will be done! 
Monsieur Halévy’s elected to the French Acadamee, 
To many people’s obvious surprise ; 
There’s Major Te Wheoro seeks his native land, I see, 
And Major Te Wheoro’s very wise. 
Yes, this sonny of a gunny, 
Who couldn’t stand our nipping, eager air, 
Takes his *‘ junny” to the sunny 
Antipodean quarters ‘‘ over there.” 


The Prince of Wales and ‘‘ our” Princess at Worcester show this 
week, 
The Law Courts are about to have their clocks ; 
Colonel Gunter’s in for Knaresborough, which makes us rather meek, 
And Tennyson’s ‘‘ A Beckett’s” off the stocks ; 
Lord Dufferin is f7ed as the coming Vicer-oy 
Lord Ripon’s being f‘ted as ‘the late,” 
The Dudley-Stephen’s murder case is done we see with joy, 
And Mersey tunnel’s in a finished state. 
Oh, with money, ain’t it funny 
What enterprises folks can carry through ? 
It’s money—all money, 
So mind you make folks pay it when it’s due. 








A “GAME” ProPpOsAL.—The ‘‘ Hare” scheme of proportional re- 
presentation, At present, however, it is not ‘“‘high” in the estimation 
of many. 


| satisfaction and Pharisaism.” 


SATIRE INCARNATE. 


(The Aberdeen Free Presbytery have unanimously resolved to refer to the Com- 
mittee on Religion and Morals the question of taking steps to put down balls and 
dancing assemblies. At the meeting balls and dancing parties were characterised as 
‘* promiscuous gatherings of people of both sexes for indulging in springs, and flings, 
and artistic circles, and close-bosomed whirlings.”] 


THE innocent Satirist clapped his little hands with joy, and his simple 
eyes sparkled with delight. 
_ Off he went to his editor, with a great brown-paper parcel about the 
size of a human being, and trotted gleefully into the sanctum, 





‘Look here, Eddy, dear!” he cried exultantly; ‘*I have found a 
lovely subject at last for my caustic pen, Can’/I make a lot out of him, 
that’s all! But, before I show you my prize, you must promise me 
faithfully that you will not use the subject yourself, or tell any of the 
other fellows on the staff, so that they can crib.” 

The Editor swore a solemn oath on the sacred inkstand; and the 
Satirist carefully, yet eagerly, undid the parcel, and with great caution 
drew out a Free Presbyterian Elder. 

** Please be careful not to knock off any of his sharp corners or spikes, 
he’s so full of ’em,” said the Satirist anxiously. ‘* Wait a bit; let’s fit 
him together. Here are his prejudices—I could hardly carry them, 
Here are his sourness and his senile selfishness ; they ave wonderfully 
developed, aren’t they?” Here the delighted Satirist clapped his 
hands, ‘‘IHlere is his fanatical blindness; yes, and here are his self- 


** Wonderful development!” muttered the Editor, gazing at the sub- 
ject with wide eyes, ‘‘ Marvellous!” 
** Quite abnormal, even in a Scottish elder, isn’t it?” said the Satirist. 
‘* Now, where is his mind? Dear me! I hope I haven't lost it on the 











way: I put it most carefully—dear me !—oh, yes, here it is; I put it in 
the lead-reservoir of my pencil-case so as not to lose it,” 
‘* Dear me!” murmured the Editor, 
‘© Yes—you just try to measure it.” 
They sent out for a microscope and a measure divided into thousandths 


of an inch. 
‘*T can’t measure it with this ; the divisions aren’t small enough,” said 


the Editor. 
They sent out for a more powerful microscope, and a measure divided 
into millionths of an inch. 
**No use,” said the Editor. ‘‘ Haven’t they a fie measure? These 
great clumsy millionths are far too long.” 
It was a failure: that mind was too narrow for any human measure 
to gauge, 

**T can’t find his human sympathies; they must have dried up,” said 
the Satirist. ‘*‘ But don’t you congratulate me? Isn’t he a /ovely sub- 
ject? I really think I shall write a book about him—nine volumes !” 
The Editor sat pondering for a time; then he said—‘‘I don’t think 
he’s of much use to you. He has taken the wind out of your sails, 
What is the bitterest satire you ever penned by the side of the cruel 
satire on humanity that his mere existence constitutes? //¢ has pro- 
duced the flower, the gem, the ne /us ultra, the masterpiece of satire— 
he EXISTS!” 

The poor little Satirist went miserably home. He had thought him- 
self a fairish satirist ; but what was he now by comparison? But after 
a time a sweet feeling of reverence came over him, and he had the Holy 
Free Presbyterian Elder framed and glazed, with a halo round his head, 
And now he burns candles incessantly to Saint Presbyterianus Liber, the 
Patron Saint of Satirists, 


— 
—— 


Something in a Name, 


THERE must be something in a name. The other day at Southwark a 
man charged with attempted murder, rejoiced in the cognomen of Chas. 
Fury, and on the same day in the Court of Appeal a divorced wife who 
wished to gain possession of her children whom the father was keepi 
out of her way is characteristically called Hunt, Uptothen her ‘' hunt 
had been unsuccessful, 
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KNIOKNAOKS. 


DgSTITUTION in Scotland progresses gradually but surely. The Bonnie 
Dundee poverty-stricken folk have quite ceased consuming marmalade 
and kippered herrings for breakfast. It is 


if 
LG Wy pounds of clarified Balmoral dripping to 


Keexe> 
at - 


be distributed every week among starving 
Skye Crofters, 


Out of 27,000 of the latest Mormon 
recruits, about 20,000 were induced to 
meander from Great Britain to the Salt 
Lake. A goodly proportion of the 20,000 
converts were people who had been already 
married too much in this kingdom, 





THe revival of prize-fighting is causing 
considerable joy and sorrow. Perhaps 
the balance weighs down in favour of joy. Merely reading the fact that 
two men have beaten and lacerated each other's faces till their features 
resemble those which adorn pantomime masks gives intense pleasure to 
a large mass of adult cowards, who would howl dismally could even one 
cut from a school-board master’s cane be inflicted on their bare skin. 


THE lookers-on who lovingly watch a couple of prize-fighters battering 
each other into purple pulp, are surely more guilty of an abominable act, 
than the ‘give and take” professionals who entertain them, In law, it 
is held that the receiver of stolen property is more criminal than the 
thief; therefore if there is any equity in law, those who encourage and 
pander to degrading punching shows (whether for profit or pleasure), 
should be more heavily dealt with than the pugilistic performers—when 
convicted, 


PRIZE-FIGHTERS are reported to be generally good-natured, and some- 
times funny. This peculiarity seems more than curious, when one con- 
siders the class of people pugilists are obliged to associate with, A tasty, 


day concerning that talented but shifty knight of the ring, Jem Mace. 
It appears that James, while being interviewed by an American editor who 
wished to make money out of him, was taciturn for some time, and re- 
fused to be drawn out. Matters were getting serious, when James sud- 
denly changed front, and warbled with a merry twinkle in his eye, ‘‘I 
don’t fight no more in a Baptist chapel, guv’nor, never agin, Bless me! 
if them trap-doors over the duckin’-tanks ain’t hapt to guv way at any 
moment.” 


ACORRESPONDENT whoseemsto have drifted into the uncertain weather 
of certainty wishes us to endose his opinion that our army is as rotten as 
ournavy. Not keeping a permanent army or navy in or palatial premises, 
we feel a wee bit diffident in expressing our views very strongly on the 
matter. We saw some very bad-looking eggs learning the goose-step 
the other day though. They were thin-necked, pinched, pigeon-breasted 
young fellows, and addled enough to please any enemy not hypercritical. 
But there! we shouldn’t wonder if there were something wrong about 
them after all ; people are very seldom satisfied with their food for powder. 


**BLow me if this ain’t a roor cold mornin’, matey !” said a horny- 
handed son of toil to a clerical party as they were waiting patiently ona 
railway platform fora train two hours overdue. ‘‘ That is hardly the 
way to address a dean, my good man,” returned the C. P. ‘‘ Didn’t twig 
as you wos a dean guvnor, though a chapter looking chap I never set 
eyes hon,” retorted the horny-handed one, 


IN Pennsylvania a beautiful girl has just been sold without reserve to 
an eligible suitor, who asked her hand in marriage. The eligible person 
happened to be red-nosed and elderly, and the damsel gave him her finger- 
nails in response, Pa and ma romped in, and a general fracas ensued. 
There is nothing unusual in such conduct, as such aflairs are of daily oc- 
currencein our own beauteousland of liberty ; but subsequently to clawing 
the bald head of her middle-aged suitor, the eccentric young lady tore up 
a very snappy white satin costume specially provided for her by the 
Pennsylvanian pa and ma. Obscurely unaccountable bebaviour surely. 
The fickle young daughters of Eve who reside in the British Isles are 
not very much addicted to wrecking expensive costumes that they have 
been presented with ; but possibly millinery matters are ordered better 
and more rapidly in America by fond parents. Who knows? 


In the Yorkshire wolds water has been costing a penny a bucket, and 
the needy, penniless farmers were reduced to—dmnnking their whisky neat. 
Luckily for the weal of the Yorkshire wolds, the recent rains have altered 


soaked with rain-water and joy. 





but somewhat ancient anecdote, was brought to our memory the other | 


| right.’ So he got the two persons he knew to sign the certificate ; and 








matters, and the needy, penniless farmers’ wives jump round merrily | 


furtively whispered that Her Most Gracious | 


Majesty the Queen has ordered three | 
| his finger in his mouth—the very ‘‘subject” for the Story Teller to 





| time, about the year 1884 or so, a party who said that another party 
| owed him three farthings, while the second party declared he didn’t. 


TOO UNLIKELY! 


Ir was an unscrupulous-looking old gentleman with a harp slung 
across his shoulders. He had wandered from far Eastern lands, catching 
little boys and telling them incredible tales of adventure and wonder. 
He was called the Story Teller. His ancient and designing eye glit- 
tered as he caught sight of a simple-looking little boy trotting along with 


practise his art upon. 

‘* Come here, young ’un,” chirped the old man, taking his harp off 
his back, and tuning it. ‘‘Come and listen while I tell you a wonder- 
ful story.” 

The little boy (who was the British Public) was delighted : he sat 
down on his thumbs, spread out his ears, and sat prepared to listen. 

‘‘ Now,” said the Story Teller to himself; ‘‘ we'll see how far this 
little boy’s credulity will go: he looks pretty innocent.” Then he said 
aloud—‘‘ Now this story is true, little boy. There was once upon a 


So they went to the law, and the law said, ‘ Well, two persons—it 
doesn’t matter who—must sign a certificate that he owes you the three 
farthings.’ ‘Oh, very well,’ said the person who claimed payment. 
‘Look here; I will get two persons I know to sign the certificate all 


the other party had to pay him the three farthings.” 

‘* And was it really legal ?”’ asked the little boy. 

‘Oh yes, quite legal and proper,” replied the Story Teller; and 
the little hearer believed, and he went on: 

‘* Well, then, there was a chemist who declared that a certain party 
had some ailment that was catching, and that the party ought to buy 
disinfectants at his shop to prevent the disease spreading. And the law 
said, ‘ Well, two persons must sign a certificate that he ought to buy the 
things of you, and then he’ll have to.’ So the chemist said ‘ All right,’ 
and called in two of his friends, who signed the certificate, and the party 
had to buy the disinfectants of that chemist.” 

** And ¢hat was legal, too?” asked the little innocent. 




















**Oh, perfectly !”’ said the Story Teller ; *‘ now I’ll try a bouncer with 
him!” ‘* And about the same date, there was a person, W., who said 
another person, W., was mad, and said to another person, W. (they’re 
mostly W.’s in this tale), ‘Take her into your private asylum, and you 
shall have £500 a year.’ And the law said: ‘ Two persons must sign a 


certificate that she zs mad ; it doesn’t matter what persons—— 

**Oh, ah—tell that to the marines!’ said the little boy, *‘ in such a 
serious case as that! Oh, ah!” 

‘*Yes. And so the third W. got two persons he knew—S, and R.— 
to sign the certifi——”’ 

**Garn! I’m not so young as you think! Oh! yes—likely the law 
would let an interested party—a party who stood to gain £500 a year 
—find the two persons to si go on—you don’t have me ¢/at way !” 

And the Story Teller had to give it up ; the small boy wouldn’t take 
that tale in. 











Judges and Jurymen. 


THE two most sensible, and upright judges England possesses—viz., 
Justice Manisty and Justice Field—have completely shown that the con- 
tempt in which they have hitherto been supposed to hold jurymen, does 
not exist. They have managed this by fining a large number of special jurors 
ten pounds apiece for being absent from court when called upon. (Absent 
in body, not in mind, of course), The non-appearance of these special 
jurors in the easy-going courts presided over by Justice Manisty and 
nag Field is remarkable, when one knows that the jurymen must have 

een quite aware that they would not be expected to trouble about even 
thinking for themselves. 

We must say that Justice Manisty and Justice Field have showna 
magnaminously noble example toseveral other justices by fining thesedelin- 
quents, for these wise judges have proved satisfactorily that theyappreciate 
the utility of special jurymen, even if special jurymen do not appreciate 
the utility of Justice Manisty and Justice Field. 
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A POLITICAL FORECAST; 
OR, WHAT WE MAY EXPECT WHEN THE REDISTRIBUTION 
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The Faithful Hat. 


(A DIBDIN-IAN DITTY.) 


required to go out. 


jammed his hat hard on, and took his boat through the heavy sea. 
returned, the hat wasa little the worse for the sea-watcr, but the elements had been 
powerless to remove it. ‘This incident offers a good opportunity to descriptive poets.” 
—Daily Paper.) 
A MATTER to draw forth your sobs, you'll agree, 
And to make you feel queer, and the like, 
Is this very pathetical yarn of the sea 
Which has happened my optic to strike. 
Through the tempest the ‘* cox” of a lifeboat, one night, 
Rushed off in his best Sunday gear, 
F’en his shiny top hat on his head he forced tight, 
And away through the foam did he steer. 
When men noticed that ‘‘ tile” all their hearts became soft, 
And they cried, ‘* Ah, he’ll soon settle ¢hat /” 
But a sweet little cherub as sits up alofr, 
Kept watch o’er that chimney-pot hat ! 


O’er that hat the waves washed, but not once did it flinch 
As the cox’n steered on towards the ship, 

Rude Boreas, too, couldn’t move it an inch, 
It had on his head such a grip. 

It, of course, must be owned that the pitiless storm 
Marred its polish, and roughed up its ‘‘ nap,” 

And in other respects it was damaged in form, 
Still it stuck to that brave cox’n chap. 

That steersman was kissed by his sweetheart full oft, 
When dripping he stood on the mat, 

And he cried, ‘* Poll, some cherub as sits up aloft, 
Has watched over my chimbly-pot hat !” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


Ze Lordsonze fifth Decembares vit tree cheers from ze side of ze Govern- 


Camdentown ze Navy Intelligence Department is as much intelligent as 
ever, 
Egypt to serve as policemans have been dismiss. Lord Norfbrook say 
he suppose zey did not police ze Egyptians, and Lord Granville say he 
should not vondare if zey disappointed ze Cook excursionists out zare. 

Saturday.—Everysink go ver. Alzovercalminze Lords, Milor Monsoon 
vas in ze chair. Ze Franchise Bill receive ze Royal assent, and ze crowd 
from ze Commons leave ze bar of ze Lords for ze bar in ze lobby. A 
petine, escarcely have ve sit down in ze House zan Lord Grosvenor is “‘ on 
ze floor” to move the adjournment. Mr. Taypay Oh Honour vill not 
tear himself avay from Vestminster. Zare are 52 qvestions to ask. Sir 
Volff back him up. Vy not espend Christmas Day in ze House? 
Christmas Day in ze Vorkhouse it vill be, vraiment. Variety it is 
charming. Ze Espikare tell ze Volf ¢/ a faim, he vill go lunch. He 
return at von, and ve shut up ze uppers for ze Christmas mistletoe and 


hollydays. 





“During the late gale, the lifeboat at the South side of the Tyne was suddenly 
The coxswain was hurriedly sought for, and when found, he was 


seen to be dressed in his best, and he wore a ‘chimney-pot’ silkkhat. . . . . He 
When the crew 


ment read tree times ze Bill of Franchise. Milor Norfbrook assure ze Earl of 


Milor Tworow vant to know vy ze young men zat vent out to | ‘nen : . 
| Christmas numbers both pour forth the riches of their resources.—There 


| are many other deserving Christmas candidates for favour whom we 
| have not space to mention, but to whom we offer our approving smile as 


| clists and tricyclists are weary of turnin 


! 
| 
i 





| come to an end, and a good end; there are many good things in the 
_ number, the Rev. H. R. Haweis’ *‘ In a Balloon” for one.—Longman's 


| closely on the lines of the American Mags., and runs them very near in- 





| to produce a number that is far beyond being a mere book of fashions, 


NEW LEAVHES. 


THERE is a spicy mixture of Christmas in the issues of the month, 


enough and more than enough to satisfy the cravings of the most ravenous 


devourers of such fair fare.—Longman’s Mag, : ‘* Jack's Courtship ” has 


Christmas number we can speak highly of, except the coloured plates, 
which do no honour, either to the journal or the artists.— 7he Anglish 
Jilustrated Christmas double number, both in quantity and quality, runs 


deed, we could wish they were more apart—they are as ‘* Pompey and 
Coesar.”—The S¢, Nicholas Christmas number is full of most exquisite 
work of a charming character, it is almost incomparable.— Zhe Century, 
too, is teeming with talent, and Harfer’s Mag. Christmas number is 
simply a wonderful production, so overflowing with refinement and de- 
licacy (as the others are) that we almost weary of it, and turn with relief 
to slighter and rougher, though equally talented work of more robust 
character.—Macmillan’s has no Christmas attractions, but it has a short 
poem, ‘* Freedom,” by Lord Tennyson, and the conclusion of ** Borough 
dale of Boroughdale.”— Household Words for the month, and the Christ 
mas number depend upon the excellence of their literature without the 
aid of illustrations, and may confidently do so.—The amily Herald 
Christmas number is another that may safely depend on its literary 
merit for the favour it so largely obtains.—/iman’s Musical Monthly 
Christmas double number will be a great aid to the musical evenings 
so plentiful at the festive period.—The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion 
Christmas double number : successful efforts have evidently been made 


though fashions form its main feature.— Wheeling Annual: when bicy- 
round the wheels, they can 
wheel round and take a turn at this, of which they will not weary,— 
Book Lore (with which is incorporated the Aidbliographer.) This new 
monthly, issued by Eliot Stock, is devoted to the study of the past, and 
will be welcome to all to whom the past is of present interest. — Ward 
and Loch's Technical Journal: the numbers to follow will doubtless 
fulfil the rich promise of the first, and become powerful as a “‘ self-in- 
structor.”— Zhe Leisure Hour, Sunday at Lome, Boys’ Own Paper and 
Girls’ Own Paper have special features of their own that commend 
themselves. — Zhe //lustrated London News and The Graphic in their 


we make our best bow. 

‘* Hypatia Waltz” (F. Pitman), composed by May Ostlere, and dedi- 
cated to Miss Mary Anderson, is an exceedingly pretty waltz, with 
plenty of melody and well-marked time. We predict a sure success for 


** Hypatia ” this season. 


A L’Eau Proceeding. 

ACCORDING to the returns of the public analysts, London milkmen 
appear to be more unscrupulous than their provincial brethren in the 
matter of adulteration. ‘uite so; and you may always “lait” that it 
will be so. It is the London milkman’s playful little whey. 
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“SEATS TO MEND.” 


Erin’s Eccentrics. 

[See account of the scene caused by the Irish 
Members when the House adjourned the other day. ] 
BE jabers ! and, likewise, hurroo ! 

In the House was a purthy to-do ; 
Sure wid anger we burned 
When it went and adjourned, 
An’ shtopped all the shrieks av our crew, 
Wirrasthrue ! 
But we kicked up a hullaballoo ! 


‘* Want av dacincy” ‘surely it shows 
| For the ‘* Commons” to suddenly close, 
Whin aich Oirish M.P. 
Was prepared for a sphree, 
An’ was wishin’ to show Saxon foes 
Wid what throes 
Ould Oireland still welthers in woes ! 





Wid such questions we all were prepared, 
| That the Governmint hard would have fared, 
If a chance we had got 
To propound all the lot, 
We'd have made that same Governmint 
scared, 


Had they dared 
Jistto face us—their game we'd have quared ! 





An’ the questions we troid in that scene 
Were about Oirish mails and potheen ; 
An’ a matther av mills, 
An’ av various Bills, 
\ | Relatin’ to Erin so green : 
| But we’ve been 
Made to suffer a wound that is keen. 


: i 
+ x‘ + 





SN 


——— 





sut the Shpaker we up an’ defoied, 
An’ vowed some M.P.s troied to hoide. 
We exclaimed, ‘‘ See ’em there 
At the back av’ the Chair!” 
But our chance of a row was denoied, 
Though we tried 
Very harrd in that House to aboide ! 


An’ now, through that thrick, if ye plaze, 
We are checked in our Donnybrook ways ; 
An’ must kape at an ebb 
Till the nineteenth of Feb., 
Our oppressors we thin will amaze 
Wid our frays— 
As of yore, we a shindy will raise ! 





Goop PLACES FOR UNMARRIED LADIES. 
—The talked-of ‘‘ single ””-member consti- 


tuencies. 






















“TRUTH” ON “LOVE CLOUDS.” 
A STORY OF LOVE AND REVENGE. 
By JOHN LATEY, Junr. 


Truth, of December 11, says of Mr. Latey’s romance :—‘‘ I ought to have thanked 
you for ‘ Love Clouds,’ to whose title you were attracted as naturally as a butterfly 
toa flower. But the title could hardly have prepared you for so stirring, and even 


thrilling ‘Dark Days’ style of story. 
dreary day, and a still drearier railway journey on the sad So uth-Western—no small 


thing to set to its credit, and to yours for sending it.’ 


Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 24d. 


Uniform with the above. 


WE.) ete V eee, CE DB. 


By tHe AUTHOR OF ‘“‘My Neicgusour NB®lilt.” 


It shortened for me by one pleasant hour a 


Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s, 2d. 


| HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1885. 


Pronounced by the Press the best Annual ever published. 


— i 

“This well-known contribution to the mirth of the winter season appears for the 
seventeenth year. The hands of prominent artists and authors wield their prac tised 
pens and pencil ls with very droll effect, and the result is another thoroughly ‘Comic 


Annual, '' —Z loyd s. 
‘Tom Hood's ‘ Comic Annual’ is full of good things, and the illustrations are most 
appropriate and amusing.”—Sunday Times. 


| Price Twopence. Post-free, 24d. 
FUN tinge ah ben FOR 1880. 


| “FUN” OFFICE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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FESTIVE SEASON PHASES. 
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HERE some pictures of Yuletide se witness, 
As ye often aforetime have viewed, 

Here is Plenty, all fatness and ‘‘ fitness,”’ 
Facing Want, by Misfortune pursued ; 

Here are children—some poor and neglected, 

And others well-fed and protected. 


You'll observe, too, the pantomime-fairy 
Who brings joy with a wave of her wand ; 
And the clown—that purloiner so airy— 
Of whom boys and girls are so fond, 
Moreover, the pudding appeareth, 
Which the hearts of the little ones cheereth. 





fi 7 . 
VOL, XL,—NO, 1024. 


| Here a brother and sister are skating, 
And of lovers (above) there are twain, 
A damsel, with heart palpitating, 
Being kissed by a handsome young swain. 
Ah! the brightest of Christmastide blisses 
Are these ‘‘ under the mistletoe” kisses. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HERE seems 
reason to sup- 
that the 
mind of the 
gentleman 
who is re- 
nsible for 
the artistic 
decoration of 
this page has 
given way un- 
der thestrain, 
necessitated 
by the season, 
of inventing 
“*Christ- 
massy” jokes. 
Upon no 
other hypo- 
thesis can one 
explain the 
distressing attempt to commit a jocularity on the fancied resemblance of 
‘* Columbine ” and ‘‘ Cymbeline,” which is to be found in the margin. 
It is, perhaps, unnecessary to state that Miss Anderson has no announced 
intention cf appearing in the former character (though she may do ina 
minuet), nor even in the latter for that matter—in spite of a note that I 
saw somewhere the other day to the effect that the lady would shortly 
appear ‘‘in that most charming of Shakespeare’s female creations.”’ 





“'T pe, suRELY! CoL_uMmBINE? 
r vor ‘‘CyMBELINE.” 


Lyceum.—En? N ! I 
MusT BEA *u: 


THIs is by no means the first time I have met with this odd error. 
There is a sort of feminine construction and sound about the name Cym- 
beline which misleads the careless, I suppose. But you and I, my in- 
telligent reader, who know all about our Shakespeare and the early 
Saxon chieftain-kings, are aware that Cymbeline was one of the latter, 
and possessed ‘‘ one fair daughter and no more,” the gentle and heroic 
Imogen. It is this character which it is rumoured Miss Anderson pro- 
poses to attempt next. There is much in it that will be found suitable 
to her best points, I should say, though there are one or two speeches I 
doubt her ability to ‘' get round.” 


On the question of relative artistic value W. Shakespeare's character 
probably has the pull over the pantomimic one, but when it comes to a 
question of displayed symmetry—why, it’s a fair fight, 

CHRISTMAS is hard at it behind the scenes. The clown is reddening 
his poker all day long; the harlequin and columbine are taking Christ- 
mas trips in their dreams every night ; the pantaloon is being knocked 
down so that he passes his scanty leisure in the consumption of ** pick- 
me-ups ”; Mr. Augustus Harris is perspiring at every pore, his brother 
Charlie is hoarse, and all the ballet girls and stage carpenters subscribe 
to a ** lozenge fund,” and take it in turns to give him one every quarter 
of an hour, while the smiling ‘‘ People’s caterer” cracks his whip with a 
‘*now, Mr. Merryman,” and prepares for a big thing with all his 
(equestri)-energy. 

AMONG the pieces thoroughly suitable for Christmas purposes, mark 
you, Zhe Bates at Toole’s, where I looked in again the other evening, 
and found all sorts of plums and festive seasoning added to the original 
dishtomake 
it suitable to 
the holiday 
palate— 
**not too 
much __ sea- 
soning, but 
just season- 
ing enough.” 





A cory of 
The Thea- 
trical Pro- 
gramme 
(which is 
seagate 
the seconc 





year of its = 
existence) . 1 

reaches me. Toois’s.—A Czgrny Exercise. 

It is con- 

veniently got up, and the opinions and information, which is its particular 
province to collect, appear to be sound, reliable, and interesting ; would 
| it not be as well, though, to acknowledge the source of the jocularities 








_— —— —— . 





dotted about its pages? Some of these are the modern property of our 
friend Punch, and I even fancy I recognised one of Mr. Fun’s eldest 
children, The ‘‘ programmes,” which give the paper its title, the list of 
cab fares and 
other infor- 
mation are 
useful and 
good _fea- 
tures, and it 
is something 
in these sy- 
baritic days, 
/ that the 
pages are 
cut and the 
whole 
‘‘wired ” in- 
to a neat 
wrapper. 





** THE af- 
fairs of the 
Empire ” do 
not altoge- 
ther seem to flourish—a frierd of mine looked in the other night, and 
being told that he couldn’t go into the stalls unless he went home again 
and fetched his swallow-tail, he went into the circle. The audience, 
after eyeing my friend pityingly for a moment or two, remarked that it 
was chilly, and that he thought ‘‘something hot——?” He then went 
out and never came back. Miss Florence St. John and Miss Alice Barnett 
are engaged there, I hear; that's all right, but if the management haven't 
a play to put them into—well there! These arrangements do not come 
into force till February, however; meantime there is Mr. Grundy’s 
Lochahontas, which ought to do something. 





Toore’s.—A Faw Curistmas AppITIONs (7%). 


Mr. EpwARD TERRY re-appears at the Gaiety to-night in his comedy 
In Chancery by Mr. A. W. Pinero. He has also ‘‘ kindly consented ”’ 
(1!!!) to play the ghost in Very Little Hamiet, Ue! he! 


Mr. H. St. MAuR has opened the Imperial again. This time with 
Plot and Passien. Mr. Herman Vezin, Mr. Digby Willoughby, Mr. 
Arthur Marcel and the manager play the principal parts and form a 
very good quartette to work upon—Mrs. Willoughby a bit out of her 
element perhaps, a os 

A NEW piece by Mr. Joseph Derrick, author of Confusion called Zhe 
Plebcian is spoken of as the next Vaudeville novelty. 


Avr the Alhambra, where the programme is improving ‘‘ every 
time ”—I shall have something particular to say about it next week—a 
new fantastic ballet, called A/e/usine, was produced as the main part of 
a new programme specially prepared for the Christmas holidays, and 
there are to be morning performances on Friday and Saturday next. 


I see the Novelty is for sale. This is retributive justice, or I sup- 
pose no theatre has more persistently sold each successive manager 
(successive 
is the near- 
est to suc- 
cess any of 
them attain- 
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are already Hl hee. | 
going for- ee 


ward for the 
re-opening, 
and, in spite ine 
of its hither- A eae / : an ee 
to discou- ie 
raging fall, 
Ithink, with 
its right pro- 
gramme 
something 
might be made of it yet—why, what és the right programme, There, 
**T pass,” and now you have me. 


Covent GARDEN.—THE CocK OF THE WALK AND THE 
EQUESTRI-HEN. 


AND so, wishing you a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year, 
I am NESTOR, 
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MORE “KICKS” THAN EPERNAY’S (OR ANY OTHER VINTAGE). 
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We had not been /oo festive that Christmas Eve. True, we had broached some fifty bottles; but, owing to the size of our wine merchant's last new bot:le-‘‘ kicks,” 


“we had only got some ten glass-fulls out of them. Anyhow, it seemed that that night a weird figure, like our wine merchant—but ever growing mo’e and more 
terrible—dragged us from our restless couch— 
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Intoa gloomy vault. “See,” he chuckled, “‘I will show you the secret of it. Fine kicks, aren't they? Growing every day. I set seeds for 'em—the damp of 
the cellar favours their growth. You have observed your kicks grow yearly larger?" ‘* We have,” we groaned. fe In a few years,” he said, ‘‘ the kicks will fill the 
bottles then the reputed pint will contain 0 wine ; but this will be quite legal, and the customer will fay for wine. 

? . \ 
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We sat into the future, and watched the kick grow. About Christmas, 1290, it passed outside the bottle, being larger than the bottle 





“There!” said the 
. * ° : - " “ . - . ap : 
merchant triumphantly. ‘* Now the scale is turned ; the supply becomes negatizve ; that is, the customer has to supply wine to me (the amount represented by the 


b. te" P a9 : vs “on 4 atiaed a¢ an : } rr o ’ 
ference in the size of the kicks and that of the bottle), and pay all the same. But it will still be called a pint, and will be quite legal. 
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MISINTERPRETED. 
Young Starthietenor,—** WOULD YOU LIKE TO HEAR Meg SING ‘ONCE AGAIN,’ MISS PRETTYPERT?” 


Miss Prettypert.—“* WITH PLEASORE, 


Bot po SInG ‘ONLY ONcE More.” 


[She meant Faxone’s Ballad, but he took it as a broad hint, 








A Thorough Change. 


He was a hard-worked City man, and through forty-nine weeks or so 
of toil and worry, looked forward with longing to his three weeks or so 
of autumnal rest. ‘‘ Pulse a little too fast—system slightly below par,” 
said his doctor, and recommended athorough change. He sought Slap- 
upton-on-Sea, There he mingled in the morning with crowds he met ir 
town every day, and on pier and beach listened to mammoth comigues 
from the music halls he frequented every night ; read London newspapers, 
talked London gossip, danced and flirted with London girls, played pool 
with London fellows, listened at the local town hall toa London lecturer, 
and saw at the theatre a London drama played by a London company to 
a London audience ; and when he returned to town he told his doctor he’d 
had a thorough change, but somehow didn’t feel much the better for it. 

The next year he thought he'd go further afield, so started on a conti- 
nental tour, A route he fell in with Fun’s Intelligent Foreigner, They 
compared notes. 

** What lovely cathedrals there are on the Continent,” he said, ‘‘ Ant- 
werp, Milan, San Marco, Notre Dame, and others.” 

**T like St. Paul’s and Vestminster as vell as any of zose,” said the 
I. F. 

‘*St. Paul’s—Westminster—where are they? Oh, of course, in 
London, I've never seen them—so can't say. I say, though, what 
stunning pictures one sees abroad—in the Louvre, Galérie Wiertz at 
Brussels, Florence.” 

‘*Ah, mon ami! But I have been to your Galérie Nationale in ze 
Esqvare of Trafalgar, and your Museum of Kensinkton, also to ze 
Galérie Dore, in ze Sireet vich is in Bond. //s omt trés grands, les 
tableaux.” 

** Oh, I ain't been to any of those places. Nobody goes there, y'know, 
I say, did you ever see anything to beat that A/us/e des Thormes? What, 
the British Museum? Oh, I haven't been there. Pretty scenery up the 
Rhine, ain't it? You like Richmond to Kingston almost as well? Can't 

ay—don't know the part—I live so far away—Paddington, y'know. 











Beautiful parks the Bois de Boulogne and Vincennes at Paris, the Unter 
der Linden at Berlin, and the Bois de Cambray at Brussels, aren't they? 
What, you think Hyde Park as good as any of ’em, and Kew better ?— 
Well, 1 never thought of Hyde Park, and Kew I’ve never been to—but, 
I say, I do wish we had Boulevards in London like you have here! 
What d’ye say? We've got the finest in the world? Where?—The 
Thames Embankment? Well, you see, I don’t know that part—it’s a 
long way from Paddington. What am I travelling omg continong for? 
Why, a thorough change by my doctor’s orders.” 

‘*Then,” exclaimed Fun’s Intelligent F., clapping his hand on the 
Paddingtonian’s shoulder, ‘*ze next time you go away em congé on your 
hollowdays, you come viz me, and I take and show you round your von- 
dareful vide beautiful Londons, up your Monument, down your Thames 
Tunnel, ovare your St. Paul’s and your tower. J/on ami, tl me semble 
you vill find ze voyage vat you call a sorough change.” 





———— 





A JOKIST, believing himself to be witty, 

One day went to call on a firm in the City 

(Messrs. Holbrook’s the name of that firm, let us mention), 
And said he, ‘** To one thing I’d direct your attention— 
Your firm isn’t made up of crockery perforce, sirs, 

And yet you must own you’re fine ‘* Worcester Sauce-ers !” 





An-archy-ological Mem. 

TremBce, England, and turn pale! At an anarchist meeting held 
in Paris the other day, the London Bridge outrage was applauded, and 
red flags were waved in honour of the Commune. Two such explosions 
in one week should surely strike terror to the British mind. 





Not A Harmonious AFFAIR. —The Charity ‘‘ Organ ”-ization 
meeting the other day. 

















=~ 


Paes es eee dtFa Pew 


s 





Tr 


~ 


wer O nw 


= 0D 





er 











THE GRAND OLD MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


(See Cartoon.) 

IT is gallant and gay t’wards the close of the year 
To behold the approach of a time of good cheer ; 
Though December be dull with the wind and the rain, 
Still its festival shines in the jolliest vein. 

Sing ho! sing hey! 

For Christmas Day, 
And the crowd of delights that it leads in its train. 


All the scene is in holly and mistletoe drest, 
And the merriment ripples from kost unto guest ; 
There is baked, there is boiled, there is roast, there is stew, 
There are glasses all round, there are toasts not a few ; 
Sing ho! sing hey! 
For Christmas Day, 
With the pudding it brings, and the punch it can brew. 


Then the joy of the season appears to give rise 
Unto presents that vary in value and size, 
And whilst some may get nothing, and some may fare ill, 
Very many succeed in obtaining their fill. 
Sing ho! sing hey! 
For Christmas Day, 
With its message of peace, and its proofs of good will. 


There is mirth in the cottage and mirth in the hall, 
There are nice things for some and nice wishes for all 
But the clouds in the picture how can we forget, 
Since the poor and the luckless are with us? And yet 
Sing ho! sing hey! 
For Christmas Day, 
May its fame never fade, and its sun never set ? 
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CHRISTMAS TIME IS COMING. 











CoME lads and lassies let us sing, 
Christmas time is coming, 
Mistletoe and laurel bring, 
Watch the mummers mumming, 
Let us dance a merry round, 
To the pipe and tabor’s sound, 
Joy in every heart be found, 
For Christmas time is coming. 


There’s ne’er a lad nor e’er a lass, 
That does not love the holly ! 
The mistletoe they will not pass, 
Nor slight this “ sweetest folly,” 
And in the dance, and in the play, 
Che wassail bowl and roundelay, 
The hours shall tripping fly away, 
Now Christmas time is coming. 


There’s storm, and rain, and heavy cloud, 
Now shrouding moor and meadow, 
While from the city wailings loud, 
That cast their heavy shadow, 
Calling for a helping hand, 
Everywhere throughout the land, 
Let us give what they demand, 
Now Christmas time is coming. 


With open hand and open heart, 

Let us be ever ready, 

To gladly give a liberal part, 

To all the poor and needy, 
That they may now shut out the cold, 
Make joyful hearts in young and old, 
That gladsome mirth may triumph hold, 
Now Christmas time is coming. 
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CHRISTMAS TIME, 
IT Is CURIOUS TO NOTE, DOES NOT STRIKE EV&RYRODY IN PRECISELY THE SAME LIGHT. 


WELL Now ; 
THAT 7? KINDS 

































OTHERS ARE TO BE FOUND WHO ARE BY NO MEANS ENTHUSIASTIC ON THE SUBJECT, 








A Police Protest. 


{The Lord Mayor said the other day that he was much perplexed by the painfu! 
indistinctness with which the City Police gave their evidence, and he suggested that 
an Elocution Class should be formed for their benefit at Head-quarters.] 


WHICH we feel as how a insult has bin cast upon the Force, 
And most upset in his mind is ev’ry member, 
Because of a announcement, made without the least remorse, 
By the Lord Mayor on the Fifteenth of December. 
We observed the date particler, and it ’s graven on our ’art, 
And we think as we deserve some restitootion : 
For that noo Lord Mayor (a party as most doubtless thinks he’s smart) 
Said as how the Force should study Ellycution. 


‘You perlice,” says he, *‘ when giving of your evidence, is prone 
For to speak most indistinct, and likewise mumble : 

And I wish as how you'd learn,” he says, ‘‘ to use a clearer tone,” 
But we'd like to know who’s Ae, as he should grumble ? 

Then, adding to the injury a insult, he, quite cool, 
Owdaciously perposes a solution, 

By a saying as the members of the Force should go to school, 
And give their minds to learnin’ Ellycution ! 


And ¢his, to us policemen! To be lectured how to speak 
By a Mayor who’s only bin a photy-graffer / 
If you ask us, we all alien it a tidy bit of cheek, 
And we hopes the Press’! tackle that old gaffer. 
The “‘ civilians ” (that’s the public) understands us well enough— 
Our ‘‘ Move on, there!” quickly shakes their resolution ; 
So on ‘‘ actives and intelligents”’ you ’ll own it’s rather rough 
To be told you ought to study Ellycution, 


There’s others understands us, too. The parlour-maids and cooks 
Considers as our langwidge is a model ; 

While the “‘ drunks and the disorderlies,” they grasps our very looks, 
And at hearin’ of our step the burglars toddle. 








And therefore Nottage’s remarks have put us in a rage— 


For don’t the Force protect the Constitootion ? 


One ’d think as zve was some of them low hactors on the stage, 


To be told to go and study Ellycution ! 





On! give me the Christmas (when Christmas comes round), 


All I Ask. 


_ Of peace and of plenty suggestive, 
Oh ! give me the board that at Christmas is found 
And fitly described as ‘* the festive,” 

Let others consider it dull and a bore, 
And hurry their Christmases over, 

But give me the feast and the revel galore, 
And I’m, for a fortnight, in clover. 


Oh ! give me true Christmas all over the land, 
To leaven and lighten our morrows, 

Yes, give me its happiness, give me a hand 
To lighten a few of its sorrows ; 


Then give me the 


tomime, give me the ball, 


With beautiful, light-footed misses, 
Oh! give me the mistletoe hung in the hall, 
And give me a number of kisses, 


Yes, give me the turkey, the capon, the goose, 
The Aapcrwg | be-hollied and blazy, 
t 


And give me 


e wine that is rich and profuse, 


And not in its circuit too lazy ; 
And give me the skates that skim over the ice, 
Till we laugh at ‘‘ the blues,” and yom | them ; 


Oh! give me all things that are jolly an 
For I haven’t the money to buy them 


nice 





A **Srirrinc ” Time.—The plum-pudding season. 
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THE BURGLAR’S LAST BOXING DAY. 


Ir was half-past nine on a crisp, frosty Christmas night, when Rum 
Duke Dick, the cultivated burglar, tapped loudly at the door of Bully 
Trap, the barber-fence. A board 
attached to the barber’s pole pro- 
claimed that Bully Trap cut hair at 
the rate of twopence per head, and 
that he gave a clean shave for one 
penny; but the barber’s portly ap- 
pearance, as he answered the burglar’s 
summons, would have impressed even 
an alderman that Bully Trap did not 
live on air alone, 

**Good after-evening to you, 
Bully,” said the burglar, dusting a 
few sharp icicles from his nose with 
a strawberry cream-coloured hand- 
kerchief; ‘I will anoint you with 
the oil of gladness, if you don’t pro- 
duce some barley broth,” 

**Thaint got no barley broth ’andy, 
Duke,” said Bully Trap, in a husky 
voice ; ‘* but crooked-got Irish is on 
the preemises, so kim in.” ‘* Wort 
cheer, guv nor?” asked the barber, 
as they sat down before his coke fire, and mixed themselves hot, strong 
potions of the crooked-got Irish. ‘‘ Wort’sthe fake? You ain’t a-going 
out a cribcrackin’ to-night, wich its Christmas as hever is, surely?” - 

‘I am,” rejoined the robber, ‘‘and I travel on a perniciously fine 
lay, too, You'll take the swag, of course, on your usual handsome terms ?” 

‘Will I? Ah! won’t I just,” retorted the barber. 

**’Tis an elderly gentleman’s drum in St. William’s Wood I enter to- 
night,” whispered Rum Duke Dick,—‘‘a picturesque house with odd 
nooks, and a magnificent growth of winter cabbages in the kitchen 
garden,” 

** Dry hup yer learned lingo ; take another snifter hof the crooked-got 
Irish, and ’ave a doss till dooty an’ me calls yer,” growled Bully Trap. 

** Good, I will,” answered the robber ; and, suiting the action to the 
word, he drank a pint of raw spirit off at a draught, and dropped into 
a profound slumber, 

As St. Bolsover’s clock struck twelve, Rum Duke Dick crept stealthily 
out of the barber’s saloon, and passed rapidly through the hive of Mag- 
swipe Alley, the occupants of which slept peacefully, recruiting their 
energies for the filching business of Boxing Day. On reaching Hall- 
benny Street, Rum Duke Dick removed his patent leather boot, adjusted 
a corn-plaster, and strolled leisurely on to St. William’s Wood. Noises 
of Yuletide echoed round him, but he was undaunted, for a calm silence 
o’erspread the house of his choice. Putting on his list-slippers, he 
vaulted nimbly over the garden wall, and his eyes gleamed with the 
ferocity of a tiger, as he sprang towards the coal-cellar door of the crib 
he intended to crack, Placing a cold chisel against the obstruction, he 
gave the frost-bitten tool three dexterous taps with a leaden hammer, 
padded with wash-leather. In two seconds and a half afterwards, the 
robber stood in the cellar. ‘* Screened cobbles, instead of Wallsend,’’ 
snorted Rum Duke Dick, as he scrambled over the coals,  ‘* This 
looks’suspicious ; but I will not 
be discouraged. I must enter 
the edifice ;”’ and he carried 
out his intent with noiseless 
energy. 

Taking from his pocket a 
piece of wax candle which was 
securely fixed in a square of 
yellow soap, Rum Duke Dick 
lighted it with a silent match 
in true professional style. All 
was stillasthe tomb, ‘* Won- 
der whether I shall secure any 
bank rags?” muttered the 
burglar, as he stopped before 
an oaken door and felt for the 
handle and keyhole. ‘* Ah, 
ah; this is queer,” he con- 
tinued, ‘** Locked, but no 
handle or keyhole. Never 
mind.” And he commenced 
to use his most expensive 
centre bit—— 

_ Barely had he got to work, when the door was flung open from the 
inside, and Kum Duke Dick was dragged from semi-darkness into a 
blaze of light. 

eC 1! caged at last!" hissed the burglar, as he glared round the 


aged 
~ } 6 ] 
some thirty men seated at a lone 


room, and saw 














i 
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** Not at all, my dear sir,” said a silvery-locked, elderly gentleman, 
who sat at one end of the room, and evidently acted as president ; 
‘‘ you are extremely welcome, Sit down and have a glass of sparkling 
hock; this is a very 
good brand. I sup- 
pose you are a bur- 
glar?” continued the 
elderly gentleman, 
laughing pleasantly. 

**T have the honour 
to be one,” replied Rum 
Duke Dick, with cour- 
tesy. 

‘*Gentlemen ”’ said 
the white-haired presi- 
dent, *‘ here is a capital 
subject to try our Brom- 
broski O’Donovan cap- 
sules on. We shall 
now find out exactly 
how long the gastric 
juices take in dissolv- 
ing the outer and inner 
skins, and cause the 
necessary materials to 
amalgamate.” Then, turning to Rum Duke Dick, the venerable gen- 
tleman remarked, ‘‘In the pursuit of your profession, sir, you have 
inadvertently interrupted a secret consultation of doctors ; but there is 
honour among thieves, you know, so we will let you free on one con- 
dition, namely, that you take six of our Brombroski O’Donovan cap- 





| gules one after the other.” 








‘As long as they are not leaden pills I don’t mind, sir,” cried the 
robber, glancing suspiciously at a rack of repeating rifles and revolvers 
which stood in a corner of the room. 

‘‘Bah!” ejaculated the president, ‘‘ our medicine is for the good of 
mankind’s nerves.” 

“Ya wohl!” “ Thrue for ye, bedad!” ‘*Cest vrai!” and ‘* Kloski 
woski boski!” rang through the room. 

‘Thank you, sir, and gentlemen all,” said Rum Duke Dick ; ‘‘ my 
nervous system requires bracing. Being a ticket-of-leaver, I have to 
report myself at Spludge Street Station at ten to-morrow morning, and 
these sort of professional engagements always upset me.” 

‘*Capital,” laughed the benevolent president. ‘‘I will drive you 


| down in my Victoria; you can take the capsules just before going in. 


Have some supper now, though. Perhaps you would like some snipes 
au gourmand, Our chief surgical operator here acts as chef. He splits 
these birds at the back, makes forcemeat of their interior arrangements 
with the aid of chopped capers, parsley, shalots, mushrooms, anchovies, 
and butter. He stuffs his snipes with the forcemeat, and sews them up 
as only a surgeon can. Then he brazes them tenderly, adding at in- 
tervals good cullis and rich red wine, Truly he can make a dish fit for 
the most cultivated burglar.” 

‘*T looks towards yer, boss,” replied Rum Duke Dick. ‘‘ Snipes for 
ever, I say; though I prefer quails to ’em.” 

**Nonsense! A burglar should never quail,” retorted the president. 

A happier burglar never rode in a Victoria to report himself at Sludge 
Street Station than Rum Duke Dick. The carriage having pulled up 
exactly two hundred yards from the police office, the elderly gentleman 
produced a bottle of Heidsick and six capsules, 

**Swallow our to- 


nic in wine, my man,” — 
he said, in a kindly ey op DARN 
manner, ** Honour _ ") > — tes, 


among thieves, you 
know.” 

**T will, sir,” said 
Rum Duke Dick. 
** Here’s your health.” 

He then walked 
off to the station to 
report himself. Sud- 
denly a terrific roar, 
far louder than thun- \ 
der, was heard. 

“Ah!” said the 
hoary-headed old pre- 
sident, as he returned 
his chronometer to his 
pocket, after telling 
the coachman to drive 
on, ‘‘ah! those dynamite capsules are just ten minutes in taking effect 
on a subject.” Presently he added, ‘‘ My word ! what a wreck the sta- 


be sure! What anexcellent report has been made, t 
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CHRISTMAS “CARDS,” 


AND HOW TO PLAY THEM. 

















Crib-age (a game to play on 


Ving-et-un and 68 (a game to make 
the quiet). 


** Charley ” wild with jealousy). 


‘* Speculation ’ (a game which immediately commences when a 


Nap (a good after- 


gent! man enters a room with a bouquet). dinner game), 








AN UNRECOGNISED INDUSTRY. 


HE poor little fellow looked dread- 
fully pale and fagged. ‘‘ Poor 
little devil !’’ we said (for he was a 
printer’s devil), ‘‘ let us assist you to 
carry this great sack.” He thanked 
us faintly. The sack was a fearful 
weight. ‘* Ah, I’ve made all that 
lot in the night—’ad to set up till 
brekfus time to do it though!” 
said the boy. 

‘‘Dear us! What are they? 
May we have a look at ’em?” we 
asked, and peeped in. 

The vast sack was crammed with 
assorted phrases, doneupin packets, 
At the top were ten gross of ** No! 
A thousand times, no!” (most of 
these were for the author of Cad/ed 
Back.) Under these were many 
packetsof, ‘‘Aninstant ? It seemed 
a lifetime !”—‘‘I see it now as I 
sit and write these words,” —‘**Ah, 
that it could be blotted out !”— 
‘*What memories do these words 


—‘*Did she, then, suspect ?”— 
**Purer, deeper, holier than the 
love cf man!” and so forth, 
‘What beautiful phrases!” we 
exclaimed, enrapiured. ‘* How ori- 
ginal, and how full of meaning! 





What volumes might be written—” | 


+7? 


‘' Hullo! I forgot that one ; thankee 
in his note book, ‘‘ For? 
corse. They always leave ’em to me to make, ’cos, yer see, it can be 
done cheeper by the gross, and the authors needn’t be afraid o’ shovin’ 
in a few extra, like they’d ’ave to if they ’ad to make each one sepprit.” 

We had now arrived at the printing office. The poor devil had in- 
deed his work on his hands. The authors dropped in incessantly to look 
at proof sheets, ‘* Youd better put a couple more ‘ Did I say hate /— 
can such a word express?’-’s into this page,” said Author No, 1. ‘I 
ain’t got no more o’ them left—Mr. Brown ‘ad all those for ’és story,” 
said the devil. Author No.1 flushed with suppressed resentment, 
‘* Well, what have you got ?”’ he said. 

‘*’Ere’s a packet of, ‘Ah, heaven! in one short hour!’ ” said the boy. 

‘*Oh, well, drop in a few of them, then,” said the author, going away, 
evidently dissatisfied. 

**T don’t quite care for these ‘Could it indeed have come to this?’-’s,’ 
said Author No. 2, ‘‘ Haven't you got any ‘Home? Future? These 
were indeed no empty words !’? I fancy those would run better. We'll 
keep the ‘Indeed’ in, anyhow. Let’s look over a few with ‘indeed’ in 
them.” 

“* Here, just fill this in for me,” said Author No. 3, producing a story 
honeycombed with immense gaps. 





recall!”—‘*No! no! Not¢hat!” | 


said the printer’s boy, jotting | 
Why, they’re for the Christmas stories, of | 


“Why, that'll take a ’ole sackful to itself!” said the devil, sinking 
down. 

‘** Never mind—almost any sort will do— only make ’em saddish in the 
beginning and middle, and joyful towards the end,” said the Author. 
And the devil got a great phrase-shovel. 





‘© Wouldn’t be wuth nothink as Christmas stories w.thout the phrases,” 
he said, when we were once more alone. ‘* Them as is left over from 
Christmas we takes the phrases out ov and sends ’em to the monthly 


mags,” 








Express. 

AFTER our train full of Christmas Card makers and their specialities 
had started, there came two others who ought to have travelled by 
it—somebody is always last. The samples sent by Albert Marx 

| being tasteful and well executed, deserve our favourable remarks, 
| Mr. S.C. Harding’s selections are chiefly sporting subjects and humorous, 
among them is a fanciful set desigced by Ernest Griset which are both 
| quaint and comic. 
We have also more crackers, G. Sparagnapane and Co,’s Cosaques 
| are ‘‘all the go,”—all that come from them and their shop may very well be 
called ‘* tip-top.” From these ‘‘La Bonne Bouche” came, Menu and 
Guest Name,” and also in dozens ‘‘Our American Cousins,” some 
‘*Brooches and Wedding-rirgs,” and perfumes and other things, they 
have worked might and main, and been sparin-no-pain. 

Almanacks,—‘‘ Rimmel’s Comical Pocket-Book Almanack,” and FE, 
Rimmel’s Almanac ‘‘ Western Flowers,” are both sweet-scented and 
attractive. The figures in the one are funny, and the heads in the other 
characteristic, and both are worth having and keeping. Many ingenious 
fancy articles suitable for the season are to be had of Mr. Eugene Kimmel, 


| 





Games in Season. 

** Merry Matcues” (Wyman and Sons) is an amusing round game. 
‘*QOuorum,” or ‘‘ Court and Parliament” (W. H. Willis and Co.), is 
another that will make the game goround, ‘‘ The Four Flags(mu/‘tum 
in parvo) is an ingeniously-contrived pack of cards that may be played 
thirty different ways—that’s your game. 





A HAkMLess ANIMAL,—The snap-dragon. 
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A SNOW- 


H{AVING made a mighty ball of snow, 
These urchins, fearless of the cold, 
Upon the light fantastic toe 
A snow-“‘ ball” now prepare to hold, 


And for their ‘‘ small and early” dance 
The barrel-organ’s strains suffice ; 

And, choosing partners, round they prance, 
Regardless of the snow and ice, 





“BALL.” 


The antics of this gutter-band 
Are not, perhaps, replete with grace ; 
Their costumes, too, are far from grand, 
But glee lights up each snub-nosed face! 








Don’t Deal-ete This! 


{A Tory weekly, referring to the Seats Bill, calls it ‘the new deal."'] 


Tue Tories must complain, of course (it always was their way), 

Now the people have a chance to go a- voting ; 

This *‘ new deal” par but shows you they’ve a deal too much to say, 
And their soreness on the matter they’re denoting. 

’Tis plain they feel that ‘Aeir i-‘‘ deal” is ‘*cornered,” so they’re 
spiteful, 

The extension of the Franchise ¢Acy have never thought 
lightful ! 


6 deal . 


| 
| 





No Doubt. | 


** Now, this is Yule-tide,” said a friend in debt | 
(A most extravagant and graceless rover), 

“And pretty fairly I along shall get | 
If with a little loan you'//-tide me over!” 


WHAT “ TRUTH” SAYS OF “LOVE CLOUDS.” 
A STORY OF LOVE AND REVENGE. 
By JOHN LATEY, Junr. 


/ ruth, ot December 11, says of Mr. Latey’s romance :—“‘ I ought to have thanke« 
you for ‘ Love Clouds,’ to whose title you were attracted as naturally as a butterfl 
toa flower. But the title could hardly have prepared you for so stirring, and eve! 
thrilling ‘Dark Days’ style of story. It shortened for me by one pleasant hour # 
dreary day, and a still drearier railway journey on the sad South-Western—no sim] 
thing to set to its credit, and to yours for sending it.” 


Price One Shilling. Post-free, ts. 24d. 





Uniform with the above, 


WHO LIVED THERA, 
By tHE AvuTHOR oF ‘*My NegIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Cleanliness in use. 


“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 
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Cadbury's 
CAUTION.—If Cocoa 


Cecea thickens im the 
PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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Relief for the Red-Nosed ! 
(A WARBLE 4 /a WALLER.) 


{The unlucky possessors of red noses need not despair. The work of 
restoring the nasal organ to its original hue is undertaken by a Philadel- 
phian professor. He puts on leeches first, then galvanises the nose, and 
finally applies a mould of plaster of Paris. In a week the nose regains 
its proper size and colour.— Weekly Paper.) 


GO, ruby nose ! 
Smeller that is not sublime to see ! 

A Yankee shows 
Men need not tremble more at thee,— 
And cheap and fair he seems to be. 


His praise is sung 

By those who have his nostrum tried— 
The leech that clung 

So closely when it was applied, 

Hath blanched their noses ruby-dyed. 





Great is the worth 
Of whiteness some have long requ'red ; | 
Through all the earth | 
This remedy will be admired | 
By all who have relief desired. 


Then soon will we 
(Supposing we red noses bear), 
Pay £ s. d. 
To be relieved of all despair, 
And have our noses white and fair. 





Undeniable. | 


OF all the days throughout the year 
Our pleasure to awake, 

Lo! Twelfth Day is the day, ‘tis clear, 
That always ‘‘ takes the cake!” 





Year, Year! 


SoME fancy Father Time is never moved, 
And that all thoughts of change he’s fond of spurning, 
But yet it can undoubtedly be proved 
That Time has, every twelvemonth, a New Year-ning ! 





WHAT most people will have at their fingers’-ends pre- | 
sently.—Frost. 
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East-End Swe'l (who has been Photographed with his Jntended),—‘‘ DON’T 
LIKE THIS ’ER® P’ICTUR’ MUCH, MISTER, CAN'T MAKE OUT LOO’s FACE; 
IT’S ALL FUZZY LIKE.” 

Hampstead Photographer.—**OF COURSE, SIR! THAT'S THE BEAUTY OF 
Ir, YER SEB, MY HIINSTRUMENT’S A GENUINE CAMERA-ORSCOR ER, 


DON’T MAKE A FUSS. 
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CRACKER Ties 
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_ clerk. ‘‘ Doctor Samuel Johnson says, ‘ Het 


Notice to Our Readers. 


IN our next Number will appear the first of a series of short stories, 
humorous and otherwise, which will appear each week. Among the 
many authors who will contribute are Godfrey Turner, Frank Barrett, 
Geo. Manville Fenn, Charles G. Leland (Hans Breitman), J. Sullivan, 
C. J. Dunphie, J. W. Houghton, H. Chance Newton, Cis Brooks, A. 
T. Pask, Byron Webber, Charles S. Cheltnam, H, Sessions, Ernest 
Warren, Aglen A. Dowty, H. Johnson, H. G Somerville, John Norman, 
and Evelyn Jerrold. Each story will be fully illustrated, 


Caught Trip-ping. 

Ar Paris dinner-parties it is now fashionable to have the fruit and 
other dessert brought in by pretty dancing girls, who bound gaily about 
the table, proffering the good things. This is all very well in France, 
but in England our Society mas would not care for such fas ; and £0, if 
the idea were introduced here, we don’t think it would (djancer. It 
would doubtless be a (cory)phée-lure, 





“Nor well! Wot d’yer mean? And you're three-quarters of an 
hour late this morning too,” said the pore peple er to his pallid 
too long pie ply a 
unctualities condemns himself to voluntary imbecility, and will not 
fee the miseries of disease,’” nervously sighed the clerk, ‘* Stuff an 
nonsense!” ejaculated the portly employer; **that medical mans a 
hass; but there, as I've no doubt you've bin a sittin’ up all night a- 
playin’ cards, you can jest run round to yer friend the doctor, and tell 


‘im to give yer a dose o’ salts, and charge it to me.” 





$ ‘ ‘ 
HiseRNian spinsters should hear with joy of the proposed ‘‘ accele- 
ration of mails” to Ireland, 
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HEALHAM- 
BRA. When 
ever I have 
to ** notice” 
aMusicHall 
lam met by 
drawbacks, 
and am un- 
happy. In 
the first 
place, I do 
not care 

* for Music 
1 Halls, or 
rate the 
class of en- 
tertainment 
there met 
with at any 
high in- 
tellectual 
value. This gives me the uncheerful consciousness of an ability to be 
unjust to many a (to some extent) greatly deserving artist, and many a 
clever contrivance and evidence of enterprise on the part of manage- 
ments, Then the enormous circulation enjoyed by Mr. FUN (assisted 
on this occasion by the awkward situation of the Christmas Holidays), 
compels him to go to press rather more than a week before anything, so 
that Music Hall programmes, being subject to constant changes, all my 
clever remarks on things only reach the despairing eyes of an ever-eager 
public some time after the ‘‘ things” have ceased to be. 





Tue ALHAMsRA.—SAme OLD GAME, AND SAME OLD 
HUNTERS TOO. 


At the Alhambra, however (whereat the evident good business, is of 
a character to make the mouth of the impecunious water with desire, 


programme of the new ballet A/¢/usine—which I have not yet (Melu)sine 
—the beautiful and graceful ballet of 77%e Swans is still retained. 


I WENT early on the night of my visit, and I should advise anybody 
who really enjoys thoroughly good orchestration, albeit but employed 
upon ‘‘ popular” music, to certainly do likewise, the *‘ fifty performers” 
under M. Jacobi’s leadership, do their spiriting right featly, I promise 
you, 
** comic.” 
childhood that likes me not, albeit I daresay I am wrong, and the 
youthful lad is better off than he might otherwise be, and very proud of 
himself withal. Credit be to him for a jig dance of excellence and pre- 
cision, and an Irish brogue good enough to be mistaken for the real 


is not his own) of a costume of a modern cut, but of material made to 
imitate the patchwork bed-quilt of rurality and poortith. To me, the 
best joke, though with an underlying grimness of its own, was to watch 
him go through all the recognised regulation ‘‘wheezes,” poses and 
actions (usually advertised as ‘‘all new business”), with the uncon- 
sciousness of clockwork, and the demure inexpression of the Dutch-doll. 


Mr. A. West followed, with that wonderfully comical, agile and 
“*descriptive’”’ silent act of his, Szesce cni Fun, and gave place in 
turnto what 
appeared to 
be three 
foreign ces- 
perados of 
deep dyed 
dynamite 
who - skil- 
fully dis- 
coursed op- 
eratic trios, 
and _prod- 
ded each 
other in the 
bread - bas - 
ket right 
merrily. 
Next came 
three hori- 
zontal - bar 
performers, 


each of adil- 
ferent sex—a male, a female, and a clown—in an act, havin 





Tue Avuampra.—Swan-“ Urrinc” (or “ Horrinc,” iF you 
rrerex THE Porucar Exrression.) Rara avis in medio, 


nigrogne simila cyg ne. 


the sove- 





eign merits of skill, neatness, and absence of mere sensation. After 





The second turn was taken by a youthful child, appearing asa | 
This sort of thing = me never, ‘tis a disrespect of | 


thing, and forgiveness for the feebleness of the joke (which, doubtless, | 


| ray of enor- 


| of s‘range 


and his heart bitter with envy), in spite of the (by now) addition to the | nether de- 


oe 


_ “lengths” and enta 


| chance with the young hunter, that she insists on his immediate release, 


which a solid lady with no voice, requested some one not ‘‘ to squeeze 
and tease her so,” who I believe never had the remotest intention of 
doing ! 

A GENTLEMAN then sung a characteristically humorous (if that goes. 
for much) song called ‘* Don’t,” obliging us with an occasional s at the 
end of the word, gave a bit of music hall *‘ character” of the ‘* coster”’ 
species and a bit of music hall politics of the /audator temporis acti kind, 
and the guileless audience applauded the declaration of their decadence 
with joyful gusto, as per usual. Miss Vinney Bishop (whom the pro- 
gramme deprives of one of her ‘‘n’s,” thus suggesting Vinous ten- f 
dencies !) perpetrated an unconscious joke by appearing, almost before 
the tones of this gentleman’s voice had died away, with the declaration 
that ‘some people are always running England down,” but for her part 
—she was ultra patriotic in her ditties, except when she lapsed for a} 
while in a delineation of the tiresome ** masher”—who never rhymes to } 
anything, by the way. Miss Bishop looks very well with the Union 
Jack all over her and the Scotch and Irish flag dependant from either 
arm, and it is pleasant enough to have your patriotism confirmed by a 
Bishop, even when (whether for good or ill I am not decided yet) it 
** speaks ” some of its lines instead of singing them. 





ae 


AFTER this the Swans, the story of which is as follows: Ina beautiful 
woodland dell, ‘‘ well watered” by a broad stream, and painted by Mr. 
C. Brew, dwelt certain property swans (some with necks to bend) whose 
duty it was to glide gracefully at intervals from O.P. to P.S. and vice- 
versa, but who otherwise were of no particular consequence. In this 
peaceful spot, roused by the strains of a band of fifty performers under 
Monsieur G, Jacobi, certain water nymphs rose from their slumbers in 
the bed of the river, stretched weed-entangled arms, and came forth to 
disport themselves on ¢erra-firma. Presently they were joined by a 
goodly ar- P 


mousswans 


velopment 
and much 
graceful — (nh + | 7 | 
activity. ~ Sk Pe 
Anon ano- Oi « pm Jo SS ER Se — 4 
e, er oe ee <a 
ther swan, Uh )\ = "faa Een BA SSN 
¢ ra —_ Zs ASRY . 
4) Aa, 


Coe ee SV? eae ZEN 
“* swanny ” gd; i PERN. ae CBM TC 
in shape, 1/,¢:pijbes eS A PRD 

appears up- Gish LL ey; 194 Mae ast ; 

on the NU figh< te aa Mame 

scene, and \augy he } ee INR al 

having ai- 4 W3 wi BS. } 
rived late, ‘ in —- ~ . 
is com- : 
pelled to (n> LUA 
execute frolics by herself. This is the Queen of the Swans, probably so- 
elected in consequence of her wearing black hair (after the manner of 
most principal dancers in ballet), while her companions disport them- 
selves in ** lint-white locks” (after the manner of most ordinary ‘‘ ladies ” 
of that corps). This peculiarity caused the witty and astute ‘‘ noticer.” 
to dub her ‘* black swan” and ‘‘rvara avis” at once. But ‘‘some one 
approaches,” and the revels break off in confusion. 





THe ALHAMBRA—Swans Down. 


THE some one is Miss Mathews, in huntsman garb, and a number of 
similar companions out for a swan hunt. Here the story gets a little 
confused. The swans and the hunters seem to fraternise in an inexpli- 
cable way, while the water nymphs hover in an undecided manner. 
Miss Mathews loses her heart to Mdlle. Palladino (the queen) who, 
however, does not appear to reciprocate; this so preys upon Miss 
Mathews, that she discards her hat and appears ever after without one. 
The hunters now occasionally trot across the stage with strips of gauze and: 
disappear, anon the gauze begins to rise in jerks and the swans bend 
down by their knees in corresponding jerks till they are below this seem- 
ing water, whereupon they begin to ‘‘swim”—as it is the well-known 
habit of swans to do so under water—and pretty and graceful enough it 
is, After this has gone on at intervals for some time, the nymphs, tired 
of inaction and exasperated at Miss Mathews’ attractions to Mdlle. Palla- 
dino and indifference to their charms, appropriate some of the gauze- 
le herin them. This is so repugnant to Mdlle. 
Palladino’s sense of justice, however, and so likely to endanger her 


and upon the tableau of her carrying off that young gentleman (still 
without his hat) to buy the ring (in an a boat, appropriately drawn 
by cygnets), and of the swans bobbing down behind their gauze, and: 
the nymphs returning to their repose in the river’s bed, the curtain des- 
cends, and Nestor goes home to supper, without seeing those wonderful 
Osranis, who are well worth seeing at any time. NESTOR. 
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To the Parting and Coming Guests. 


You’RE retiring from business, Old Year— 
To-night you will go from eur gaze ; 
The length of your stay with us here 
Was three hundsed and sixty-six days. 
It doesn’t seem long, you'll confess, 
All too quickly the time seems to go, 
Yet those who were suffering distress, 
No doubt deemed you terribly slow. 
But still we ungracious don’t wish to appear, 
Just now you’re retiring from business, Old Year! 





On some many boons you bestowed, 
To others you gave the reverse ; 
To many your charity flowed, 
While some were kept empty in purse, 
Some have risen to fame in your time, 
While others rebuffs have sustained ; 
And. by records of famine and crime, 
We in your régime have been pained. 
Yet you doubtless meant well in your twelvemonth’s career, 
And therefore we will not reproach you, Old Year ! 





And now you have finished the term 
Allotted by Fate for your sway, 
Your successor in Life’s busy firm 
Is rapidly coming this way. 
Good-bye! you no doubt did your best, 
Many excellent traits have you shown, 
And if a// of us haven’t been blest, 
In some cases the fault was our own. 
So we part from you, old Eighty-Four, with a tear, 
Farewell, we must now go and greet the New Year! 


Ah ! how do you do, Eighty-Five? 

May we trust that, when business you start, 
You'll cause all the struggling to thrive, 

And comfcrt each woe-stricken heart ? 
We, Fun (for Britannia and Co ) 

With respect most sincerely implore 
That on our loved land you'll bestow 

More joy than years gave her before. 
And a word for ourselves we would like to say here, — 
Grant that FUN may continue to prosper, Young Year ! 








A PENNY-WISE, but not a Pound-foolish, Arrangement.— 
Providing penny breakfasts and dinners for poor children, 





Mary.—“‘ ARRAH, BIDDY, WHAT ARE YE GOIN’ TO DO WID ALL THAT 
MISTLETOE?” 

Biddy,—**‘ SHOR®, DON’T YE SER THERE'LL BE SO MANY OF THE Buoys 
COMIN’ TO THE DANCE TO-NIGHT, THAT I WANT TO LAVE ROOM FOR 
US ALL TOGETHER TO STAND UNDER IT.” 
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A MISTLETOE UNDERSTANDING. 











NEW LEAVES. 


‘‘Baspy'’s Album Series,” *‘ Baby’s Album,” ‘‘ Dolly’s Album,” 
‘*Fairy’s Album,” and ‘ Pussy’s Album” (Cassell and Company). 
These four dainty little books are full of cleverly-drawn figures and 
cleverly-written verses. All will be favourites, and it is difficult to 
divine which deserves to be the greatest. —‘‘ Little People of Asia,” by 
Olive Thorne Miller (Griffith and Farran). This is a handsome gift- 
book ; the excellent descriptive matter is elaborately illustrated with 


gift-books from Messrs. Griffith and Farran too numerous to particu- 
larise, many of which would have been more pleasing had the illustra- 
tions been better. The best is ‘*‘ Grandfather.”—‘‘Comic Sketches 
from English History,” with descriptive Rhymes by Lieut.-Col. T. S. 
Seccombe (W. H. Allen and Co.). The drawings are clever, and the 


This is a most fascinating book.—‘' The Rock of Ages.” This grand 
old hymn, with illustrations of the highest refinement, has recently been 
issued by the same publishers.—‘‘ Indian and Colonial Manual and 
Diary’ (Arthur H. Wheeler and Co.). This manual seems to contain 
almost everything known worth knowing, or that should be known, by 
those who want to know, or ought to know, about India and the colonies. 
Tue £ntr'acte Annual, edited by Mr. W. H. Combes, is a blithe and 
merry book. The illustrations by Alfred Bryan are, of course, clever, 
and the literary portion contains amusing narratives in prose and verse by 


day. ‘‘ Wine” would be a better title for a d00k—+h? It is to be 











engravings of a refined and accurate character. We have other good | ‘ ; xe 
| is ‘‘neither upright nor straight.” All this is profounc 


| not refer to the *‘tone” of the Grand Old Piano-like Premier? Pro- 


rhymes are funny, and there’s surely enough for the buyer’s money.— | 
‘* Little Darling’s Alphabet” (Raphael, Tuck, and Sons). This is ex- | 
pected to supply ‘*a long-felt want.” That the drawings, plain and | 


calenred, ase gned snd clever we believe ; bet of Ge a | capital means of ascertaining the condition of the eyesight, especially 


. : . aa 
as eeaption: Save aaa othee slptabes Se a | after one’s wife has spent a morning in sorting out the skeins preparatory 


Angel’s Wings,” by the Hon. Mrs. Greene (Thomas Nelson and Sons). | 





. | dub the above and similar coarse vulgarisms “‘ brilliant sayings.” 
the Editor, John Hollingshead, Charles H. Ross, George Grossmith, | 
Robert Reece, Frederick Leslie, Littleton Hay, and H. Chance Newton. | 
A newspaper called Wine is announced to appear on New Year's- | 


hoped, however, that this Wine will be of a good brand, and not too 
‘‘dry.” It will, we understand, be devoted to the alcohol question. 
Can that be the reason why it will make its first appearance during the 
(alco)hol-idays? Wi(ne)-not? 





Re the Grand (Old) Piano. 


A more than usually clever Conservative lately invented a conun- 
drum showieg that Mr. Gladstone is like a grand a9 because he 
ly ** precious,” as 

one may say, and is a specimen of the intense veracity that dominates 
Tory jesters. But how was it that the Conservative conundrumist did 


bably because the Premier's tone is too sound for a Conservative to be 
able to grasp. 





PLENTY of tests have been invented for discovering colour blindness, 
Investigating a table loaded with Berlin wool of different tints is a 


to knitting. The skeins should be well tossed about, of course. Carryi 
a pocket looking glass during the chilly weather, and examining the en 
of one’s nose every ten minutes or so with its aid, is another. 





PossIBLy it is a mistake for lecturers on Dr, Johnson to give anecdotes 
such as, ‘‘ When he was told, ‘ Here we are at last in Scotland,’ he 
replied, ‘Yes I can smell it in the dark.’” But, undoubtedly, it is 
adding insult to injury towards the great lexicographer and audiences to 





A “Ho.titow” Mockery.—The proposed subway from the Marble 
Arch to Cornhill. 
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THE NEW OPENING FOR AMATEURS. 
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He was the envy and admiration ofall his amateur friends, was Giftother Gabb. Music, the back drawing-room stage, would not satisfy Aim. //e was an amateur 
7 


barrister ; had a passion for it; had a case on once a week just to conduct it in person; used to wheedle his tailor to summons him. ‘' Oh loor! here he is again! 
was th: judge's frequent remark. 

































































‘Then he wouli meet the judge at parties and remark, ‘‘ I say, you spoilt one of my best points in the Queen's Bench t’other day. I winked at you all my might; 
but I spose you didn’t see me.” 
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Till one day, when the judge was alone for a moment with the jailor, he seized the opportunity. ‘‘ You know that man G 


7 o) 1 9° 
iufes 


abb?” he whispered hoarsely ; “ well, it 
see! en | r Said t » 


you <oudd mapage to mistake him for the prisoner one day—see ?—for somebody with a All right, m'lud,” said the jailer. 
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AND GIE’S A HAND O’ THINE, 











AND HERE’S A HAND, MY TRUSTY PE 
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THE FESTIVE SEASON AND THE 
“RICHT-GUID WILLIB.” 


(See Cartoon.) 


G. (maestoso.) SHOULD not our quarrels be forgot, 

And never brought to min’ ? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And days o’ lang syne? 

(dolce.) For auld lang syne, my peer, 

For auld lang syne, 

We just will drink the old year out, 
For auld lang syne. 


S. (grazioso.) I dinna ken why we should care 
For feuds like yours and mine, 
So let’s warm up acquaintanceship 
For auld lang syne. 
(rinforzando.) For auld lang syne, old man, 
For auld lang syne, 
We'll tak’ anither B. and S. 
For auld lang syne. 


G. (con espressione.) To frame Redistribution rules 

We cutely did combine, 

S. (en marcato.) We've hob’d and nob’d and done the trick 
For auld lang syne. 

G. (con tenerezza.) For auld Jang syne, my peer, 

For auld lang syne, 

S. (assai vivace.) We'll liquor up again, old man, 
For auld lang syne. 


BoTH (animato moderato.) We twa hae punch’d each ither’s heads, 
And banged the Franchise fine, 
(con brio.) But we'll tak’ a richt-guid willie-waught 
In spite o’ auld Jang syne. 
( piano.) In spite o’ auld lang syne, dear boy, 
(rallentando.) In spite o’ auld lang syne, 
(crescendo) We'll drink to our success next year 
(fortissimo.) In spite o’ auld lang syne. 
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WARELES OF THE WHEE. 
SET TO THE FASHIONABLE AIRS WE GIVE OURSELVES. 
New Serigs, No. 53. Air—‘“‘ Don't,” 


ING HEY! a merry 
Christmas time, 
And ho! a 

New Year! 
When floods arise of 
prose and rhyme, 
And turkeys are so 
dear. 
If in the new year 
you intend 
To carry on your 
wont, 
Just pause for half a 
moment, friend, 
Take our advice 
and don’t, 
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t 
is the word— 
Don’t in behaviour be 
half so absurd ; 
Whenever you think that you'll have *‘ one last drink,” 
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t! 





SMe 


” oe 5 


The winter exhibitions are 
In very fullest swing, 
The Reichstag in Berlin afar 
Intends to have its fling; 
Queen Anne’s about to be restored 
In pride at Ludgate Hill : 
If any protest you ’d record 
Against the li:tle bill— 
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t be absurd, 
For payment the City has given its word ; 
Don’t be severe with it—don’t interfere with it, 
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t! 


The sentence for the Mignonette 
Affair is hailed with joy, 
And folks appear to quite forget 
The hapless murdered boy. 
For children’s penny dinners there 
Are people working now, 
And if you think it isn't fair, 
And want to make a row— 
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t is the word, 
Take up your purse and be off like a bird ; 
Quick ! call a cab for it—show you’re a dab for t— 
Do! Do! Do! 


The sons of dynamite again 
Are at their foolish games. 
‘* The House” is much too small, it ’s plain, 
To meet its Members’ claims. 
To wreck some trains 
Was tried the other day. 
They talk of altering the time, 
Although to this we say— 
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t be absurd, 
Such an absurdity never was heard ; 
The notion does tickle us, Don’t be redickleus— 
Don’t! Don’t! Don't! 


It now appears that Dutchmen wish 
Our milkmen’s trade to dam ; 
The New Orleans Exhibish 
Was ope’d by telegram, 
There’s Gordon blowing forts up now, 
And China’s got a *‘ lick ”’— 
Their fighting weight’s not much, I vow, 
And seems to have this trick— 
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t be absurd ; 
To give you the licking we’d much have preferred. 
Ill you are serving us—exterminating us— 
**Don’t! Don’t! Don’t! 





= 





A Question For ZIMMERMAN,—When a man is alone, who is he 
lent to? 


KNICKNACKS, 


WHat nonsense is being written about Prince Bismarck having 
sacrificed his life, his health, and strength for his Emperor and Father- 
land. Truly Bismarck has 
made an excellent living 
during his successful career 
by omens work which 
hethoroughly enjoyed. His 
** sacrifice” has, at all 
events, met with tangible 
rewards and emoluments 
far exceeding those be- 
stowed on several other 
clever men who were 
equally instrumental in ab- 
sorbing disunited Germany 
intothe kingdom of Prussia, 
and calling the mixture the 
empire of Germany. 


AN expert interrogates, 
** What is cholera?” Well, 
if he will consent to live 
anywhere about Barking, 
Woolwich, or Blackwall 
for the next few months, 
and bribe the deadly dyna- 
mitards to shake up the un- 
clean bed of old Father 
Thames—say half-a-dozen 
times during his stay—we will present the expert with one of our present 
volumes of FuN should he fail to find out by personal experience WHAT 
CHOLERA IS, 





Sport to Mr. W. L. Winans, the American millionaire, seems to 
mean death to the Scotch cottars on his estate. He isn’t going to leave 
a stone unturned till he gets rid of them. This astute person, who 
leases nearly three hundred and fifty square miles of Scottish land for 
businesslike sporting purposes, even envied an ancient inhabitant of the 
soil—one little pet lamb—lately. The large-minded money-bag should 
read Nathan’s parable to David concerning the rich man who had ex- 
ceeding many flocks and herds, and the poor man who had nothing save 
one little ewe lamb. It might do him good. Who knows? 





Many humble Highlanders love and reverence the homes in whioh 
their ancestors lived, because they have ancestors to be proud of. Many 
modern Highland landlords naturally cannot understand this sentiment. 





Tue Highlanders en masse are a law-abiding people. From January 
1860 to June 1882, for instance, only 25 persons were arrested in the Isle 
of Skye, the average population being some 20,000, These culprits had 
only committed trivial offences. All other parts of the Highlands show 
similar low statistics of crime. Poor Skye, for many years celebrated for 
its rains, including the reign of order, only wishes for the reign of justice 
to resume her normal condition of contentment. 


Tue saying, *‘ cold as Charity Organisation members,” has been sup- 
planted by ‘‘ hot as Charity Organisation members.'’ The members take 
it as a compliment too. 


SPEAKING on the subject of warmth, we may safely aver that very 
few of the impecunious creatures whose cases are /aken up by the Charity 
Organisation Society get hot coppers till several mornings after applying 
for relief have elapsed. 


We have become reckless of consequences since our Christmas festivites, 
and so dare to write a line or two about Mrs, Weldon. It has been 
gravely asserted that this lady, by her passionate eloquence, has melted 
her hearers to tears. Ina free country are human hearers to Le melted 
into salt water with impunity? Perish the thought! Should Mrs, 
Weldon be charged with culpable homicide for this alleged outrage, we'll 
attend court clad in a fire-proof safe, peep through the keyhole, and 
watch how she melts. 


THos® unctuous individuals who considered that the nee ee 
Board of Works would have been justified in immediately backing out 
of a made contract, on receiving a slightly larger monetary offer for a 
portion of their property, should be compelled, in kindness to themselves, 
to reside in Russia or Turkey, in order that their talents for promulgat- 
ing jobbery and chicanery might find more scope. 
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; Uy pe Wx aA AN acquaintance of mine, a musician 
/ I Ay Uy sf r , , 

i Y | We, Pa, i ee = Gs Who can pose as composer as well, 

a fi YUyyr vt , R igi Wi pithy = ap Was constrained by his cashless condition 
iby ; Za NG) |) AAR is PE) nail Wy yy NEN In-populous suburbs to dwell. 
; f by Ww Yi ial’ me Hi ay Yi ci Ae ra When ils were sparse, he as- 
di / Vl Uy y ; ; ’ ‘ 4 - up Pp 
LZ yy Aig ' Nf OP LY SSN aE Sailed his fantasias, 

4 C4 OPES YY), "4 jj BY a Ge Care seeking thus to dispel. 


He’d sit at an aged piano, 
Whose forte attested its years ; 
Would he thump the old instrument ? ah,no, 
His reveries moved you to tears ; 
Softly, andantely, 
Stacca’o, scantily, 
Such music rarely one hears. 
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| He was also a famed violinist, 
/; In concert-rooms justly admired ; 
iF i iy Mii MY pr fff WN Smee 77,7 41 “f/m, | His feats on one string were the finest 
his ahd Ly YY) YN hs i. CYGA Y/)/§. aE) >, Since great Paganini retired. 
ng YW wb) f \ 2 A YN CE A, | His rich Straduarius 

| Never could weary us, 
All said he must be inspired. 


) Wi Mify, Yi VTA Ad | A AMAA AN ea thd) j _. \ eG ® Luh | ° ° 
"ae YS) WHA Wr nee” UUM), << | Nek 4% I called on him lately, and found him 
| LL RA | ao mt, 1) ///// AOL Immersed in the depths of despair, 
E YY, His score was all scattered around him, 
His fingers were clutching his hair. 
Ny TAR || MANNA aa spat hy lO But, grasping my ready hand, 
is Wf WP (ya My a as ** Welcome, sir,” said he, and 
vn 4 "4 ’ i ii .  # e . . . 
MAI ae, i, <a  Z ~ Motioned me into a chair, 


PHL aaa ny ine ss tema “ 
Saeed 


} 
a 


I asked in what way I could serve him, 
And begg’d him, ¢7t ami, en frére, 
Not to let petty troubles unnerve him, 
Nor yield to distraction and care, 
Listened he drearily, 
Vacantly, wearily, 
With a pre-occupied air, 


When, hark! from the dwelling adjacent 
Came laughter and thumps on the floor ; 
*¢ That’s ¢hem, sir! How can I be patient ?” 

He shouted, ‘‘ I'll stand it no more ! 
Wholesale infanticide ! 
That’s what I want,” he cried, 

*‘ Scrag all those children next door!” 





A Vegetarian Volume. 


** How to live on a shilling a week,” 
Is the name of a pamphlet unique 
Which says folks of the meat-eating clique 

Are the victims of butcher-folks’ robbery. 
Bi “es BE pe But the meat-eating race of these isles 

re A. Cate View the book with incredulous smiles, 
MR. JOBLING DOES NOT KNOW WHY THEY WISH PEOPLE TO KNOCK AND RING, Eas nr eh Rea ga Person reviles ” 
BUL HE 1S ALWAYS WILLING TO OBLIGE. | Se ears weer seall “bob °-bery. 














| ~«_» Extraordinarily Cheap! WHAT ‘‘ TRUTH” SAYS OF “ LOVE CLOUDS.” 


THE market for pert shop-girls seems to be very much overstocked A STORY OF LOVE AND REVENGE, 


just now, for we notice that a well-known drapery establishment is By JOHN LATEY, Junr. 
advertising as follows :— Truth, ot December 11, says of Mr. Latey’s romance :—‘‘ I ought to have thanked 
Sinise es 4s _— fe ‘an you for ‘ Love Clouds,’ to whose title you were attracted as naturally as a butterfly 
ANDSOME MAINX, ANG SABLE DITTO « « 6 6 6 Ae 19S. OF, toa flower. But the title could hardly have prepared you for so stirring, and even 


thrilling ‘Dark Days’ style of story. It shoitened for me by one pleasant hour a 
To be able to buy a good- looking white, and also a coloured, female for dreary day, and a still drear‘er railway journey on the sad South-Western—no small 
a trifle under three pounds the pair must surely bz beyond ‘the dreams thing to set to its credit, and to yours for sending it.” 

of the avarice of any Oriental slave-dealer. Price One Shilling.  Post-free, 1s. 24d. 


aes C adbury’s C.BRANDAUER&C* 
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SOCOSSCOOOCOCCOEO Nevragia” IRCULAR 
| —Lancet, CAUTION ° 
| “Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has | Coccs hover i whe Cocoa, | OINT FDI 











| proved effective in all th 1OSE C ASES in which we cut t pr ' ’ 
} its rove tne 
Have met with general approbation. Write as cate 


oe 
lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, the points 


have prescribed it."—Afedical Press. ; - 
led by anew process. Six Prize Medals awarded ts being 


29.46 and ll Of all Chemists PIIRE SOLUBLEN REFRESHING!!! Sample! x,6d.; post-free,7 st stothe 4 orks, Birmingham 
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